This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 
to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 
to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 
are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  marginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 
publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  have  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 

We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  from  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attribution  The  Google  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liability  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.  Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 


at|http  :  //books  .  google  .  com/ 


Il 


V 


hH^kjutuX>  CLu^JilU 


Roy 
\ 


LONDON    TO    LADYSKIT'-- 


f, 


BY    THE    SAME    AUTHOR, 


THE  RIVER  WAR:  an  Historical  Account  of  th^  Re- 
conqvest  of  the  Soudan.  Edited  by  Colonel  F.  Rhodbs,  D.S.O. 
With  34  Maps  and  Plans,  and  51  Illnstratioos  from  Drawings  by 
Angus  McNeill.  Also  with  7  Photogravure  Portraits  of 
Generals,  &c.  3  vols.  Medium  8va  367. 
\ 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  MALAKAND  FIELD  FORCE, 
1897.     Seventh  Thousand.    With  6  Maps  and  Plans  and  Por- 
•    trait  of  Major-Gen.  Sir  Bindon  Blood,  K.CB.  Commanding 
Malakand  Field  Force.    Crown  Bvo.  31.  fid. 


SAVROLA  :  a  Tale  of  the  Revolution  in  Laurania.    Crown 

8vo.  6f. 


LONGMANS,  GREEN,  &  CO. ,  39  Paternoster  Row,  London 
New  York  and  Bombay. 


y 


,  f.Iin]nfuT% 


I 


■<jr-' 


LONDON  TO  LADYSMITH 

VIA  PRETORIA 


BY 

WINSTON    SPENCER    CHURCHILL 

AUTHOR  OP  '  THE  STORY  OF  THE  MALAK^If^iELD  FORCE,   1897 ' 

'THE   RIVER    war:    AN    HISTOtf£nLACX:OUNT   OP 

THE    RECONQUEST  OP  THE  SOUDAN ' 

'SAVROLA:  a  ROMANCE* 


ATE  IV    IMPRESSION 


}  LONGMANS.    GREEN,    AND    CO. 

39    PATERNOSTER    ROW,     LONDON 
NEW   YORK    AND    BOMBAY 
5v  '900 


All    rights    reserved 


S^^ 


THIS    COLLECTION    OF    LETTERS    IS    INSCRIBED    TO 

THE  STAFF  OF  THE 
NATAL    GOVERNMENT    RAILWAY 

WHOSE  CAREFUL  AND    COURAGEOUS    DISCHARGE    OF  THEIR 
BVERY-DAY  DUTIES 

AMID  THE  PERILS  OF  WAR 

HAS    MADE    THEM    HONOURABLY    CONSPICUOUS 

EVEN  AMONG  THEIR   FELLOW  COLONISTS 


INTRODUCTORY    NOTE 

This  small  book  is  mainly  a  personal  record 
of  my  adventures   and   impressions  during 
the  first  five  months   of  the   African  War. 
It   may  also  be  found   to  give  a   tolerably 
coherent  account  of  the  operations  conducted 
by    Sir   Red  vers   Buller  for  the    Relief  of 
Ladysmith.     The   correspondence  of  which 
it    is    mainly    composed    appeared    in    the 
columns   of   the  Morning  Post  newspaper, 
and  I  propose,  if  I  am  not  interrupted  by  the 
accidents  of  war,  to  continue  the  series   of 
letters.     The  stir  and  tumult  of  a  camp  do 
not  favour  calm  or  sustained   thought,   and 
whatever  is  written  herein  must  be  regarded 
simply  as  the  immediate  effect  produced  by 
men  powerfully   moved,   and  scenes  swiftly 
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changing  upon  what  I  hope  is  a  truth-seeking 
mind. 

The  fact  that  a  man's  life  depends  upon 
my  discretion  compels  me  to  omit  an  essential 
part  of  the  story  of  my  escape  from  the  Boers  ; 
but  if  the  book  and  its  author  survive  the 
war,  and  when  the  British  flag  is  firmly 
planted  at  Bloemfontein  and  Pretoria,  I  shall 
hasten  to  fill  the  gap  in  the  narrative. 

WINSTON  S.  CHURCHILL. 
March  lo,  190a 
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CHAPTER  I 

STEAMING     SOUTH 
R.M.S.  *  Dunottar  Castle,'  at  sea  :  October  26,  1899. 

The  last  cry  of  '  Any  more  for  the  shore  ? ' 
had  sounded,  the  last  good-bye  had  been 
said,  the  latest  pressman  or  photographer 
had  scrambled  ashore,  and  all  Southampton 
was  cheering  wildly  along  a  mile  of  pier  and 
promontory  when  at  6  p.m.,  on  October  14, 
the  Royal  Mail  steamer  *  Dunottar  Castle ' 
left  her  moorings  and  sailed  with  Sir  Redvers 
BuUer  for  the  Cape.  For  a  space  the  decks 
remained  crowded  with  the  passengers  who, 
while  the  sound  of  many  voices  echoed  in 
their  ears,  looked  back  towards  the  shores, 
swiftly  fading  in  the  distance  and  the  twilight, 
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and  wondered  whether,  and  if  so  when,  they 
would  come  safe  home  again ;  then  everyone 
hurried  to  his  cabin,  arranged  his  luggage, 
and  resigned  himself  to  the  voyage. 

What  an  odious  affair  is  a  modern  sea 
journey !  In  ancient  times  there  were  greater 
discomforts  and  perils  ;  but  they  were  recog- 
nised. A  man  took  ship  prepared  for  the  worst. 
Nowadays  he  expects  the  best  as  a  matter 
of  course,  and  is,  therefore,  disappointed. 
Besides,  how  slowly  we  travel !  In  the  six- 
teenth century  nobody  minded  taking  five 
months  to  get  anywhere.  But  a  fortnight  is 
a  large  slice  out  of  the  nineteenth  century ; 
and  the  child  of  civilisation,  long  petted  by 
Science,  impatiently  complains  to  his  indul- 
gent guardian  of  all  delay  in  travel,  and 
petulantly  calls  on  her  to  complete  her  task 
and  finally  eliminate  the  factor  of  distance 
from  human  calculations.  A  fortnight  is  a 
long  time  in  modem  life.  It  is  also  a  long 
time  in  modern  war — especially  at  the  begin- 
ning. To  be  without  news  for  a  fortnight  at 
any  time  is  annoying.  To  be  without  news 
for  a  fortnight  now  is  a  torture.     And  this 
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voyage  lasts  more  than  a  fortnight !  At  the 
very  outset  of  our  enterprise  we  are  com- 
pelled to  practise  Mr.  Morley's  policy  of 
patience. 

We  left  London  amid  rumours  of  all 
kinds.  The  Metropolis  was  shrouded  in  a 
fog  of  credulous  uncertainty,  broken  only  by 
the  sinister  gleam  of  the  placarded  lie  or  the 
croak  of  the  newsman.  Terrible  disasters 
had  occurred  and  had  been  contradicted  ; 
great  battles  were  raging — unconfirmed ; 
and  beneath  all  this  froth  the  tide  of  war  was 
really  flowing,  and  no  man  could  shut  his 
eyes  to  grave  possibilities.  Then  the  ship 
sailed,  and  all  was  silence — ^a  heaving  silence. 
But  Madeira  was  scarcely  four  days'  journey. 
There  we  should  find  the  answers  to  many 
questions.  At  Madeira,  however,  we  learned 
nothing,  but  nothing,  though  satisfactory, 
is  very  hard  to  understand.  Why  did  they 
declare  war  if  they  had  nothing  up  their 
sleeves  ?  Why  are  they  wasting  time  now  ? 
Such  were  the  questions.  Then  we  sailed 
again,  and  again  silence  shut  down,  this  time, 
however,  on  a  more  even  keel. 

B2 
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Speculation  arises  out  of  ignorance. 
Many  and  various  are  the  predictions  as  to 
what  will  be  the  state  of  the  game  when  we 
shall  have  come  to  anchor  in  Table  Bay. 
Forecasts  range  from  the  capture  of  Pretoria 
by  Sir  George  White  and  the  confinement  of 
President  Kruger  in  the  deepest  level  beneath 
the  Johannesburg  Exchange,  on  the  one 
hand,  to  the  surrender  of  Cape  Town  to  the 
Boers,  the  proclamation  of  Mr.  Schreiner  as 
King  of  South  Africa,  and  a  fall  of  two  points 
in  Rand  Mines  on  the  other.  Between  these 
wild  extremes  all  shades  of  opinion  are 
represented.  Only  one  possibility  is  unani- 
mously excluded — an  inconclusive  peace. 
There  are  on  board  officers  who  travelled 
this  road  eighteen  years  ago  with  Lord 
Roberts,  and  reached  Cape  Town  only  to 
return  by  the  next  boat.  But  no  one  antici- 
pates such  a  result  this  time. 

Monotony  is  the  characteristic  of  a  modem 
voyage,  and  who  shall  describe  it?  The 
lover  of  realism  might  suggest  that  writing 
the  same  paragraph  over  and  over  again 
would   enable  the  reader  to  experience  its 
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weariness,  if  he  were  truly  desirous  of  so 
doing.  But  I  hesitate  to  take  such  a  course, 
and  trust  that  some  of  these  lines  even  once 
repeated  may  convey  some  inkling  of  the 
dulness  of  the  days.  Monotony  of  view — 
for  we  live  at  the  centre  of  a  complete  circle 
of  sea  and  sky ;  monotony  of  food — for  all 
things  taste  the  same  on  board  ship ;  mono- 
tony of  existence — for  each  day  is  but  a  barren 
repetition  of  the  last ;  all  fall  to  the  lot  of  the 
passenger  on  great  waters.  It  were  malevo- 
lent to  try  to  bring  the  realisation  home  to 
others.  Yet  all  earthly  evils  have  their 
compensations,  and  even  monotony  is  not 
without  its  secret  joy.  For  a  time  we  drop 
out  of  the  larger  world,  with  its  interests  and 
Its  obligations,  and  become  the  independent 
citizens  of  a  tiny  State — a  Utopian  State 
where  few  toil  and  none  go  hungry — bounded 
on  all  sides  by  the  sea  and  vassal  only  to 
the  winds  and  waves.  Here  during  a  period 
which  is  too  long  while  it  lasts,  too  short 
when  it  is  over,  we  may  placidly  reflect  on  the 
busy  world  that  lies  behind  and  the  tumult  that 
is  before  us.    The  journalists  read  books  about 
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South  Africa ;  the  politician — were  the  affair 
still  in  the  domain  of  words — might  examine 
the  justice  of  the  quarrel.  The  Headquarter 
Staff  pore  over  maps  or  calculate  the  sizes 
of  camps  and  entrenchments  ;  and  in  the 
meantime  the  great  ship  lurches  steadily 
forward  on  her  course,  carrying  to  the  south 
at  seventeen  miles  an  hour  schemes  and 
intentions  of  wan 

But  let  me  record  the  incidents  rather 
than  their  absence.  One  day  the  first  shoal 
of  flying  fish  is  seen — a  flight  of  glittering 
birds  that,  flushed  by  the  sudden  approach 
of  the  vessel,  skim  away  over  the  waters  and 
turn  in  the  cover  of  a  white-topped  wave. 
On  another  we  crossed  the  Equator.  Neptune 
and  his  consort  boarded  us  near  the  forecastle 
and  paraded  round  the  ship  in  state.  Never 
have  I  seen  such  a  draggle-tailed  divinity. 
An  important  feature  in  the  ritual  which  he 
prescribes  is  the  shaving  and  ducking  of  all 
who  have  not  passed  the  line  before.  But 
our  attitude  was  strictly  Erastian,  and  the 
demigod  retired  discomfited  to  the  second 
class,  where  from  the  sounds  which  arose  he 
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seemed   to  find   more   punctilious   votaries. 
On  the  23rd  we  sighted  a  sail — or  rather  the 
smoke  of  another  steamer     As  the  compara- 
tively speedy  *  Dunottar  Castle '  overtook  the 
stranger  everybody's  interest  was  aroused. 
Under    the    scrutiny    of    many    brand-new 
telescopes  and  field  glasses — for  all  want  to 
see  as   much   of   a  war    as    possible — she 
developed  into  the  '  Nineveh,*  hired  transport 
carrying  the  Australian  Lancers  to  the  .Cape. 
Signals  were  exchanged.    The  vessels  drew 
together,  and  after  an  hour's  steaming  we 
passed  her  almost  within  speaking  distance. 
The  General  went  up  to  the  bridge.     The 
Lancers  crowded  the.  bulwarks  and  rigging 
of  the  '  Nineveh '  and  one  of  them  waggled  a 
flag  violently.     An  officer  on  our  ship  replied 
with  a  pocket-handkerchief.    The  Australians 
asked  questions  :  *  Is  Sir  Redvers  Buller  on 
board?'     The  answer  *Yes'  was  signalled 
back,   and   immediately   the    Lancers   gave 
three  tremendous  cheers,  waving  their  broad- 
brimmed  hats  and  gesticulating  with  energy 
while  the    steam    siren    emitted    a    frantic 
whoop  of  salutation.     Then  the  speed  of  the 
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larger  vessel  told,  and  we  drew  ahead  of  the 
transport  until  her  continued  cheers  died 
away.'  She  signalled  again  :  *  What  won  the 
Cesarewitch  ? '  But  the  distance  was  now 
too  great  for  us  to  learn  whether  the  answer 
gave  satisfaction  or  not. 

We  have  a  party  of  cinematographers  on 
board,  and  when  they  found  that  we  were 
going  to  speak  the  *  Nineveh'  they  bustled 
about  preparing  their  apparatus.  But  the 
cumbrous  appliances  took  too  long  to  set 
up,  and,  to  the  bitter  disappointment  of  the 
artists,  the  chance  of  making  a  moving 
picture  was  lost  for  ever ;  and  indeed  it  was 
a  great  pity,  because  the  long  green  trans- 
port, pitching  in  the  sea,  now  burying  her 
bows  in  foam,  now  showing  the  red  paint  of 
her  bottom,  her  decks  crowded  with  the 
active  brown  figures  of  the  soldiers,  her 
halyards  bright  with  signal  flags,  was  a  scene 
well  worth  recording  even  if  it  had  not 
been  the  greeting  given  in  mid-ocean  to 
the  commander  of  the  army  by  the  warlike 
contingent  which  the  need  or  convenience  of 
the  Empire  had  drawn  from  the  Antipodes. 
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South  of  the  line  the  weather  cools 
rapidly,  and  various  theories  are  advanced 
to  explain  the  swift  change.  According  to 
some,  it  is  due  to  the  masses  of  ice  at  the 
Antarctic  Pole  ;  others  contend  that  it  is 
because  we  are  further  from  the  land.  But 
whatever  the  cause  may  be,  the  fall  in  tempe- 
rature produces  a  rise  in  spirits,  and  under 
greyer  skies  everyone  develops  activity.  The 
consequence  of  this  is  the  organisation  of 
athletic  sports.  A  committee  is  appointed. 
Sir  Redvers  Buller  becomes  President.  A 
two  days'  meeting  is  arranged,  and  on 
successive  afternoons  the  more  energetic 
passengers  race  violently  to  and  fro  on  the 
decks,  belabour  each  other  with  bolsters,  or 
tumble  into  unforeseen  troughs  of  water  to 
their  huge  contentment  and  the  diversion  of 
the  rest. 

Occasionally  there  are  light  gusts  of  con- 
troversy. It  is  Sunday.  The  parson  pro- 
poses to  read  the  service.  The  captain 
objects.  He  insists  on  the  maintenance  of 
naval  supremacy.  On  board  ship,  '  or  at  any 
rate   on  board  this   ship,'   no   one  but   the 
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captain  reads  the  service.  The  minister,  a 
worthy  Irishman,  abandons  the  dispute — not 
without  regret.  'Any  other  clergyman  of 
the  Church  of  England,'  he  observes  with 
warmth,  '  would  have  told  the  captain  to  go 
to  Hell.' 

Then  there  is  to  be  a  fancy  dress  ball. 
Opinions  are  divided.  On  the  one  part  it 
is  urged  that  fancy  dress  balls  are  healthy 
and  amusing.  On  the  other,  that  they  are 
exceedingly  tiresome.  The  discussion  is 
prolonged.  In  the  end  the  objectors  are 
overruled — still  objecting.  Such  are  the 
politics  of  the  State. 

Inoculation  against  enteric  fever  proceeds 
daily.  The  doctors  lecture  in  the  saloon. 
One  injection  of  serum  protects  ;  a  second 
secures  the  subject  against  attacks.  Wonder- 
ful statistics  are  quoted  in  support  of  the 
experiment.  Nearly  everyone  is  convinced. 
The  operations  take  place  forthwith,  and  the 
next  day  sees  haggard  forms  crawling  about 
the  deck  in  extreme  discomfort  and  high 
fever.  The  day  after,  however,  all  have  re- 
covered and  rise  gloriously  immune.    Others, 
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like  myself,  remembering  that  we  still  stand 
only  on  the  threshold  of  pathology,  remain 
unconvinced,  resolved  to  trust  to  *  health  and 
the  laws  of  health.'  But  if  they  will  invent 
a  system  of  inoculation  against  bullet  wounds 
I  will  hasten  to  submit  myself. 

Yesterday  we  passed  a  homeward-bound 
liner,  who  made  great  efforts  to  signal  to  us, 
but  as  she  was  a  Union  boat  the  captain 
refused  to  go  near  enough  to  read  the  flags, 
and  we  still  remain  ignorant  of  the  state  of 
the  war.  If  the  great  lines  of  steamships 
to  the  Cape  were  to  compete  against  each 
other,  as  do  those  of  the  Atlantic,  by  increas- 
ing their  speeds,  by  lowering  their  rates,  by 
improving  the  food  and  accommodation,  no 
one  would  complain,  but  it  is  difficult  to  see 
how  the  public  can  be  the  gainers  by  the 
silly  antagonism  I  have  described.  However, 
the  end  is  drawing  very  near,  and  since  we 
have  had  a  safe  and  prosperous  journey  criti- 
cism may  well  waive  the  opportunity.  Yet 
there  are  few  among  the  travellers  who  will 
not  experience  a  keen  feeling  of  relief  in 
exchanging  the  pettiness,  the  monotony,  and 
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the  isolation  of  the  voyage  for  the  activity  of 
great  enterprise  and  the  interest  of  real  affairs : 
a  relief  which  may,  perhaps,  be  shared  by  the 
reader  of  these  letters.  Yet  if  he  has  found 
the  account  of  a  dull  voyage  dull,  he  should 
not  complain ;  for  is  not  that  successful 
realism  ? 

October  29. 

News  at  last!  This  morning  we  sighted 
a  sail — a  large  homeward-bound  steamer, 
spreading  her  canvas  to  catch  the  trades, 
and  with  who  should  say  what  tidings  on 
board.  We  crowded  the  decks,  and  from 
every  point  of  view  telescopes,  field  glasses, 
and  cameras  were  directed  towards  the 
stranger.  She  passed  us  at  scarcely  two 
hundred  yards,  and  as  she  did  so  her  crew 
and  company,  giving  three  hearty  cheers, 
displayed  a  long  black  board,  on  which  was 
written  in  white  paint :  *  Boers  defeated ; 
three  battles ;  Penn  Symons  killed.'  There 
was  a  little  gasp  of  excitement.  Everyone 
stepped  back  from  the  bulwarks.  Those 
who  had  not  seen  ran  eagerly  up  to  ask  what 
had  happened.    A  dozen  groups  were  formed. 


STEAMING    SOUTH  1 3 

a  hum  of  conversation  arose,  and  meanwhile 
the  vessels  separated-^for  the  pace  of  each 
was  swift — and  in  a  few  moments  the  home- 
ward bound  lay  far  in  our  wake. 

What  does  it  mean — this  scrap  of  intelli- 
gence which  tells  so  much  and  leaves  so 
much  untold?  To-morrow  night  we  shall 
know  all.  This  at  least  is  certain  :  there 
has  been  fierce  fighting  in  Natal,  and,  under 
Heaven,  we  have  held  our  own :  perhaps 
more.  *  Boers  defeated.*  Let  us  thank  God 
for  that.  The  brave  garrisons  have  repelled 
the  invaders.  The  luck  has  turned  at  last. 
The  crisis  is  over,  and  the  army  now  on  the 
seas  may  move  with  measured  strides  to 
effect  a  final  settlement  that  is  both  wise  and 
just.  In  that  short  message  eighteen  years 
of  heartburnings  are.  healed.  The  aban- 
doned colonist,  the  shamed  soldier,  the 
'cowardly  Englishman,'  the  white  flag,  the 
'  How  about  Majuba  ? ' — all  gone  for  ever. 
At  last — *the  Boers  defeated.'  Hurrah! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah! 

So  Sir  Penn  Symons  is  killed !  Well, 
no  one  would  have  laid  down  his  life  more 


x'^ 
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gladly  in  such  a  cause.     Twenty  years  ago 
the  merest    chance    saved    him    from    the 
massacre  at  Isandhlwana,  and  Death  promoted 
him  in  an  afternoon  from  subaltern  to  senior 
captain.     Thenceforward  his  rise  was  rapid. 
He  commanded   the  First   Division  of  the 
Tirah     Expeditionary     Force    among    the 
mountains  with  prudent  skill.     His  brigades 
had   no  misfortunes  :   his   rearguards  came 
safely  into  camp.     In  the  spring  of  1898, 
when   the  army  lay  around  Fort  Jumrood, 
looking  forward  to  a  fresh  campaign,  I  used 
often  to  meet  him.       Everyone  talked  of 
Symons,  of  his  energy,  of  his  jokes,  of  his 
enthusiasm.     It  was  Symons  who  had  built 
a  racecourse  on  the  stony  plain ;  who  had 
organised  the   Jumrood    Spring    Meeting; 
who  won  the  principal  event  himself,  to  the 
delight  of  the  private  soldiers,  with  whom  he 
was  intensely  popular ;  who,  moreover,  was 
to  be  first  and  foremost  if  the  war  with  the 
tribes   broke   out  again ;  and  who  was  en- 
trusted with  much  of  the  negotiations  with 
their  jirgas.     Dinner  with  Symons  in  the 
mud  tower  of  Jumrood  Fort  was  an  experi- 
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ence.  The  memory  of  many  tales  of  sport 
and  war  remains.  At  the  end  the  General 
would  drink  the  old  Peninsular  toasts :  '  Our 
Men/  *  Our  Women/  *  Our  Religion/  '  Our 
Swords/  'Ourselves/  'Sweethearts  and 
Wives/  and  'Absent  Friends' — one  for 
every  night  in  the  week.  The  night  when  I 
dined  the  toast  was  'Our  Men.'  May  the 
State  in  her  necessities  find  others  like  him ! 
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CHAPTER   II 

THE   STATE   OF   THE   GAME 

Cape  Town  :  November  i,  1899. 

The  long-drawn  voyage  came  to  an  end 
at  last.  On  the  afternoon  of  October  30  we 
sighted  land,  and  looking  westward  I  per- 
ceived what  looked  like  a  dark  wave  of  water 
breaking  the  smooth  rim  of  the  horizon.  A 
short  time  developed  the  wave  into  the  rocks 
and  slopes  of  Robben  Island — a  barren  spot 
inhabited  by  lepers,  poisonous  serpents,  and 
dogs  undergoing  quarantine.  Then  with 
the  darkness  we  entered  Table  Bay,  and, 
steaming  slowly,  reached  the  anchorage  at 
ten  o'clock.  Another  ^hour  of  waiting 
followed  until  the  tugboat  obeyed  the  signal ; 
but  at  last  she  ran  alongside,  and  there 
stepped    on    board    a    Man     Who    Knew. 
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Others  with  despatches  pushed  roughly 
through  the  crowd  of  soldiers,  officers, 
passengers,  and  war  correspondents  to  the 
General's  cabin.  We  caught  the  Man  Who 
Knew,  however,  and,  setting  him  half  way 
up  the  ladder  to  the  hurricane  deck, 
required  him  forthwith  to  tell  us  of  the  war. 
Doubtless  you  have  been  well  informed  of 
all,  or  at  any  rate  of  much,  that  has  passed. 
The  man  told  his  story  quickly,  with  an  odd 
quiver  of  excitement  in  his  voice,  and  the 
audience — ^perhaps  we  were  300 — listened 
breathless.  Then  for  the  first  time  we  heard 
of  Elandslaagte,  of  Glencoe,  of  Rietfontein, 
a  tale  of  stubborn,  well-fought  fights  with 
honour  for  both  sides,  triumph  for  neither. 
'  Tell  us  about  the  losses — who  are  killed 
and  wounded?*  we  asked  this  wonderful 
man.  I  think  he  was  a  passage  agent  or 
something  like  that. 

So  he  told  us — ^and  among  the  group  of 
officers  gathered  above  him  on  the  hurricane 
deck  I  saw  now  one,  now  another,  turn  away, 
and  hurry  out  of  the  throng.  A  gentleman 
I  had  met  on  the  voyage — Captain  Weldon — 
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asked  questions.  *  Do  you  know  any  names 
of  killed  in  the  Leicesters  ? '  The  man 
reflected.  He  could  not  be  sure  :  he  thought 
there  was  an  officer  named  Weldon  killed — 
oh,  yes!  he  remembered  there  were  two 
Weldons — one  killed,  one  wounded,  but  he 
did  not  know  which  was  in  the  Leicesters. 
*  Tell  us  about  Mafeking,*  said  someone 
else.  Then  we  heard  about  Mafeking — the 
armoured  trains,  the  bombardment,  the 
sorties,  the  dynamite  wagons— all,  in  fact, 
that  is  yet  known  of  what  may  become  an 
historic  defence.  *  And  how  many  Boers 
are  killed  ? '  cried  a  private  soldier  from  the 
back.  The  man  hesitated,  but  the  desire  to 
please  was  strong  within  him.  *  More  than 
two  thousand,'  he  said,  and  a  fierce  shout  of 
joy  answered  him.  The  crowd  of  brown 
uniforms  under  the  electric  clusters  broke 
up  into  loud-voiced  groups  ;  some  hastened 
to  search  for  newspapers,  some  to  repeat 
what  they  had  heard  to  others  ;  only  a  few 
leaned  against  the  bulwarks  and  looked  long 
and  silently  towards  the  land,  where  the 
lights  of  Cape  Town,  its  streets,  its  quays,  and 
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its  houses  gleamed  from  the  night  like 
diamonds  on  black  velvet. 

It  is  along  casualty  list  of  officers — of  the 
best  officers  in  the  world.  The  brave  and 
accomplished  General  of  Glencoe ;  Colonel 
Chisholme,  who  brought  the  9th  Lancers  out 
of  action  in  Afghanistan;  Sherston,  who 
managed  the  Indian  Polo  Association ; 
Haldane,  Sir  William  Lockharts  brilliant 
aide-de-camp ;  Barnes,  adjutant  of  the  4th 
Hussars,  who  played  back  of  our  team  and 
went  with  me  to  Cuba;  Brooke,  who  had 
tempted  fortune  more  often  than  anyone  else 
in  the  last  four  years — Chitral,  Matabeleland, 
Samana,  Tirah,  Atbara,  and  Omdurman — 
and  fifty  others  who  are  only  names  to  me, 
but  are  dear  and  precious  to  many,  all  lying 
under  the  stony  soil  or  filling  the  hospitals 
at  Pietermaritzburg  and  Durban.  Two 
thousand  Boers  killed !  I  wish  I  could  believe 
there  were. 

Next  morning  Sir  Redvers  Buller  landed 
in  state.  Sir  F.  Forestier- Walker  and  his 
staff  came  to  meet  him.  The  ship  was 
decked  out  in  bunting  from  end  to  end.     A 

C2 
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guard  of  honour  of  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh's 
Volunteers  lined  the  quay  ;  a  mounted 
escort  attended  the  carriage  ;  an  enormous 
crowd  gathered  outside  the  docks.  At  nine 
o'clock  precisely  the  General  stepped  on  to 
the  gangway.  The  crew  and  stokers  of  the 
'  Dunottar  Castle  *  gave  three  hearty  cheers ; 
the  cinematograph  buzzed  loudly ;  forty 
cameras  clicked  ;  the  guard  presented  arms, 
and  the  harbour  batteries  thundered  the 
salute.  Then  the  carriage  drove  briskly  off 
into  the  town  through  streets  bright  with 
waving  flags  and  black  with  cheering  people. 
So  Sir  Redvers  Buller  came  back  again  to 
South  Africa,  the  land  where  his  first  military 
reputation  was  made,  where  he  won  his 
Victoria  Cross,  the  land  which — let  us  pray — 
he  will  leave  having  successfully  discharged 
the  heavy  task  confided  to  him  by  the  Imperial 
Government. 

Now,  what  is  the  situation  which  confronts 
the  General  and  the  army  ?  I  will  adventure 
an  explanation,  though  the  picture  of  war 
moves  very  swiftly.  In  their  dealing  with 
the  military  republics  which  had  become  so 
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formidable  a  power  throughout  the  Cape, 
the  Ministers  who  were  responsible  for  the 
security  of  our  South  African  possessions 
were  compelled  to  reckon  with  two  volumes 
ofpublic  opinion — British  and  colonial.  The 
colonial  opinion  was  at  its  best  (from  our 
point  of  view)  about  three  months  ago.  But 
the  British  opinion  was  still  unformed.  The 
delays  and  diplomatic  disputes  which  have 
gradually  roused  the  nation  to  a  sense  of  its 
responsibilities  and  perils,  and  which  were  ab- 
solutely necessary  if  we  were  to  embark  on  the 
struggle  united,  have  had  an  opposite  effect 
out  here.  The  attempts  to  satisfy  the  con- 
scientious public  by  giving  the  republics  every 
possible  opportunity  to  accept  our  terms  and 
the  delays  in  the  despatch  of  troops  which 
were  an  expensive  tribute  to  the  argument 
*  Do  not  seek  peace  with  a  sword,'  have  been 
misintejyi'eieil  lu,Jj4»uih  Afilui. — TJie..^ua- 
tiog^  the  Cape  Colony  has  become  muc 
Jraver.  We  have  always  been  told  of 
wlmili  Mill  liijuky  i\{  iUi  I  \\\{i  li  It  is  pos- 
sible  that  had  war  broken  out  three  months 
ago  that  loyalty  would  have  been  demon- 
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strated  for  all  time.  War  after  three  months 
of  hesitation — for  such  it  was  considered — 
has  proved  too  severe  a  test,  and  it  is  no 
exaggeration  to  say  that  a  considerable  part 
of  the  Colony  trembles  on  the  verge  of 
rebellion.  On  such  a  state  of  public  opinion 
the  effect  of  any  important  military  reverse 
would  be  lamentable. 

Nor  is  the  military  position  such  as  to 
exclude  anxiety.  The  swift  flame  of  war  ran 
in  a  few  days  around  the  whole  circle  of  the 
republican  frontiers.  Far  away  to  the  north 
there  was  a  skirmish  at  TuH.  On  the  west 
Khama*s  territories  are  threatened  with 
invasion.  Mafeking  is  surrounded,  isolated, 
and  manfully  defending  itself  against  continual 
attack.  Vryburg  has  been  treacherously 
surrendered  by  its  rebel  inhabitants  to  the 
enemy.  Kimberley  offers  a  serene  front  to  a 
hesitating  attack,  and  even  retaliates  with 
armoured  trains  and  other  enterprises.  The 
southern  frontier  is  armed,  and  menaced,  and 
the  expectation  of  collision  is  strong.  But  it 
is  on  the  eastern  side  that  the  Boers  have 
concentrated  their  greatest  energies.     They 
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have  gone  Nap  on  Natal.  The  configuration 
of  the  country  favours  an  invader.  The  reader 
has  scarcely  to  look  at  the  map,  with  which 
he  is  already  familiar,  to  realise  how  strategi- 
cally powerful  the  Boer  position  was  and  is. 
The  long  tongue  of  plain  running  up  into  the 
mountains  could  be  entered  from  both  sides. 
The  communications  of  the  advanced 
garrisons  would  be  assailed :  their  retreat 
imperilled.  The  Boers  seemed  bound  to 
clear  northern  Natal  of  the  troops.  If,  on 
the  other  hand,  they  were,  or  should  now  be, 
suddenly  driven  back  on  their  own  country, 
they  have  only  to  retire  up  the  tongue  of 
plain,  with  their  exposed  front  narrowing 
every  mile  between  the  mountains,  and  await 
their  pursuers  on  the  almost  inexpugnable 
position  of  Laing's  Nek.  Appreciating  all 
this,  their  leaders  have  wisely  resolved  to  put 
forth  their  main  strength  against  the  force 
in  Natal,  and  by  crushing  it  to  rouse  their 
sympathisers  within  the  Cape  Colony. 
Should  they  succeed  either  on  this  front  or 
on  any  other  to  a  serious  extent,  though  the 
disaffection   would  not  take  a   very  violent 
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form,  for  all  the  bravoes  have  already  joined 
the  enemy,  the  general  insecurity  would 
demand  the  employment  of  an  army  corps 
in  addition  to  that  already  on  the  seas. 

A  democratic  Government  cannot  go  to 
war  unless  the  country  is  behind  it,  and  until  it 
has  general  support  must  not  place  itself  in  a 
position  whence,  without  fighting,  there  is  no 
retreat.  The  difficulty  of  rallying  public 
opinion  in  the  face  of  the  efforts  of  Mr. 
Morley,  Mr.  Courtney,  Sir  William  Harcourt, 
and  others  has  caused  a  most  dangerous 
delay  in  the  despatch  of  reinforcements.  War 
has  been  aggravated  by  the  Peace  Party; 
and  thus  these  humanitarian  gentlemen  are 
personally — for  they  occupy  no  official  position 
— responsible  for  the  great  loss  of  life.  They 
will  find  their  several  consolations :  Mr. 
Morley  will  rejoice  that  he  has  faithfully  pur- 
sued Mr.  Gladstone's  policy  in  South  Africa  ; 
Mr.  Courtney  that  he  has  been  consistent  at 
all  costs  ;  Sir  William  Harcourt  that  he  has 
hampered  the  Government.  But  for  those 
who  lose  their  sons  and  brothers  in  a  quarrel 
thus  unnecessarily  extended,  there  will  only 
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remain  vain  regrets,  and  to  the  eyewitness 
only  a  bitter  anger. 

For  the  last  three  months  the  Imperial 
Government  has  been  in  the  unpleasant 
position  of  watching  its  adversaries  grow 
continually  stronger  without  being  able  to 
make  adequate  counter-preparations. 

But  when  once  this  initial  disability  has 
been  stated,  it  must  also  be  admitted  that  the 
course  of  the  military  operations  has  been — 
apart  from  their  success  or  failure — very 
lucky.  The  Boers  had  the  advantage  of 
drawing  first  blood,  and  the  destruction  of 
the  armoured  train  near  Mafeking  was 
magnified  by  them,  as  by  the  sensational 
Press  in  Great  Britain,  into  a  serious  disaster. 
A  very  bad  effect  was  produced  in  the  un- 
decided districts — it  is  perhaps  wiser  not  to 
specify  them  at  this  moment  But  a  few 
days  later  another  armoured  train  ran  out 
from  Kimberley,  and  its  Maxim  guns  killed 
five  Boers  without  any  loss  to  the  troops. 
The  magnifying  process  was  also  applied 
to  this  incident  with  equal  though  opposite 
results.     Then  came  the  news  of  the  battle 
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of  Glencoe.  The  first  accounts,  which  were 
very  properly  controlled — for  we  are  at  war 
with  the  pen  as  well  as  the  sword — told  only 
of  the  bravery  of  the  troops,  of  the  storming 
of  the  Boer  position,  and  of  the  capture  of 
prisoners.  That  the  troops  had  suffered  the 
heavier  loss,  that  the  Boers  had  retired  to 
further  positions  in  rear  of  the  first,  drawing 
their  artillery  with  them,  and  that  General 
Yule  had  retreated  by  forced  marches  to 
Ladysmith  after  the  victory — for  tactical 
victory  it  undoubtedly  was — ^leaked  into 
Cape  Colony  very  gradually;  nor  was  it 
until  a  week  later  that  it  was  known  that  the 
wounded  had  been  left  behind,  and  that  the 
camp  with  all  stores  and  baggage,  except 
ammunition,  had  fallen  into  the  enemy's 
hands.  Before  that  happened  the  news  of 
Elandslaagte  had  arrived,  and  this  brilliant 
action,  which  reflects  no  less  credit  on 
Generals  French  and  Hamilton  who  fought 
it  than  on  Sir  George  White  who  ordered  it, 
dazzled  all  eyes,  so  that  the  sequel  to  Glencoe 
was  unnoticed,  or  at  any  rate  produced  little 
effect  on  public  opinion. 
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The  Natal  Field  Force  is  now  concen- 
trated at  Ladysmith,  and  confronts  in  daily 
opposition  the  bulk  of  the  Boer  army. 
Though  the  numbers  of  the  enemy  are 
superior  and  their  courage  claims  the  respect 
of  their  professional  antagonists,  it  is  difficult 
to  believe  that  any  serious  reverse  can  take 
place  in  that  quarter,  and  meanwhile  many 
thousand  soldiers  are  on  the  seas.  But  the 
fact  is  now  abundantly  plain  to  those  who 
are  acquainted  with  the  local  conditions  and 
with  the  Boer  character,  that  a  fierce, 
certainly  bloody,  possibly  prolonged  struggle 
lies  before  the  army  of  South  Africa.  The 
telegrams,  however,  which  we  receive  from 
Great  Britain  of  the  national  feeling,  of  the 
bye-election,  of  Lord  Rosebery's  speech,  are 
full  of  encouragement  and  confidence.  '  At 
last,'  says  the  British  colonist,  as  he  shoulders 
his  rifle  and  marches  out  to  fight,  no  less 
bravely  than  any  soldier  (witness  the  casualty 
lists),  for  the  ties  which  bind  South  Africa 
to  the  Empire — '  at  last  they  have  made  up 
their  minds  at  home.* 
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CHAPTER   III 

ALONG   THE   SOUTHERN    FRONTIER 

East  London  :  November  5,  1899. 

We  have  left  Headquarters  busy  with 
matters  that  as  yet  concern  no  one  but 
themselves  in  the  Mount  Nelson  Hotel 
at  Cape  Town — a  most  excellent  and  well- 
appointed  establishment,  which  may  be 
thoroughly  appreciated  after  a  sea  voyage, 
and  which,  since  many  of  the  leading 
Uitlanders  have  taken  up  their  abode  there 
during  the  war,  is  nicknamed  '  The  Helot's 
Rest'  Last  night  I  started  by  rail  for  East 
London,  whence  a  small  ship  carries  the 
weekly  English  mail  to  Natal,  and  so  by  this 
circuitous  route  I  hope  to  reach  Ladysmith 
on  Sunday  morning.  We  have  thus  gained 
three  days  on  our  friends  who  proceed  by 
the  *  Dunottar  Castle,'  and  who  were  mightily 
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concerned  when  they  heard — too  late  to 
follow — of  our  intentions.  But  though  it  is 
true  in  this  case  that  the  longest  way  round 
is  the  shortest  way,  there  were  possibilities 
of  our  journey  being  interrupted,  because  the 
line  from  De  Aar  Junction  to  Naauwpoort 
runs  parallel  to  the  southern  frontier  of  the 
Free  State,  and  though  hostile  enterprises 
have  not  yet  been  attempted  against  this 
section  of  the  railways  they  must  always  be 
expected. 

Railway  travelling  in  South  Africa  is 
more  expensive  but  just  as  comfortable  as 
in  India.  Lying-down  accommodation  is 
provided  for  all,  and  meals  can  be 
obtained  at  convenient  stopping  places. 
The  train,  which  is  built  on  the  corridor 
system,  runs  smoothly  over  the  rails — so 
smoothly,  indeed,  that  I  found  no  difficulty 
in  writing.  The  sun  is  warm,  and  the  air 
keen  and  delicious.  But  the  scenery  would 
depress  the  most  buoyant  spirits.  We 
climbed  up  the  mountains  during  the  night, 
and  with  the  daylight  the  train  was  in  the 
middle  of  the  Great  Karroo.    Wherefore  was 
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this  miserable  land  of  stone  and  scrub  created  ? 
Huge  mounds  of  crumbling  rock,  fashioned 
by  the  rains  into  the  most  curious  and 
unexpected  shapes,  rise  from  the  gloomy 
desert  of  the  plain.  Yet,  though  the  Karroo 
looks  a  hopeless  wilderness,  flocks  of  sheep 
at  distant  intervals — one  sheep  requires  six 
hundred  acres  of  this  scrappy  pasture  for 
nourishment — manage  to  subsist ;  and  in 
consequence,  now  and  again  the  traveller 
sees  some  far-off  farm. 

We  look  about  eagerly  for  signs  of  war. 
Little  is  as  yet  to  be  seen,  and  the  Karroo 
remains  unsympathetic.  But  all  along  the 
southern  frontier  of  the  Free  State  the 
expectation  of  early  collision  grows.  The 
first  sign  after  leaving  Cape  Town  is  the 
Proclamation  against  treason  published  by 
Sir  Alfred  Milner.  The  notice-boards  of  the 
railway  stations  are  freely  placarded  with  the 
full  text  in  English  and  Dutch,  beginning 
with  '  Whereas  a  state  of  war  exists  between 
the  Government  of  her  Majesty  and  the 
Governments  of  the  South  African  Republic 
and  of  the  Orange  Free  State  .  .  .'    con- 
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tinuing  to  enjoin  good  and  loyal  behaviour  on 
all,  detailing  the  pains  and  penalties  for  dis- 
obedience, and  ending  with  '  God  save  the 
Queen/  Both  races  have  recorded  their 
opinions  on  their  respective  versions:  the 
British  by  underlining  the  penalties,  the 
Dutch  by  crossing  out  the  first  word  of'  God 
Save  the  Queen.'  It  is  signed  'A.  Milner,' 
and  below,  in  bitter  irony,  '  W.  P.  Schreiner.' 
Beyond  Matjesfontein  every  bridge,  and 
even  every  culvert,  is  watched  by  a  Kaffir 
with  a  flag,  so  that  the  train  runs  no  risk  of 
coming  on  unexpected  demolitions.  On  the 
road  to  De  Aar  we  passed  the  second 
half  of  the  Brigade  Division  of  .Artillery, 
which  sailed  so  long  ago  from  the  Mersey 
in  the  notorious  transports  '  Zibengla '  and 
*  Zayathla.'  The  gunners  were  hurrying  to 
the  front  in  three  long  trains,  each  taking 
half  a  battery  complete  with  guns,  horses,  and 
men.  All  were  light-hearted  and  confident, 
as  soldiers  going  off  to  the  wars  always  are, 
and  in  this  case  their  satisfaction  at  being 
on  land  after  five  weeks  of  uncomfortable 
voyage  in   antiquated   ships   was  easily  to 
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be   understood.      But   this   is   no   time   for 
reproaches. 

At  Beaufort  West  grave  news  awaited 
the  mail,  and  we  learned  of  the  capitulation 
of  twelve  hundred  soldiers  near  Ladysmith. 
It  is  generally  believed  that  this  will 
precipitate  a  rising  of  the  Dutch  throughout 
this  part  of  the  colony  and  an  invasion  by 
the  commandos  now  gathered  along  the 
Orange  River.  The  Dutch  farmers  talk 
loudly  and  confidently  of  *  our  victories/ 
meaning  those  of  the  Boers,  and  the  racial 
feeling  runs  high.  But  the  British  colonists 
have  an  implicit  faith — marvellous  when  the 
past  is  remembered  —in  the  resolve  of  the 
Imperial  Government  and  of  the  nation  never 
to  abandon  them  again. 

At  De  Aar  the  stage  of  our  journey 
which  may  be  said  to  have  been  uncertain 
began.  Armoured  trains  patrol  the  line ; 
small  parties  of  armed  police  guard  the 
bridges ;  infantry  and  artillery  detachments 
occupy  the  towns.  De  Aar,  Colesberg,  and 
Stormberg  are  garrisoned  as  strongly  as 
the  present  limited  means  allow,  and  all  the 
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forces,  regulars  and  volunteers  alike,  are  full 
of  enthusiasm.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
reports  of  Boer  movements  seem  to  indicate 
that  a  hostile  advance  is  imminent.  The 
Colesberg  bridge  across  the  Orange  River 
has  been  seiaed  by  the  enemy,  the  line 
between  Bethulie  and  Colesberg  has  just 
been  cut,  and  each  train  from  De  Aar  to 
Stormberg  is  expected  to  be  the  last  to  pass 
unassailed.  We,  however,  slept  peacefully 
through  the  night,  and,  passing  Colesberg 
safely,  arrived  at  Stormberg,  beyond  which 
all  is  again  secure. 

Stormberg  Junction  stands  at  the  southern 
end  of  a  wide  expanse  of  rolling  grass 
country,  and  though  the  numerous  rocky  hills, 
or  kopjes  as  they  are  called,  which  rise  in- 
conveniently on  all  sides,  make  its  defence 
by  a  small  force  difficult,  a  large  force  occupy- 
ing an  extended  position  would  be  secure. 
Here  we  found  the  confirmation  of  many 
rumours.  The  news  of  a  Boer  advance  on 
Burghersdorp,  twenty-five  miles  away,  is,  it 
seems,  well  founded,  and  when  our  train 
arrived  the  evacuation  of  Stormberg  by  its 
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garrison,  of  a  half-battalion  of  the  Berkshire 
Regiment,  350  men  of  the  Naval  Brigade, 
a  company  of  mounted  infantry,  and  a  few 
guns,  was  busily  proceeding. 

The  sailors  were  already  in  their  train,  and 
only  prevented  from  starting  hy  the  want  of 
an  engine.  The  infantry  and  artillery  were 
to  start  in  a  few  hours.  It  is  rather  an  un- 
satisfactory business,  though  the  arrival  of 
more  powerful  forces  will  soon  restore  the 
situation.  Stormberg  is  itself  an  important 
railway  junction.  For  more  than  a  week  the 
troops  have  been  working  night  and  day  to 
put  it  in  a  state  of  defence.  Little  redoubts 
have  been  built  on  the  kopjes,  entrenchments 
have  been  dug,  and  the  few  houses  near  the 
station  are  already  strongly  fortified.  I  was 
shown  one  of  these  by  the  young  officer  in 
charge.  The  approaches  were  cleared  of 
everything  except  wire  fences  and  entangle- 
ments; the  massive  walls  were  loopholed, 
the  windows  barricaded  with  sandbags,  and 
the  rooms  inside  broken  one  into  the  other 
for  convenience  in  moving  about 

Its  garrison  of  twenty-five  men  and  its 
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youthful  commander  surveyed  the  work  with 
pride.  They  had  laid  in  stores  of  all  kinds 
for  ten  days,  and  none  doubted  that  Fort 
Chabrol,as  they  called  It,  would  stand  a  gallant 
sieg&  Then  suddenly  had  come  the  message 
to  evacuate  and.  retreat.  So  it  was  with  the 
others.  The  train  with  the  naval  detachment 
and  its  guns  steamed  off,  and  we  gave  it  a 
feeble  cheer.  Another  train  awaited  the 
Berkshires.  The  mounted  infantry  were 
already  on  the  march.  '  Mayn't  we  even 
blow  up  this  lot  ? '  said  a  soldier,  pointing  to 
the  house  he  had  helped  to  fortify.  But  there 
was  no  such  order,  only  this  one  which 
seemed  to  pervade  the  air :  *  The  enemy 
are  coming.  Retreat — retreat — retreat ! ' 
The  stationmaster — one  of  the  best  types  of 
Englishmen  to  be  found  on  a  long  journey — 
was  calm  and  cheerful. 

'  No  more  traffic  north  of  this,'  he  said. 
•  Yours  was  the  last  train  through  from  De 
Aar.  I  shall  send  away  all  my  men  by  the 
special  to-night.  And  that's  the  end  as  far 
as  Stormberg  goes.' 

*  And  you  ? ' 

D2 
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'  Oh,  I  shall  stay.  I  have  lived  here  for 
twelve  years,  and  am  well  known.  Perhaps 
I  may  be  able  to  protect  the  company's 
property.' 

While  we  waited  the  armoured  train  re- 
turned from  patrolling — an  engine  between 
two  carriages  cloaked  from  end  to  end  with 
thick  plates  and  slabs  of  blue-grey  iron.  It 
had  seen  nothing  of  the  advancing  Boers, 
but,  like  us  and  like  the  troops,  it  had  to  retire 
southwards.  There  were  fifty  Uitlanders 
from  Johannesburg  on  the  platform.  They 
had  been  employed  entrenching;  now  they 
were  bundled  back  again  towards  East 
London. 

So  we  left  Stormberg  in  much  anger  and 
some  humiliation,  and  jolted  away  towards  the 
open  sea,  where  British  supremacy  is  not  yet 
contested  by  the  Boer.  At  Molteno  we 
picked  up  a  hundred  volunteers — fine-looking 
fellows  all  eager  to  encounter  the  enemy,  but 
much  surprised  at  the  turn  events  had  taken. 
They,  too,  were  ordered  to  fall  back.  The 
Boers  were  advancing,  and   to  despondent 
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minds  even  the  rattle  of  the  train  seemed  to 
urge  '  Retreat,  retreat,  retreat/ 

I  do  not  desire  to  invest  this  wise  and 
prudent  though  discouraging  move  with  more 
than  its  proper  importance.  Anything  is 
better  than  to  leave  small  garrisons  to  be 
overwhelmed.  Until  the  Army  Corps  comes 
the  situation  will  continue  to  be  unsatisfactory, 
and  the  ground  to  be  recovered  afterwards 
will  increase  in  extent.  But  with  the  arrival 
of  powerful  and  well-equipped  forces  the  tide 
of  war  will  surely  turn. 
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CHAPTER   IV 

IN    NATAL 

Estcourt :  November  6, 1899. 

The  reader  may  remember  that  we  started 
post  haste  from  Cape  Town,  and,  having  the 
good  fortune  to  pass  along  the  southern 
frontier  from  De  Aar  to  Stormberg  by  the 
last  train  before  the  interruption  of  traffic, 
had  every  hope  of  reaching  Ladysmith  while 
its  investment  was  incomplete.  I  had  looked 
forward  to  writing  an  account  of  our  voyage 
from  East  London  to  Durban  while  on  board 
the  vessel ;  but  the  weather  was  so  tempes- 
tuous, and  the  little  steamer  of  scarcely  100 
tons  burthen  so  buffeted  by  the  waves, 
that  I  lay  prostrate  in  all  the  anguish  of 
sea-sickness,  and  had  no  thought  for  any- 
thing else.      Moreover,   we    were    delayed 
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some  twenty  hours  by  contrary  winds ;  nor 
was  it  until  we  had  passed  St.  John's  that 
the  gale,  as  if  repenting,  veered  suddenly  to 
the  south-west  and  added  as  much  to  our 
speed  as  it  had  formerly  delayed  us.  With 
the  change  of  the  wind  the  violence  of  the 
waves  to  some  degree  abated,  and,  though 
unable  to  then  record  them  on  paper,  I  had 
an  opportunity  of  gaining  some  impressions  of 
the  general  aspect  of  the  coasts  of  Pondoland 
and  Natal  These  beautiful  countries  stretch 
down  to  the  ocean  in  smooth  slopes  of  the 
richest  verdure,  broken  only  at  intervals  by 
lofty  bluffs  crowned  with  forests.  The  many 
rivulets  to  which  the  pasture  owes  its  life 
and  the  land  its  richness  glide  to  the  shore 
through  deep-set  creeks  and  chines,  or 
plunge  over  the  cliffs  in  cascades  which 
the  strong  winds  scatter  into  clouds  of 
spray. 

These  are  regions  of  possibility,  and  as 
we  drove  along  before  our  now  friendly  wind 
I  could  not  but  speculate  on  the  future. 
Here  are  wide  tracts  of  fertile  soil  watered 
by    abundant    rains.     The    temperate    sun 
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warms  the  life  within  the  soil.  The  cooling 
breeze  refreshes  the  inhabitant.  The  deli- 
cious climate  stimulates  the  vigour  of  the 
European.  The  highway  of  the  sea  awaits 
the  produce  of  his  labour.  All  Nature 
smiles,  and  here  at  last  is  a  land  where  white 
men  may  rule  and  prosper.  As  yet  only 
the  indolent  Kaffir  enjoys  its  bounty,  and, 
according  to  the  antiquated  philosophy  of 
Liberalism,  it  is  to  such  that  it  should  for 
ever  belong.  But  while  Englishmen  choke 
and  fester  in  crowded  cities,  while  thousands 
of  babies  are  born  every  month  who  are 
never  to  have  a  fair  chance  in  life,  there  will 
be  those  who  will  dream  another  dream  of  a 
brave  system  of  State-aided — almost  State- 
compelled^-emigration,  a  scheme  of  old  age 
pensions  that  shall  anticipate  old  age,  and  by 
preventing  paupers  terminate  itself ;  a  system 
that  shall  remove  the  excess  of  the  old  land 
to  provide  the  deficiency  of  the  new,  and 
shall  offer  even  to  the  most  unfortunate 
citizen  of  the  Empire  fresh  air  and  open 
opportunity.  And  as  I  pondered  on  all  these 
things,    the  face    of   the    country    seemed 
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changed.  Thriving  ports  and  townships 
rose  up  along  the  shore,  and,  upon  the  hill- 
sides, inland  towers,  spires,  and  tall  chimneys 
attested  the  wealth  and  industry  of  men. 
Here  in  front  of  us  was  New  Brighton  ; 
the  long  shelving  ledge  of  rock  was  a  sea- 
wall already  made,  rows  of  stately  buildings 
covered  the  grassy  slopes  ;  the  shipping  of 
many  nations  lay  in  the  roadstead ;  above 
the  whole  scene  waved  The  Flag,  and  in 
the  foreground  on  the  sandy  beach  the 
great-grandchildren  of  the  crossing-sweeper 
and  the  sandwich-man  sported  by  the 
waves  that  beat  by  the  Southern  Pole,  or 
sang  aloud  for  joy  in  the  beauty  of  their 
home  and  the  pride  of  their  race.  And 
then  with  a  lurch — for  the  motion  was 
still  considerable — I  came  back  from  the 
land  of  dreams  to  reality  and  the  hideous 
fact  that  Natal  is  invaded  and  assailed  by 
the  Boer. 

The  little  steamer  reached  Durban  safely 
at  midnight  on  November  4,  and  we  passed 
an  impatient  six  hours  in  a  sleeping  town 
waiting  for  daylight  and  news.     Both  came 
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in  their  turn.  The  sun  rose,  and  we  learned 
that  Ladysmith  was  cut  off.  Still,  'As  far 
as  you  can  as  quickly  as  you  can '  must  be 
the  motto  of  the  war  correspondent,  and 
seven  o'clock  found  us  speeding  inland  in  the 
extra  coach  of  a  special  train  carrying  the 
mails.  The  hours  I  passed  in  Durban  were 
not  without  occupation.  The  hospital  ship 
'  Sumatra '  lay  close  to  our  moorings,  and  as 
soon  as  it  was  light  I  visited  her  to  look  for 
friends,  and  found,  alas!  several  in  a  sorry 
plight.  All  seemed  to  ^e  as  well  as  the 
tenderest  care  and  the  most  lavish  expendi- 
ture of  money  could  make  them.  All  told 
much  the  same  tale — the  pluck  and  spirit  of 
the  troops,  the  stubborn  unpretentious  valour 
of  the  Boer,  the  searching  musketry.  Every- 
one predicted  a  prolonged  struggle. 

*A11  these  colonials  tell  you,*  said  an 
officer  severely  wounded  at  Elandslaagte, 
*  that  the  Boers  only  want  one  good  thrash- 
ing to  satisfy  them.  Don't  you  believe  it. 
They  mean  going  through  with  this  to  the 
end.     What  about  our  Government  ? ' 

And  the  answer  that  all  were  united  at 
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home,  and  that  Boer  constancy  would  be  met 
with  equal  perseverance  and  greater  resources, 
lighted  the  pain-drawn  features  with  a  hope- 
ful smile. 

'  Well,  I  never  felt  quite  safe  with  those 
politicians.  I  can't  get  about  for  two  months ' 
(he  was  shot  through  the  thigh),  '  but  I  hope 
to  be  in  at  the  death.  It's  our  blood  against 
theirs.' 

Pietermaritzburg  is  sixty  miles  from 
Durban,  but  as  the  railway  zigzags  up  and 
down  hill  and  contorts  itself  into  curves  that 
would  horrify  the  domestic  engineer,  the 
journey  occupies  four  hours.  The  town 
looks  more  like  Ootacamund  than  any  place 
I  have  seen.  To  those  who  do  not  know 
the  delightful  hill  station  of  Southern  India 
let  me  explain  that  Pietermaritzburg  stands 
in  a  basin  of  smooth  rolling  downs,  broken 
frequently  by  forests  of  fir  and  blue  gum 
trees.  It  is  a  sleepy,  dead-alive  place.  Even 
the  fact  that  Colonel  Knowle,  the  military 
engineer,  was  busily  putting  it  into  a  state  of 
defence,  digging  up  its  hills,  piercing  its 
walls,  and  encircling  it  with  wire  obstructions 
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did  not  break  its  apathy.  The  'Times  of 
Natal '  struggled  to  rouse  excitement,  and 
placarded  its  office  with  the  latest  telegrams 
from  the  front,  some  of  which  had  reached 
Pietermaritzburg  via  London.  But  the  com- 
posure of  the  civil  population  is  a  useful 
factor  in  war,  and  I  wish  it  were  within  the 
power  of  my  poor  pen  to  bring  home  to 
the  people  of  England  how  excellently  the 
colonists  of  Natal  have  deserved  of  the 
State. 

There  are  several  points  to  be  remem- 
bered in  this  connection.  First,  the 
colonists  have  had  many  dealings  with  the 
Boers.  They  knew  their  strength,  they 
feared  their  animosity.  But  they  have  never 
for  one  moment  lost  sight  of  their  obligations 
as  a  British  colony.  Their  loyalty  has  been 
splendid.  From  the  very  beginning  they 
warned  the  Imperial  Government  that  their 
territories  would  be  invaded.  Throughout 
the  course  of  the  long  negotiations  they  knew 
that  if  war  should  come,  on  them  would 
fall  the  first  fury  of  the  storm.  Nevertheless, 
they  courageously  supported  and  acclaimed 
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the  action  of  the  Ministry.  Now  at  last 
there  is  war.  It  means  a  good  deal  to  all  of 
us»  but  more  than  to  any  it  comes  home  to 
the  Natalian.  He  is  invaded;  his  cattle 
have  been  seized  by  the  Boer;  his  towns 
are  shelled  or  captured;  the  most  powerful 
force  on  which  he  relies  for  protection  is 
isolated  in  Ladysmith  ;  his  capital  is  being 
loopholed  and  entrenched;  Newcastle  has 
been  abandoned,  Colenso  has  fallen,  Est- 
court  is  threatened  ;  the  possibility  that 
the  whole  province  will  be  overrun  stares 
him  in  the  face.  From  the  beginning  he 
asked  for  protection.  From  the  beginning 
he  was  promised  complete  protection ;  but 
scarcely  a  word  of  complaint  is  heard.  The 
townsfolk  are  calm  and  orderly,  the  Press 
dignified  and  sober.  The  men  capable  of 
bearing  arms  have  responded  nobly.  Boys 
of  sixteen  march  with  men  of  fifty  to 
war — to  no  light  easy  war.  All  the  volun- 
teers are  in  the  field  bearing  their  full  share 
of  the  fighting  like  men.  Nor  are  the  Out- 
landers  backward  in  their  own  quarrel.  The 
Imperial   Light    Infantry   is    eagerly  filled. 
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The  Imperial  Light  Horse  can  find  no  more 
vacancies,  not  even  for  those  who  will  serve 
without  pay. 

I  talked  with  a  wounded  Gordon  High- 
lander— one  of  those  who  dashed  across  the 
famous  causeway  of  Dargai  and  breasted 
the  still  more  glorious  slope  of  Elands- 
laagte. 

*We  had  the  Imperial  Horse  with  us/ 
he  said.  '  They're  the  best  I've  ever 
seen.' 

The  casualty  lists  tell  the  same  tale.  To 
storm  the  hill  the  regiment  dismounted  less 
than  two  hundred  men.  They  reached  the 
top  unchecked,  their  Colonel,  their  Adjutant, 
Lieutenant  Barnes,  seven  other  officers,  and 
upwards  of  sixty  men  killed  or  wounded — 
nearly  30  per  cent  Many  of  this  corps 
came  from  Johannesburg.  After  this  who 
will  dare  call  Outlanders  cowards  ?  Not  that 
it  will  ever  matter  again. 

Viewed  in  quieter  days,  the  patient,  trust- 
ful attitude  of  this  colony  of  Natal  will 
impress  the  historian.  The  devotion  of  its 
people  to  their  Sovereign  and  to  their  mother- 
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land  should  endear  them  to  all  good  English- 
men, and  win  them  general  respect  and 
sympathy ;  and  full  indemnity  to  all  in- 
dividual colonists  who  have  suffered  loss 
must  stand  as  an  Imperial  debt  of  honour. 
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CHAPTER   V 

A  CRUISE   IN    THE  ARMOURED   TRAIN 

Estcourt :  November  9, 1899. 

How  many  more  letters  shall  I  write  you 
from  an  unsatisfactory  address  ?  Sir  George 
White's  Headquarters  are  scarcely  forty  miles 
away,  but  between  them  and  Estcourt 
stretches  the  hostile  army.  Whether  it  may 
be  possible  or  wise  to  try  to  pass  the  lines  of 
investment  is  a  question  which  I  cannot  yet 
decide ;  and  meanwhile  I  wait  here  at  the 
nearest  post  collecting  such  information  as 
dribbles  through  native  channels,  and  hoping 
that  early  events  may  clear  the  road.  To 
wait  is  often  weary  work — but  even  at  this 
exciting  time  I  come  to  a  standstill  at  length 
with  a  distinct  feeling  of  relief.  The  last 
month  has  been  passed  in  continual  travel. 
The  fading,  confused  faces  at  Waterloo  as 
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the  train  swept  along  the  platform  ;  the 
cheering  crowds  at  Southampton  ;  the 
rolling  decks  of  the  *  Dunottar  Castle  ; '  the 
suspense,  the  excitement  of  first  news ;  a 
brief  day's  scurry  at  Cape  Town ;  the  journey 
to  East  London  by  the  last  train  to  pass 
along  the  frontier  ;  the  tumultuous  voyage  in 
the  '  Umzimvubu  *  amid  so  great  a  gale  that 
but  for  the  Royal  Mail  the  skipper  would 
have  put  back  to  port ;  on  without  a  check 
to  Pietermariuburg,  and  thence,  since  the 
need  seemed  urgent  and  the  traffic  slow,  by 
special  train  here — all  moving,  restless  pic- 
tures— and  here  at  last — a  pause. 

Let  us  review  the  situation.  On 
Wednesday  last,  on  November  i,  the  Boer 
lines  of  investment  drew  round  Ladysmith. 
On  Thursday  the  last  train  passed  down  the 
railway  under  the  fire  of  artillery.  That 
night  the  line  was  cut  about  four  miles  north 
of  Colenso.  Telegraphic  communication 
also  ceased.  On  Friday  Colenso  was  itself 
attacked.  A  heavy  gun  came  into  action 
from  the  hills  which  dominate  the  town,  and 
the  slender  garrison  of  infantry  volunteers 
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and  naval  brigade  evacuated  in  a  hurry, 
and,  covered  to  some  extent  by  the  armoured 
train,  fell  back  on  Estcourt. 

Estcourt  is  a  South  African  town — that 
is  to  say,  it  is  a  collection  of  about  three 
hundred  detached  stone  or  corrugated  iron 
houses,  nearly  all  one-storied,  arranged  along 
two  broad  streets — for  space  is  plentiful — or 
straggling  away  towards  the  country.  The 
little  place  lies  in  a  cup  of  the  hills,  which 
rise  in  green  undulations  on  all  sides.  For 
this  reason  it  will  be  a  very  difficult  place 
to  defend  if  the  invaders  should  come  upon 
it.  It  is,  besides,  of  mean  and  insignificont 
aspect ;  but,  like  all  these  towns  in  Natal,  it 
is  the  centre  of  a  large  agricultural  district, 
at  once  the  market  and  the  storehouse  of 
dozens  of  prosperous  farms  scattered  about 
the  country,  and  consequently  it  possesses 
more  importance  than  the  passing  stranger 
would  imagine.  Indeed,  it  was  a  surprise  to 
find  on  entering  the  shops  how  great  a  variety 
and  quantity  of  goods  these  unpretentious 
shanties  contained. 

Estcourt   now  calls  itself  *The  Front.' 
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There  is  another  front  forty  miles  away,  but 
that  is  ringed  about  by  the  enemy,  and  since 
we  live  in  expectation  of  attack,  with  no  one 
but  the  Boers  beyond  the  outpost  line, 
Estcourt  considers  that  its  claim  is  just, 
Colonel  Wolfe  Murray,  the  officer  who 
commands  the  lines  of  communication  of  the 
Natal  Field  Force,  hastened  up  as  soon  as 
the  news  of  the  attack  on  Colenso  was 
received  to  make  preparation  to  check  the 
enemy's  advance. 

The  force  at  his  disposal  is  not,  however, 
large — two  British  battalions — the  Dublin 
Fusiliers,  who  fought  at  Glencoe,  and  were 
hurried  out  of  Ladysmith  to  strengthen  the 
communications  when  it  became  evident  that 
a  blockade  impended,  and  the  Border  Regi- 
ment from  Malta,  a  squadron  of  the  Imperial 
Light  Horse,  300  Natal  volunteers  with  25 
cyclists,  and  a  volunteer  battery  of  nine- 
pounder  guns — perhaps  2,000  men  in  all. 
With  so  few  it  would  be  quite  impossible  to 
hold  the  long  line  of  hills  necessary  for  the 
protection  of  the  town,  but  a  position  has 
been  selected  and  fortified,  where  the  troops 
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can  maintain  themselves — at  any  rate  for 
several  days.  But  the  confidence  of  the 
military  authorities  in  the  strength  of  Est- 
court  may  be  gauged  by  the  frantic  efforts 
they  are  making  to  strengthen  Pietermaritz- 
burg,  seventy-six  miles,  and  even  Durban, 
one  hundred  and  thirty  miles  further  back, 
by  earthworks  and  naval  guns.  *  The  Boers 
invade  Natal ! '  exclaims  Mr.  Labouchere  in 
the  number  of  'Truth'  current  out  here. 
'As  likely  that  the  Chinese  army  should 
invade  London.*  But  he  is  not  the  only  false 
prophet. 

It  seems,  however,  certain  that  a  con- 
siderable force  will  be  moved  here  soon  to 
restore  the  situation  and  to  relieve  Lady- 
smith.  Meanwhile  we  wait,  not  without 
anxiety  or  impatience.  The  Imperial  Horse, 
a  few  mounted  infantry,  the  volunteer 
cyclists,  and  the  armoured  train,  patrol  daily 
towards  Colenso  and  the  north,  always 
expecting  to  see  the  approaching  Boer 
commandos.  Yesterday  I  travelled  with 
the  armoured  train.  This  armoured  train  is 
a  very  puny  specimen,  having  neither  gun 
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nor  Maxims,  with  no  roof  to  its  trucks  and 
no  shutters  to  its  loopholes,  and  being  in 
every  way  inferior  to  the  powerful  machines 
I  saw  working  along  the  southern  frontier. 
Nevertheless  it  is  a  useful  means  of  recon- 
naissance, nor  is  a  journey  in  it  devoid  of 
interest.  An  armoured  train !  The  very 
name  sounds  strange  ;  a  locomotive  disguised 
as  a  knight-errant ;  the  agent  of  civilisation 
in  the  habiliments  of  chivalry.  Mr.  Morley 
attired  as  Sir  Lancelot  would  seem  scarcely 
more  incongruous.  The  possibilities  of 
attack  added  to  the  keenness  of  the  ex- 
perience. We  started  at  one  o'clock.  A 
company  of  the  Dublin  Fusiliers  formed  the 
garrison.  Half  were  in  the  car  in  front 
of  the  engine,  half  in  that  behind.  Three 
empty  trucks,  with  a  platelaying  gang  and 
spare  rails  to  mend  the  line,  followed.  The 
country  between  Estcourt  and  Colenso  is 
open,  undulating,  and  grassy.  The  stations, 
which  occur  every  four  or  five  miles,  are 
hamlets  consisting  of  half  a  dozen  corrugated 
iron  houses,  and  perhaps  a  score  of  blue  gum 
trees.     These  little  specks  of  habitation  are 
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almost  the  only  marked  feature  of  the  land- 
scape, which  on  all  sides  spreads  in  pleasant 
but  monotonous  slopes  of  green.  The  train 
maintained  a  good  speed  ;  and,  though  it 
stopped  repeatedly  to  question  Kaffirs  or 
country  folk,  and  to  communicate  with  the 
cyclists  and  other  patrols  who  were  scouring 
the  country  on  the  flanks,  reached  Chieveley, 
five  miles  from  Colenso,  by  about  three 
o'clock;  and  from  here  the  Ladysmith 
balloon,  a  brown  speck  floating  above  and 
beyond  the  distant  hills,  was  plainly  visible. 

Beyond  Chieveley  it  was  necessary  to 
observe  more  caution.  The  speed  was 
reduced — the  engine  walked  warily.  The 
railway  officials  scanned  the  track,  and  often 
before  a  culvert  or  bridge  was  traversed  we 
disembarked  and  examined  it  from  the 
ground.  At  other  times  long  halts  were 
made  while  the  officers  swept  the  horizon 
and  the  distant  hills  with  field  glasses  and 
telescopes.  But  the  country  was  clear  and 
the  line  undamaged,  and  we  continued  our 
slow  advance.  Presently  Colenso  came 
into  view — a  hundred  tin-pot  houses  under 
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the  high  hills  to  the  northward.  We  in- 
spected it  deliberately.  On  a  mound  beyond 
the  village  rose  the  outline  of  the  sandbag 
fort  constructed  by  the  Naval  Brigade. 
The  fls^staff,  without  the  flag,  still  stood  up 
boldly.  But,  so  far  as  we  could  tell,  the 
whole  place  was  deserted. 

There  followed  a  discussion.  Perhaps  the 
Boers  were  lying  in  wait  for  the*armoured 
train;  perhaps  they  had  trained  a  gun  on 
some  telegraph  post,  and  would  fire  the 
moment  the  engine  passed  it ;  or  perhaps, 
again,  they  were  even  now  breaking  the 
line  behind  us.  Some  Kaffirs  approached 
respectfully,  saluting.  A  Natal  Volunteer — 
one  of  the  cyclists — came  forward  to  interro- 
gate. He  was  an  intelligent  little  man,  with 
a  Martini-Metford  rifle,  a  large  pair  of  field 
glasses,  a  dainty  pair  of  grey  skin  cycling 
shoes,  and  a  slouch  hat  He  questioned  the 
natives,  and  reported  their  answers.  The 
Kaffirs  said  that  the  Dutchmen  were 
assuredly  in  the  neighbourhood.  They  had 
been  seen  only  that  morning.  *  How 
many  ?  *     The  reply  was  vague — twelve,  or 
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seventeen,  or  one  thousand ;  also  they  had  a 
gun — or  five  guns — mounted  in  the  old  fort, 
or  on  the  platform  of  the  station,  or  on  the 
hill  behind  the  town.  At  daylight  they  had 
shelled  Colenso.  *  But  why,'  we  asked, 
'  should  they  shell  Colenso  ?  *  Evidently  to 
make  sure  of  the  range  of  some  telegraph 
post.  *  It  only  takes  one  shell  to  do  the 
trick  with  the  engine,'  said  the  captain  who 
commanded.  '  Got  to  hit  us  first,  though,' 
he  added.  'Well,  let's  get  a  little  bit 
nearer.' 

The  electric  bell  rang  three  times,  and 
we  crept  forward — halted — looked  around, 
forward  again — halt  again — another  look 
round  ;  and  so,  yard  by  yard,  we  approached 
Colenso.  Half  a  mile  away  we  stopped 
finally.  The  officer,  taking  a  sergeant  with 
him,  went  on  towards  the  village  on  foot  I 
followed.  We  soon  reached  the  trenches  that 
had  been  made  by  the  British  troops  before 
they  evacuated  the  place.  '  Awful  rot  giving 
this  place  up,'  said  the  officer.  *  These  lines 
took  us  a  week  to  dig.'  From  here  Colenso 
lay  exposed  about  two  hundred  yards  away 
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— a  Silent,  desolate  village.  The  streets  were 
littered  with  the  belongings  of  the  inhabitants. 
Two  or  three  houses  had  been  burned.  A 
dead  horse  lay  in  the  road,  his  four  legs 
sticking  stiffly  up  in  the  air,  his  belly  swollen. 
The  whole  place  had  evidently  been  ransacked 
and  plundered  by  the  Boers  and  the  Kaffirs. 
A  few  natives  loitered  near  the  far  end  of  the 
street,  and  one,  alarmed  at  the  aspect  of  the 
train,  waved  a  white  rag  on  a  stick  steadily  to 
and  fro.  But  no  Dutchmen  were  to  be  seen. 
We  made  our  way  back  to  the  railway  line 
and  struck  it  at  the  spot  where  it  was  cut. 
Two  lengths  of  rails  had  been  lifted  up,  and, 
with  the  sleepers  attached  to  them,  flung  over 
the  embankment  The  broken  telegraph 
wires  trailed  untidily  on  the  ground.  Several 
of  the  posts  were  twisted.  But  the  bridge 
across  the  Tugela  was  uninjured,  and  the 
damage  to  the  lines  was  such  as  could  be 
easily  repaired.  The  Boers  realise  the 
advantage  of  the  railway.  At  this  moment, 
with  their  trains  all  labelled  '  To  Durban,' 
they  are  drawing  supplies  along  it  from 
Pretoria  to  within  six   miles  of  Ladysmith. 
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They  had  resolved  to  use  it  in  their  further 
advance,  and  their  confidence  in  the  ultimate 
issue  is  shown  by  the  care  with  which  they 
avoid  seriously  damaging  the  permanent 
way.  We  had  learned  all  that  there  was  to 
learn — where  the  line  was  broken,  that  the 
village  was  deserted,  that  the  bridge  was  safe, 
and  we  made  haste  to  rejoin  the  train.  Then 
the  engine  was  reversed,  and  we  withdrew 
out  of  range  of  the  hills  beyond  Colenso  at 
full  speed — and  some  said  that  the  Boers  did 
not  fire  because  they  hoped  to  draw  us  nearer, 
aad  others  that  there  were  no  Boers  within 
ten  miles. 

On  the  way  back  I  talked  with  the 
volunteer.  He  was  friendly  and  communi- 
cative. *  Durban  Light  Infantry,*  he  said; 
*  that's  my  corps.  I'm  a  builder  myself  by 
trade — ^nine  men  under  me.  But  I  had  to 
send  them  all  away  when  I  was  called  out. 
I  don't  know  how  I'm  going  on  when  I  get 
back  after  it's  over.  Oh,  I'm  glad  to  come. 
I  wish  I  was  in  Ladysmith.  You  see  these 
Dutchmen  have  come  quite  far  enough  into 
our  country.      The    Imperial   Government 


A  CRUISE   IN    THE   ARMOURED   TRAIN      59 

promised  us  protection.  You've  seen  what 
protection  Colenso  got ;  Dundee  and  New- 
castle, just  the  same ;  I  don't  doubt  they've 
tried  their  best,  and  I  don't  blame  them ; 
but  we  want  help  here  badly,  I  don't 
hold  with  a  man  crying  out  for  help  unless 
he  makes  a  start  himself,  so  I  came  out 
I'm  a  cyclist.  I've  got  eight  medals  at  home 
for  cycling.' 

•  How  will  you  like  a  new  one — with  the 
Queen's  head  on  it  ? ' 

His  eye  brightened. 

'  Ah,'  he  said,  *  I  should  treasure  that  mor^ 
than  all  the  other  eight — even  more  than 
the  twenty-mile  championship  one.' 

So  we  rattled  back  to  Estcourt  through 
the  twilight ;  and  the  long  car,  crowded  with 
brown-clad  soldiers  who  sprawled  smoking  on 
the  floor  or  lounged  against  the  sides,  the  rows 
of  loopholes  along  the  iron  walls,  the  black 
smoke  of  the  engine  bulging  overhead,  the 
sense  of  headlong  motion,  and  the  atmosphere 
of  war  made  the  volunteer  seem  perhaps 
more  than  he  was ;  and  I  thought  him  a  true 
and  valiant  man,  who  had  come  forward  in 
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time  of  trouble  quietly  and  soberly  to  bear 
his  part  in  warfare,  and  who  was  ready, 
if  necessary,  to  surrender  his  humble  life  in 
honourably  sustaining  the  quarrel  of  the 
State.  Nor  do  I  care  to  correct  the  impres- 
sion now. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

DISTANT   GUNS 

Estcourt :  November  lo,  1899. 

When  I  awoke  yesterday  morning  there  was 
a  strange  tremor  in  the  air.  A  gang  of 
platelayers  and  navvies  were  making  a  new 
siding  by  the  station,  and  sounds  of  hammer- 
ing also  came  from  the  engine  shed.  But 
this  tremor  made  itself  felt  above  these  and 
all  the  other  noises  of  a  waking  camp,  a 
silent  thudding,  a  vibration  which  scarcely 
seemed  to  constitute  what  is  called  sound, 
yet  which  left  an  intense  impression  on 
the  ear.  I  went  outside  the  tent  to  listen. 
Morning  had  just  broken,  and  the  air  was 
still  and  clear.  What  little  wind  there  was 
came  from  the  northwards,  from  the  direction 
of  Ladysmith,  and  I  knew  that  it  carried  to 
Estcourt  the  sound  of  distant  cannon.     When 
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once  the  sounds  had  been  localised  it  was 
possible  to  examine  them  more  carefully. 
There  were  two  kinds  of  reports :  one  almost 
a  boom,  the  explosion  evidently  of  some  very 
heavy  piece  of  ordnance;  the  other  only  a 
penetrating  whisper,  that  of  ordinary  field 
guns.  A  heavy  cannonade  was  proceeding. 
The  smaller  pieces  fired  at  brief  intervals, 
sometimes  three  or  four  shots  followed  in 
quick  succession.  Every  few  minutes  the 
heavier  gun  or  guns  intervened.  What  was 
happening  ?  We  could  only  try  to  guess, 
nor  do  we  yet  know  whether  our  guesses 
were  right.  It  seems  to  me,  however,  that 
Sir  George  White  must  have  made  an  attack 
at  dawn  on  some  persecuting  Boer  battery, 
and  so  brought  on  a  general  action. 

Later  in  the  day  we  rode  out  to  find 
some  nearer  listening  point.  The  whole 
force  was  making  a  reconnaissance  towards 
Colenso,  partly  for  reasons  of  security,  partly 
to  exercise  the  horses  and  men.  Galloping 
over  the  beautiful  grassy  hills  to  the  north  of 
the  town,  I  soon  reached  a  spot  whence  the 
column  could  be  seen.     First  of  all  came  a 


DISTANT  GUNS  63 

cyclist — a  Natal  volunteer  pedalling  leisurely 
along  with  his  rifle  slung  across  his  back — 
then  two  more,  then  about  twenty.  Next, 
after  an  interval  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  rode 
the  cavalry — the  squadron  of  the  Imperial 
Light  Horse,  sixty  Natal  Carabineers,  a 
company  of  mounted  infantry,  and  about 
forty  of  the  Natal  mounted  police.  That  is 
the  total  cavalry  force  in  Natal,  all  the  rest  is 
bottled  up  in  Ladysmith,  and  scarcely  three 
hundred  horsemen  are  available  for  the  de- 
fence of  the  colony  against  a  hostile  army 
entirely  composed  of  mounted  men.  Small 
were  their  numbers,  but  the  quality  was 
good.  The  Imperial  Light  Horse  have 
shown  their  courage,  and  have  only  to  dis- 
play their  discipline  to  equal  advantage  to  be 
considered  first-class  soldiers.  The  Natal 
Carabineers  are  excellent  volunteer  cavalry  : 
the  police  an  alert  and  reliable  troop.  After 
the  horse  the  foot:  the  Dublin  Fusiliers 
wound  up  the  hill  like  a  long  brown  snake. 
This  is  a  fine  regiment,  which  distinguished 
itself  at  Glencoe,  and  have  since  impressed 
all  who  have  been  brought  in  contact  with  it 
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The  cheery  faces  of  the  Irishmen  wore  a 
proud  and  confident  expression.  They  had 
seen  war.  The  other  battalion — the  Border 
Regiment — had  yet  their  spurs  to  win.  The 
volunteer  battery  was  sandwiched  between 
the  two  British  battalions,  and  the  rear  of 
the  column  was  brought  up  by  the  Durban 
volunteers.  The  force,  when  it  had  thus 
passed  in  review,  looked  painfully  small,  and 
this  impression  was  aggravated  by  the  know- 
ledge of  all  that  depended  on  it. 

A  high,  flat-topped  hill  to  the  north-west 
promised  a  wide  field  of  vision  and  a  nearer 
listening  point  for  the  Ladysmith  cannonade, 
which  still  throbbed  and  thudded  dully. 
With  my  two  companions  I  rode  towards  it, 
and  after  an  hour  s  climb  reached  the  summit. 
The  land  lay  spread  before  us  like  a  map. 
Estcourt,  indeed,  was  hidden  by  its  engulfing 
hills,  but  Colenso  was  plainly  visible,  and  the 
tin  roofs  of  the  houses  showed  in  squares 
and  oblongs  of  pale  blue  against  the  brown 
background  of  the  mountain.  Far  away  to 
the  east  the  dark  serrated  range  of  the 
Drakensberg  rose  in  a  mighty  wall.     But  it 
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was  not  on  these  features  that  we  turned  our 
glasses.  To  the  right  of  Colenso  the  hills 
were  lower  and  more  broken,  and  the 
country  behind,  though  misty  and  indistinct, 
was  exposed  to  view.  First  there  was  a 
region  of  low  rocky  hills  rising  in  strange 
confusion  and  falling  away  on  the  further 
side  to  a  hollow.  Above  this  extensive 
depression  clouds  of  smoke  from  grass  and 
other  fires  hung  and  drifted,  like  steam  over 
a  cauldron.  At  the  bottom — invisible  in 
spite  of  our  great  elevation — stood  the  town 
and  camp  of  Ladysmith.  Westward  rose  the 
long,  black,  hog-backed  outline  of  Bulwana 
Hill,  and  while  we  watched  intently  the 
ghost  of  a  flash  stabbed  its  side  and  a  white 
patch  sprang  into  existence,  spread  thinner, 
and  vanished  away.  '  Long  Tom '  was  at 
his  lousiness. 

The  owner  of  the  nearest  farm  joined  us 
while  we  were  thus  engaged — a  tall,  red- 
bearded  man  of  grave  and  intelligent  mien. 
'  They've  had  heavy  fighting  this  morning,' 
he  said.  *  Not  since  Monday  week '  (the 
Black  Monday  of  the  war)  '  has  there  been 
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such  firing.  But  they  are  nearly  finished 
now  for  the  day.'  Absorbed  by  the  distant 
drama,  all  the  more  thrilling  since  its 
meaning  was  doubtful  and  mysterious,  we 
had  shown  ourselves  against  the  skyline,  and 
our  conversation  was  now  suddenly  inter- 
rupted. Over  the  crest  of  the  hill  to  the 
rear,  two  horsemen  trotted  swiftly  into  view. 
A  hundred  yards  away  to  the  left  three  or 
four  more  were  dismounting  among  the 
rocks.  Three  other  figures  appeared  on  the 
other  side.  We  were  surrounded — but  by 
the  Natal  Carabineers.  'Got  you,  I  think,' 
said  the  sergeant,  who  now  arrived.  *  Will 
you  kindly  tell  us  all  about  who  you  are  ? ' 
We  introduced  ourselves  as  President  Kruger 
and  General  Joubert,  and  presented  the 
farmer  as  Mr.  Schreiner,  who  had  come  to  a 
secret  conference,  and  having  produced  our 
passes,  satisfied  the  patrol  that  we  were  not 
eligible  for  capture.  The  sergeant  looked 
disappointed.  '  It  took  us  half  an  hour  to 
stalk  you,  but  if  you  had  only  been  Dutch- 
men we'd  have  had  you  fixed  up  properly.' 
Indeed,    the    whole    manoeuvre    had    been 
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neatly  and  cleverly  executed,  and  showed  the 
smartness  and  efficiency  of  these  irregular 
forces  in  all  matters  of  scouting  and  recon- 
naissance. The  patrol  was  then  appeased 
by  being  photographed  *for  the  London 
papers,'  and  we  hastened  to  accept  the 
farmer's  invitation  to  lunch.  *Only  plain 
fare,'  said  he,  '  but  perhaps  you  are  used  to 
roughing  it.' 

The  farm  stood  in  a  sheltered  angle  of 
the  hill  at  no  great  distance  from  its  summit. 
It  was  a  good-sized  house,  with  stone  walls 
and  a  corrugated  iron  roof.  A  few  sheds 
and  outhouses  surrounded  it,  four  or  five 
blue  gums  afforded  a  little  shade  from 
the  sun  and  a  little  relief  to  the  grassy 
smoothness  of  the  landscape.  Two  women 
met  us  at  the  door,  one  the  wife,  the  other,  I 
think,  the  sister  of  our  host.  Neither  was 
young,  but  their  smiling  faces  showed  the 
invigorating  effects  of  this  delicious  air. 
*  These  are  anxious  times,'  said  the  older  ; 
'  we  hear  the  cannonading  every  morning  at 
breakfast.  What  will  come  of  it  all  ? '  Over 
a  most  excellent  luncheon  we  discussed  many 
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things  with  these  kind  people,  and  spoke  of 
how  the  nation  was  this  time  resolved  to  make 
an  end  of  the  long  quarrel  with  the  Boers, 
so  that  there  should  be  no  more  uncertainty 
and  alarm    among    loyal    subjects    of    the 
Queen.     '  We  have  always  known,'  said  the 
farmer,   '  that   it   must   end   in  war,   and    I 
cannot  say  I  am  sorry  it  has  come  at  last. 
But  it  falls  heavily  on  us.     I  am  the  only 
man  for  twenty  miles  who  has  not  left  his 
farm.     Of  course  we  are   defenceless  here. 
Any  day  the  Dutchmen  may  come.     They 
wouldn't   kill  us,  but   they  would   burn   or 
plunder  everything,  and  it's  all  I've  got  in 
the  world.     Fifteen  years  have  I  worked  at 
this  place,  and  I  said  to  myself  we  may  as 
well  stay  and  face  it  out,  whatever  happens.' 
Indeed,  it  was  an  anxious  time  for  such  a 
man.     He  had  bought  the  ground,  built  the 
house,  reclaimed  waste  tracts,  enriched  the 
land  with  corn  and  cattle,  sunk  all  his  capital 
in  the  enterprise,   and   backed   it   with   the 
best  energies  of  his  life.     Now  everything 
might  be  wrecked  in  an  hour  by  a  wandering 
Boer  patrol.     And  this  was  happening  to  a 
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loyal  and  law-abiding  British  subject  more 
than  a  hundred  miles  within  the  frontiers  of 
her  Majesty's  dominions !  Now  I  felt  the 
bitter  need  for  soldiers — thousands  of  soldiers 
— so  that  such  a  man  as  this  might  be  assured. 
With  what  pride  and  joy  could  one  have 
said  :  *  Work  on,  the  fruits  of  your  industry 
are  safe.  Under  the  strong  arm  of  the 
Imperial  Government  your  home  shall  be 
secure,  and  if  perchance  you  suffer  in  the 
disputes  of  the  Empire  the  public  wealth 
shall  restore  your  private  losses.'  But  when 
I  recalled  the  scanty  force  which  alone  kept 
the  field,  and  stood  between  the  enemy  and 
the  rest  of  Natal,  I  knew  the  first  would  be 
an  empty  boast,  and,  remembering  what  had 
happened  on  other  occasions,  I  thought  the 
second  might  prove  a  barren  promise. 

We  started  on  our  long  ride  home,  for 
the  afternoon  was  wearing  away  and  picket 
lines  are  dangerous  at  dusk.  The  military 
situation  is  without  doubt  at  this  moment 
most  grave  and  critical.  We  have  been  at 
war  three  weeks.  The  army  that  was  to  have 
defended   Natal,  and  was   indeed   expected 
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to  repulse  the  invaders  with  terrible  loss,  is 
blockaded   and   bombarded    in    its   fortified 
camp.    At  nearly  every  point  along  the  circle 
of  the  frontiers  the  Boers  have  advanced  and 
the  British  retreated.      Wherever  we  have 
stood  we  have  been  surrounded.    The  losses 
in  the  fighting  have  not  been  unequal — nor, 
considering   the  numbers   engaged  and  the 
weapons   employed,    have    they   been   very 
severe.     But  the  Boers  hold  more  than  1,200 
unwounded  British  prisoners,  a  number  that 
bears  a  disgraceful  proportion  to  the  casualty 
lists,  and  a  very  unsatisfactory  relation  to  the 
number  of  Dutchmen  that  we  have  taken. 
All  this  is  mainly  the  result  of  being  unready. 
That  we  are  unready  is  largely  due  to  those 
in     England    who    have    endeavoured     by 
every  means  in  their  power  to  hamper  and 
obstruct  the  Government,  who  have  scoffed 
at  the  possibility  of  the  Boers  becoming  the 
aggressors,  and  who  have  represented  every 
precaution  for  the  defence  of  the  colonies  as 
a  deliberate  provocation   to   the   Transvaal 
State.      It  is  also  due  to  an  extraordinary 
under-estimation    of    the    strength    of    the 
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Boers.     These  military  republics  have  been 
for  ten  years  cherishing  vast  ambitions,  and 
for  five  years,  enriched  by  the  gold  mines, 
they  have  been  arming  and  preparing  for  the 
struggle.     They  have  neglected  nothing,  and 
it  is  a  very  remarkable  fact  that  these  ignorant 
peasant  communities  have  had  the  wisdom 
and  the  enterprise  to  possess  themselves  of 
good  advisers,  and  to  utilise  the  best  expert 
opinion  in  all  matters  of  armament  and  war. 
Their  artillery  is  inferior  in  numbers,  but 
in  nothing  else,  to  ours.     Yesterday  I  visited 
Colenso  in  the  armoured  train.     In  one  of 
the  deserted  British-built  redoubts  I  found 
two  boxes  of  shrapnel  shells  and  charges. 
The  Boers  had  not  troubled  to  touch  them. 
Their  guns  were  of  a  later  pattern,  and  fired 
powder  and  shell  made  up  together  like  a 
great  rifle  cartridge.    The  combination,  made 
for  the   first   time   in   the  history   of    war, 
of  heavy  artillery  and  swarms  of  mounted 
infantry  is  formidable   and   effective.      The 
enduring  courage  and  confident  spirit  of  the 
enemy  must  also  excite  surprise.     In  short, 
we   have  grossly  underrated  their  fighting 
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powers.  Most  people  in  England — I, 
among  them — thought  that  the  Boer  ulti- 
matum was  an  act  of  despair,  that  the  Dutch 
would  make  one  fight  for  their  honour,  and, 
once  defeated,  would  accept  the  inevitable. 
All  I  have  heard  and  whatever  I  have  seen 
out  here  contradict  these  false  ideas.  Anger, 
hatred,  and  the  consciousness  of  military 
power  impelled  the  Boers  to  war.  They 
would  rather  have  fought  at  their  own  time 
— a  year  or  two  later — when  their  prepara- 
tions were  still  further  advanced,  and  when 
the  British  were,  perhaps,  involved  in  other 
quarters.  But,  after  all,  the  moment  was  ripe. 
Nearly  everything  was  ready,  and  the  whole 
people  sprang  to  arms  with  alacrity,  firmly 
believing  that  they  would  drive  the  British 
into  the  sea.  To  that  opinion  they  still 
adhere.  I  do  not  myself  share  it ;  but  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  it  seems  less  absurd 
to-day  than  it  did  before  a  shot  had  been 
fired. 

To  return  to  Estcourt.  Here  we  are 
passing  through  a  most  dangerous  period. 
The  garrison  is  utterly  insufficient  to  resist 
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the  Boers ;  the  position  wholly  indefensible. 
Indeed,  we  exist  here  on  sufferance.  If  the 
enemy  attack,  the  troops  must  fall  back  on 
Pietermaritzburg,  if  for  no  other  reason 
because  they  are  the  only  force  available  for 
the  defence  of  the  strong  lines  now  being 
formed  around  the  chief  town.  There  are  so 
few  cavalry  outside  Ladysmith  that  the  Boers 
could  raid  in  all  directions.  All  this  will 
have  been  changed  long  before  this  letter 
reaches  you,  or  I  should  not  send  it,  but  as 
I  write  the  situation  is  saved  only  by  what 
seems  to  me  the  over-confidence  of  the  enemy. 
They  are  concentrating  all  their  efforts  on 
Ladysmith,  and  evidently  hope  to  compel  its 
surrender.  It  may,  however,  be  said  with 
absolute  certainty  that  the  place  can  hold  out 
for  a  month  at  the  least.  How,  then,  could 
the  Boers  obtain  the  necessary  time  to  reduce 
it  ?  The  reinforcements  are  on  the  seas. 
The  railway  works  regularly  with  the  coast. 
Even  now  sidings  are  being  constructed  and 
troop  trains  prepared.  It  is  with  all  this  that 
they  should  interfere,  and  they  are  perfectly 
competent  to  do  so.     They  could  compel  us 
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to  retreat  on  Pietermaritzburg,  they  could 
tear  up  the  railway,  they  could  blow  up  the 
bridges  ;  and  by  all  these  means  they  could 
delay  the  arrival  of  a  relieving  army,  and  so 
have  a  Jonger  time  to  worry  Ladysmith,  and 
a  better  chance  of  making  it  a  second  Sara- 
toga. Since  Saturday  last  that  has  been  our 
fear.  Nearly  a  week  has  passed  and  nothing 
has  happened.  The  chance  of  the  Boers  is 
fleeting;  the  transports  approach  the  land; 
scarcely  forty-eight  hours  remain.  Yet,  as  I 
write,  they  have  done  nothing.  Why  ?  To 
some  extent  I  think  they  have  been  influenced 
by  the  fear  of  the  Tugela  River  rising  behind 
their  raiding  parties,  and  cutting  their  line  of 
retreat ;  to  some  extent  by  the  serene  and 
confident  way  in  which  General  Wolfe 
Murray,  placed  in  a  most  trying  position,  has 
handled  his  force  and  maintained  by  frequent 
reconnaissance  and  a  determined  attitude  the 
appearance  of  actual  strength  ;  but  when  all 
has  been  said  on  these  grounds,  the  fact  will 
remain  that  the  enemy  have  not  destroyed  the 
railway  because  they  do  not  fear  the  rein- 
forcements that  are  coming,  because  they  do 
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not  believe  that  many  will  come,  and  because 
they  are  sure  that,  however  many  may  come, 
they  will  defeat  them.  To  this  end  they 
preserve  the  line,  and  watch  the  bridges  as 
carefully  as  we  do.  It  is  by  the  railway  that 
they  are  to  be  supplied  in  their  march  through 
Natal  to  the  sea.  After  what  they  have 
accomplished  it  would  be  foolish  to  laugh  at 
any  of  their  ambitions,  however  wicked  and 
extravagant  these  may  be  ;  but  it  appears  to 
most  military  critics  at  this  moment  that  they 
have  committed  a  serious  strategic  error,  and 
have  thrown  away  the  chance  they  had 
almost  won.  How  much  that  error  will  cost 
them  will  depend  on  the  operations  of  the 
relieving  force,  which  I  shall  hope  to  chronicle 
as  fully  as  possible  in  future  letters. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE  FATE  OF  THE  ARMOURED  TRAIN 

Pretoria :  November  20,  1899. 

Now  I  perceive  that  I  was  foolish  to  choose 
in  advance  a  definite  title  for  these  letters 
and  to  think  that  it  could  continue  to  be 
appropriate  for  any  length  of  time.  In  the 
strong  stream  of  war  the  swimmer  is  swirled 
helplessly  about  hither  and  thither  by  the 
waves,  and  he  can  by  no  means  tell  where 
he  will  come  to  land,  or,  indeed,  that  he  may 
not  be  overwhelmed  in  the  flood.  A  week 
ago  I  described  to  you  a  reconnoitring 
expedition  in  the  Estcourt  armoured  train, 
and  I  pointed  out  the  many  defects  in  the 
construction  and  the  great  dangers  in  the 
employment  of  that  forlorn  military  machine. 
So  patent  were  these  to  all  who  concerned 
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themselves  in  the  matter  that  the  train  was 
nicknamed  in  the  camp  *  Wilson's  death 
trap.' 

On  Tuesday,  the  14th,  the  mounted 
infantry  patrols  reported  that  the  Boers  in 
small  parties  were  approaching  Estcourt  from 
the  directions  of  Weenen  and  Colenso,  and 
Colonel  Long  made  a  reconnaissance  in  force 
to  ascertain  what  strength  lay  behind  the 
advanced  scouts.  The  reconnaissance,  which 
was  marked  only  by  an  exchange  of  shots 
between  the  patrols,  revealed  little,  but  it 
was  generally  believed  that  a  considerable 
portion  of  the  army  investing  Ladysmith 
was  moving,  or  was  about  to  move,  south- 
wards to  attack  Estcourt,  and  endeavour  to 
strike  Pietermaritzburg.  The  movement 
that  we  had  awaited  for  ten  days  impended. 
Accordingly  certain  military  preparations, 
which  I  need  not  now  specify,  were  made  to 
guard  against  all  contingencies,  and  at  day- 
light on  Wednesday  morning  another  spray 
of  patrols  was  flung  out  towards  the  north 
and  north-west,  and  the  Estcourt  armoured 
train   was   ordered    to   reconnoitre   towards 
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Chieveley.  The  train  was  composed  as 
follows  :  an  ordinary  truck,  in  which  was  a 
7-pounder  muzzle-loading  gun,  served  by 
four  sailors  from  the  '  Tartar  ; '  an  armoured 
car  fitted  with  loopholes  and  held  by  three 
sections  of  a  company  of  the  Dublin 
Fusiliers ;  the  engine  and  tender,  two  more 
armoured  cars  containing  the  fourth  section 
of  the  Fusilier  company,  one  company  of  the 
Durban  Light  Infantry  (volunteers),  and  a 
small  civilian  breakdown  gang ;  lastly, 
another  ordinary  truck  with  the  tools  and 
materials  for  repairing  the  road ;  in  all  five 
wagons,  the  locomotive,  one  small  gun,  and 
1 20  men.  Captain  Haldane,  D.S.O.,  whom 
I  had  formerly  known  on  Sir  William 
Lockhart's  staff  in  the  Tirah  Expedition, 
and  who  was  lately  recovered  from  his  wound 
at  Elandslaagte,  commanded. 

We  started  at  half-past  five  and,  observ- 
ing all  the  usual  precautions,  reached  Frere 
Station  in  about  an  hour.  Here  a  small 
patrol  of  the  Natal  police  reported  that  there 
were  no  enemy  within  the  next  few  miles, 
and  that  all  seemed  quiet  in  the  neighbour- 
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hood.  It  was  the  silence  before  the  storm. 
Captain  Haldane  decided  to  push  on  cau- 
tiously as  far  as  Chieveley,  near  which  place 
an  extensive  view  of  the  country  could  be 
obtained.  Not  a  sign  of  the  Boers  could  be 
seen.  The  rolling  grassy  country  looked  as 
peaceful  and  deserted  as  on  former  occasions, 
and  we  little  thought  that  behind  the  green 
undulations  scarcely  three  miles  away  the 
leading  commandos  of  a  powerful  force  were 
riding  swiftly  forward  on  their  invading  path. 
All  was  clear  as  far  as  Chieveley,  but  as 
the  train  reached  the  station  I  saw  about  a 
hundred  Boer  horsemen  cantering  southwards 
about  a  mile  from  the  railway.  Beyond 
Chieveley  a  long  hill  was  lined  with  a  row  of 
black  spots,  showing  that  our  further  ad vance 
would  be  disputed.  The  telegraphist  who 
accompanied  the  train  wired  back  to  Estcourt 
reporting  our  safe  arrival,  and  that  parties  of 
Boers  were  to  be  seen  at  no  great  distance, 
and  Colonel  Long  replied  by  ordering  the 
train  to  return  to  Frere  and  remain  there  in 
observation  during  the  day,  watching  its  safe 
retreat  at  nightfall.     We  proceeded  to  obey, 
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and  were  about  a  mile  and  three-quarters 
from  Frere  when  on  rounding  a  corner  we 
saw  that  a  hill  which  commanded  the  line  at 
a  distance  of  600  yards  was  occupied  by  the 
enemy.  So  after  all  there  would  be  a  fight, 
for  we  could  not  pass  this  point  without 
coming  under  fire.  The  four  sailors  loaded 
their  gun — ^an  antiquated  toy — the  soldiers 
charged  their  magazines,  and  the  train,  which 
was  now  in  the  reverse  of  the  order  in  which 
it  had  started  moved,  slowly  towards  the  hill. 

The  moment  approached:  but  no  one 
was  much  concerned,  for  the  cars  were  proof 
against  rifle  fire,  and  this  ridge  could  at  the 
worst  be  occupied  only  by  some  daring  patrol 
of  perhaps  a  score  of  men.  *  Besides,*  we 
said  to  ourselves,  *  they  little  think  we  have 
a  gun  on  board.  That  will  be  a  nice 
surprise.' 

The  Boers  held  their  fire  until  the  train 
reached  that  part  of  the  track  nearest  to  their 
position.  Standing  on  a  box  in  the  rear 
armoured  truck  I  had  an  excellent  view 
through  my  glasses.  The  long  brown 
rattling  serpent  with  the  rifles  bristling  from 
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its  spotted  sides  crawled  closer  to  the  rocky 
hillock  on  which  the  scattered  black  figures 
of  the  enemy  showed  clearly.  Suddenly  three 
wheeled  things  appeared  on  the  crest,  and 
within  a  second  a  bright  flash  of  light — like  a 
heliograph,  but  much  yellower — opened  and 
shut  ten  or  twelve  times.  Then  two  much 
larger  flashes  ;  no  smoke  nor  yet  any  sound, 
and  a  bustle  and  stir  among  the  little  figures. 
So  much  for  the  hill.  Immediately  over  the 
rear  truck  of  the  train  a  huge  white  ball  of 
smoke  sprang  into  being  and  tore  out  into  a 
cone  like  a  comet.  Then  came  the  explo- 
sions of  the  near  guns  and  the  nearer 
shell.  The  iron  sides  of  the  truck  tanged 
with  a  patter  of  bullets.  There  was  a  crash 
from  the  front  of  the  train  and  half  a  dozen 
sharp  reports.  The  Boers  had  opened  fire 
on  us  at  600  yards  with  two  large  field  guns, 
a  Maxim  firing  small  shells  in  a  stream,  and 
from  riflemen  lying  on  the  ridge.  I  got 
down  from  my  box  into  the  cover  of  the 
armoured  sides  of  the  car  without  forming 
any  clear  thought.  Equally  involuntarily,  it 
seems  that  the  driver  put  on  full  steam,  as  the 
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enemy  had  intended.  The  train  leapt  for- 
ward, ran  the  gauntlet  of  the  guns,  which 
now  filled  the  air  with  explosions,  swung 
round  the  curve  of  the  hill,  ran  down  a  steep 
gradient,  and  dashed  into  a  huge  stone  which 
awaited  it  on  the  line  at  a  convenient  spot. 

To  those  who  were  in  the  rear  truck 
there  was  only  a  tremendous  shock,  a 
tremendous  crash,  and  a  sudden  full  stop. 
What  happened  to  the  trucks  in  front  of  the 
engine  is  more  interesting.  The  first,  which 
contained  the  materials  and  tools  of  the 
break-down  gang  and  the  guard  who  was 
watching  the  line,  was  flung  into  the  air  and 
fell  bottom  upwards  on  the  embankment.  (I 
do  not  know  what  befell  the  guard,  but  it 
seems  probable  that  he  was  killed.)  The 
next,  an  armoured  car  crowded  with  the 
Durban  Light  Infantry,  was  carried  on  twenty 
yards  and  thrown  over  on  its  side,  scattering 
its  occupants  in  a  shower  on  the  ground. 
'The  third  wedged  itself  across  the  track, 
half  on  and  half  off  the  rails.  The  rest  of 
the  train  kept  to  the  metals. 

We  were  not  long  left  in  the  comparative 
peace  and  safety  of  a  railway  accident     The 
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Boer  guns,  swiftly  changing  their  position, 
re-opened  from  a  distance  of  1,300  yards 
before  anyone  had  got  out  of  the  stage  of 
exclamations.  The  tapping  rifle  fire  spread 
along  the  hillside,  until  it  encirled  the 
wreckage  on  three  sides,  and  a  third  field 
g^n  came  into  action  from  some  high  ground 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  line. 

To  all  of  this  our  own  poor  little  gun  en- 
deavoured to  reply,  and  the  sailors,  though 
exposed  in  an  open  truck,  succeeded  in  letting 
off  three  rounds  before  the  barrel  was  struck 
by  a  shell,  and  the  trunnions,  being  smashed, 
fell  altogether  out  of  the  carriage. 

The  armoured  truck  gave  some  protec- 
tion from  the  bullets,  but  since  any  direct 
shell  must  pierce  it  like  paper  and  kill  every- 
one, it  seemed  almost  safer  outside,  and, 
wishing  to  see  the  extent  and  nature  of  the 
damage,  I  clambered  over  the  iron  shield, 
and,  dropping  to  the  ground,  ran  along  the 
line  to  the  front  of  the  train.  As  I  passed 
the  engine  another  shrapnel  shell  burst 
immediately,  as  it  seemed,  overhead,  hurling 
its   contents   with   a  rasping   rush   through 
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the  air.  The  driver  at  once  sprang  out 
of  the  cab  and  ran  to  the  shelter  of  the 
overturned  trucks.  His  face  was  cut 
open  by  a  splinter,  and  he  complained  in 
bitter  futile  indignation.  He  was  a  civilian. 
What  did  they  think  he  was  paid  for  ?  To 
be  killed  by  bombshells  ?  Not  he.  He  would 
not  stay  another  minute.  It  looked  as  if  his 
excitement  and  misery — he  was  dazed  by 
the  blow  on  his  head — would  prevent  him 
from  working  the  engine  further,  and  as  only 
he  understood  the  machinery  all  chances  of 
escape  seemed  to  be  cut  off.  Yet  when  I 
told  this  man  that  if  he  continued  to  stay 
at  his  post  he  would  be  mentioned  for  dis- 
tinguished gallantry  in  action,  he  pulled  him- 
self together,  wiped  the  blood  off  his  face, 
climbed  back  into  the  cab  of  his  engine,  and 
thereafter  during  the  one-sided  combat  did 
his  duty  bravely  and  faithfully — ^so  strong 
is  the  desire  for  honour  and  repute  in  the 
tiuman  breast. 

I  reached  the  overturned  portion  of  the 
train  uninjured.  The  volunteers  who,  though 
severely  shaken,  were  mostly  unhurt,  were 
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lying  down  under  such  cover  as  the  damaged 
cars  and  the  gutters  of  the  railway  line 
afforded.  It  was  a  very  grievous  sight  to  see 
these  citizen  soldiers,  most  of  whom  were 
the  fathers  of  families,  in  such  a  perilous 
position.  They  bore  themselves  well,  though 
greatly  troubled,  and  their  major,  whose  name 
I  have  not  learned,  directed  their  fire  on  the 
enemy ;  but  since  these,  lying  behind  the 
crests  of  the  surrounding  hills,  were  almost 
invisible  I  did  not  expect  that  it  would  be 
very  effective. 

Having  seen  this  much,  I  ran  along  the 
train  to  the  rear  armoured  truck  and  told 
Captain  Haldane  that  in  my  opinion  the  line 
might  be  cleared.  We  then  agreed  that  he 
with  musketry  should  keep  the  enemy  s  artil- 
lery from  destroying  us,  and  that  I  should 
try  to  throw  the  wreckage  off  the  line,  so  that 
the  engine  and  the  two  cars  which  still  re- 
mained on  the  rails  might  escape. 

I  am  convinced  that  this  arrangement 
gave  us  the  best  possible  chance  of  safety, 
though  at  the  time  it  was  made  the  position 
appeared  quite  hopeless. 
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Accordingly  Haldane  and  his  Fusiliers 
began  to  fire  through  their  loopholes  at  the 
Boer  artillery,  and,  as  the  enemy  afterwards 
admitted,  actually  disturbed  their  aim  con- 
siderably. During  the  time  that  these  men 
were  firing  from  the  truck  four  shells  passed 
through  the  armour,  but  luckily  not  one  ex- 
ploded until  it  had  passed  out  on  the  further 
side.  Many  shells  also  struck  and  burst  on 
the  outside  of  their  shields,  and  these  knocked 
all  the  soldiers  on  their  backs  with  the  con- 
cussion. Nevertheless  a  well-directed  fire 
was  maintained  without  cessation. 

The  task  of  clearing  the  line  would  not, 
perhaps,  in  ordinary  circumstances  have 
been  a  very  difficult  one.  But  the  break- 
down gang  and  their  tools  were  scattered  to 
the  winds,  and  several  had  fled  along  the 
track  or  across  the  fields.  Moreover,  the 
enemy's  artillery  fire  was  pitiless,  continuous, 
and  distracting.  The  affair  had,  however,  to 
be  carried  through. 

The  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  detach 
the  truck  half  off  the  rails  from  the  one 
completely    so.      To    do    this    the    engine 
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had  to  be  moved  to  slacken  the  strain  on  the 
twisted  couplings.  When  these  had  been 
released,  the  next  step  was  to  drag  the 
partly  derailed  truck  backwards  along  the 
line  until  it  was  clear  of  the  other  wreckage,, 
and  then  to  throw  it  bodily  off  the  rails.  This 
may  seem  very  simple,  but  the  dead  weight 
of  the  iron  truck  half  on  the  sleepers  was 
enormous,  and  the  engine  wheels  skidded 
vainly  several  times  before  any  hauling 
power  was  obtained.  At  last  the  truck  was 
drawn  sufficiently  far  back,  and  I  called  for 
volunteers  to  overturn  it  from  the  side 
while  the  engine  pushed  it  from  the  end.  It 
was  very  evident  that  these  men  would  be 
exposed  to  considerable  danger.  Twenty 
were  called  for,  and  there  was  an  immediate 
response.  But  only  nine,  including  the 
major  of  volunteers  and  four  or  five  of  the 
Dublin  Fusiliers,  actually  stepped  out  into 
the  open.  The  attempt  was  nevertheless 
successful.  The  truck  heeled  further  over 
under  their  pushing,  and,  the  engine  giving  a 
shove  at  the  right  moment,  it  fell  off  the  line 
and  the  track  was  clear.     Safety  and  success 
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appeared  in  sight  together,  but  disappoint- 
ment overtook  them. 

The  engine  was  about  six  inches  wider 
than  the  tender,  and  the  corner  of  its  foot- 
plate would  not  pass  the  corner  of  the  newly 
overturned  truck.  It  did  not  seem  safe  to 
push  very  hard,  lest  the  engine  should  itself 
be  derailed.  So  time  after  time  the  engine 
moved  back  a  yard  or  two  and  shoved  forward 
at  the  obstruction,  and  each  time  moved  it  a 
little.  But  soon  it  was  evident  that  compli- 
cations had  set  in.  The  newly  derailed  truck 
became  jammed  with  that  originally  off  the 
line,  and  the  more  the  engine  pushed  the 
greater  became  the  block.  Volunteers  were 
again  called  on  to  assist,  but  though  seven 
men,  two  of  whom,  I  think,  were  wounded, 
did  their  best,  the  attempt  was  a  failure. 

Perseverance,  however,  is  a  virtue.  If 
the  trucks  only  jammed  the  tighter  for  the 
forward  pushing  they  might  be  loosened  by 
pulling  backwards.  Now,  however,  a  new 
difficulty  arose.  The  coupling  chains  of  the 
engine  would  not  reach  by  five  or  six  inches 
those  of  the  overturned  truck.     Search  was 
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made  for  a  spare  link.  By  a  solitary 
gleam  of  good  luck  one  was  found.  The 
engine  hauled  at  the  wreckage,  and  before 
the  chains  parted  pulled  it  about  a  yard 
backwards.  Now,  certainly,  the  line  was 
clear  at  last.  But  again  the  corner  of  the 
foot-plate  jammed  with  the  corner  of  the 
truck,  and  again  we  came  to  a  jarring  halt. 

I  have  had,  in  the  last  four  years,  the 
advantage,  if  it  be  an  advantage,  of  many 
strange  and  varied  experiences,  from  which 
the  student  of  realities  might  draw  profit  and 
instruction.  But  nothing  was  so  thrilling  as 
this :  to  wait  and  struggle  among  these 
clanging,  rending  iron  boxes,  with  the  re- 
peated explosions  of  the  shells  and  the 
artillery,  the  noise  of  the  projectiles  striking 
the  cars,  the  hiss  as  they  passed  in  the  air, 
the  grunting  and  puffing  of  the  engine — 
poor,  tortured  thing,  hammered  by  at  least  a 
dozen  shells,  any  one  of  which,  by  penetrating 
the  boiler,  might  have  made  an  end  of  all — 
the  expectation  of  destruction  as  a  matter  of 
course,  the  realization  of  powerlessness,  and 
the  alternations  of  hope  and  despair — all  this 
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for  seventy  minutes  by  the  clock  with  only 
four  inches  of  twisted  iron  work  to  make  the 
difference  between  danger,  captivity,  and 
shame  on  the  one  hand — safety,  freedom, 
and  triumph  on  the  other. 

Nothing  remained  but  to  continue  pound- 
ing at  the  obstructing  corner  in  the  hopes 
that  the  iron  work  would  gradually  be 
twisted  and  torn,  and  thus  give  free  passage. 
As  we  pounded  so  did  the  enemy.  I 
adjured  the  driver  to  be  patient  and  to  push 
gently,  for  it  did  not  seem  right  to  imperil 
the  slender  chance  of  escape  by  running  the 
risk  of  throwing  the  engine  off"  the  line.  But 
after  a  dozen  pushes  had  been  given  with 
apparently  little  result  a  shell  struck  the 
front  of  the  engine,  setting  fire  to  the  wood- 
work, and  he  thereupon  turned  on  more 
steam,  and  with  considerable  momentum  we 
struck  the  obstacle  once  more.  There  was 
a  grinding  crash ;  the  engine  staggered, 
checked,  shore  forward  again,  until  with  a 
clanging,  tearing  sound  it  broke  past  the 
point  of  interception,  and  nothing  but  the 
smooth  line  lay  between  us  and  home. 
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Brilliant  success  now  seemed  won,  for  I 
thought  that  the  rear  and  gun  trucks  were 
following  the  locomotive,  and  that  all  might 
squeeze  into  them,  and  so  make  an  honour- 
able escape.  But  the  longed-for  cup  was 
dashed  aside.  Looking  backward,  I  saw  that 
the  couplings  had  parted  or  had  been  severed 
by  a  shell,  and  that  the  trucks  still  lay  on 
the  wrong  side  of  the  obstruction,  separated 
by  it  from  the  engine.  No  one  dared  to 
risk  imprisoning  the  engine  again  by  making 
it  go  back  for  the  trucks,  so  an  attempt  was 
made  to  drag  the  trucks  up  to  the  engine. 
Owing  chiefly  to  the  fire  of  the  enemy  this 
failed  completely,  and  Captain  Haldane 
determined  to  be  content  with  saving  the 
locomotive.  He  accordingly  permitted  the 
driver  to  retire  along  the  line  slowly,  so  that 
the  infantry  might  get  as  much  shelter  from 
the  ironwork  of  the  engine  as  possible,  and 
the  further  idea  was  to  get  into  some  houses 
near  the  station,  about  800  yards  away,  and 
there  hold  out  while  the  engine  went  for 
assistance. 

As  many  wounded  as  possible  were  piled 
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on  to  the  engine,  standing  in  the  cab,  lying 
on  the  tender,  or  clinging  to  the  cowcatcher. 
And  all  this  time  the  shells  fell  into  the 
wet  earth  throwing  up  white  clouds,  burst 
with  terrifying  detonations  overhead,  or 
actually  struck  the  engine  and  the  iron 
wreckage.  Besides  the  three  field-guns, 
which  proved  to  be  15-pounders,  the  shell- 
firing  Maxim  continued  its  work,  and  its 
little  shells,  discharged  with  an  ugly  thud, 
thud,  thud,  exploded  with  startling  bangs  on 
all  sides.  One  I  remember  struck  the  foot- 
plate of  the  engine  scarcely  a  yard  from  my 
face,  lit  up  into  a  bright  yellow  flash,  and 
left  me  wondering  why  I  was  still  alive. 
Another  hit  the  coals  in  the  tender,  hurling 
a  black  shower  into  the  air.  A  third — ^this 
also  I  saw — struck  the  arm  of  a  private  in 
the  Dublin  Fusiliers.  The  whole  arm  was 
smashed  to  a  horrid  pulp — bones,  muscle, 
blood,  and  uniform  all  mixed  together.  At 
the  bottom  hung  the  hand,  unhurt,  but 
swelled  instantly  to  three  times  its  ordinary 
size.  The  engine  was  soon  crowded  and 
began   to    steam    homewards — a  mournful, 
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sorely  battered  locomotive — with  the  wood- 
work of  the  firebox  in  flames  and  the  water 
spouting  from  its  pierced  tanks.  The 
infantrymen  straggled  along  beside  it  at 
the  double. 

Seeing  the  engine  escaping  the  Boers 
increased  their  fire,  and  the  troops,  hitherto 
somewhat  protected  by  the  iron  trucks,  began 
to  suffer.  The  major  of  volunteers  fell,  shot 
through  the  thigh.  Here  and  there  men 
dropped  on  the  ground,  several  screamed — 
this  is  very  rare  in  war — and  cried  for  help. 
About  a  quarter  of  the  force  was  very 
soon  killed  or  wounded.  The  shells  which 
pursued  the  retreating  soldiers  scattered 
them  all  along  the  track.  Order  and  control 
vanished.  The  engine,  increasing  its  pace, 
drew  out  from  the  thin  crowd  of  fugitives 
and  was  soon  in  safety.  The  infantry  con- 
tinued to  run  down  the  line  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  houses,  and,  in  spite  of  their 
disorder,  I  honestly  consider  that  they  were 
capable  of  making  a  further  resistance  when 
some  shelter  should  be  reached.  But  at 
this  moment  one  of  those  miserable   inci- 
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dents — much  too  frequent  in  this  war — 
occurred. 

A  private  soldier  who  was  wounded,  in 
direct  disobedience  of  the  positive  orders 
that  no  surrender  was  to  be  made,  took  it 
on  himself  to  wave  a  pocket-handkerchief. 
The  Boers  immediately  ceased  firing,  and 
with  equal  daring  and  humanity  a  dozen 
horsemen  galloped  from  the  hills  into  the 
scattered  fugitives,  scarcely  any  of  whom  had 
seen  the  white  flag,  and  several  of  whom 
were  still  firing,  and  called  loudly  on  them  to 
surrender.  Most  of  the  soldiers,  uncertain 
what  to  do,  then  halted,  gave  up  their  arms, 
and  became  prisoners  of  war.  Those  further 
away  from  the  horsemen  continued  to  run 
and  were  shot  or  hunted  down  in  twos  and 
threes,  and  some  made  good  their  escape. 

For  my  part  I  found  myself  on  the  engine 
when  the  obstruction  was  at  last  passed  and 
remained  there  jammed  in  the  cab  next  to 
the  man  with  the  shattered  arm.  In  this  way 
I  travelled  some  500  yards,  and  passed 
through  the  fugitives,  noticing  particularly 
a  young  officer,  Lieutenant  Frankland,  who 
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with  a  happy,  confident  smile  on  his  face  was 
endeavouring  to  rally  his  men.  When  I 
approached  the  houses  where  we  had  re- 
solved to  make  a  stand,  I  jumped  on  to  the 
line,  in  order  to  collect  the  men  as  they 
arrived,  and  hence  the  address  from  which 
this  letter  is  written,  for  scarcely  had  the 
locomotive  left  me  than  I  found  myself  alone 
in  a  shallow  cutting  and  none  of  our  soldiers, 
who  had  all  surrendered  on  the  way,  to  be 
seen.  Then  suddenly  there  appeared  on  the 
line  at  the  end  of  the  cutting  two  men  not  in 
uniform.  '  Platelayers,'  I  said  to  myself,  and 
then,  with  a  surge  of  realisation,  *  Boers.' 
My  mind  retains  a  momentary  impression  of 
these  tall  figures,  full  of  animated  movement, 
clad  in  dark  flapping  clothes,  with  slouch, 
storm-driven  hats  poising  on  their  rifles  hardly 
a  hundred  yards  away.  I  turned  and  ran 
between  the  rails  of  the  track,  and  the  only 
thought  I  achieved  was  this,  *  Boer  marks- 
manship.' Two  bullets  passed,  both  within 
a  foot,  one  on  either  side.  I  flung  myself 
against  the  banks  of  the  cutting.  But  they 
gave  no  cover.       Another    glance    at  the 
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figures  ;  one  was  now  kneeling  to  aim.  Again 
I  darted  forward.  Movement  seemed  the 
only  chance.  Again  two  soft  kisses  sucked 
in  the  air,  but  nothing  struck  me.  This 
could  not  endure.  I  must  get  out  of  the  cut- 
ting— that  damnable  corridor.  I  scrambled 
up  the  bank.  The  earth  sprang  up  beside 
me,  and  something  touched  my  hand,  but 
outside  the  cutting  was  a  tiny  depression.  I 
crouched  in  this,  struggling  to  get  my  wind. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  railway  a  horseman 
galloped  up,  shouting  to  me  and  waving  his 
hand.  He  was  scarcely  forty  yards  off. 
With  a  rifle  I  could  have  killed  him  easily. 
I  knew  nothing  of  white  flags,  and  the 
bullets  had  made  me  savage.  I  reached 
down  for  my  Mauser  pistol.  'This  one  at 
least,'  I  said,  and  indeed  it  was  a  certainty  ; 
but  alas !  I  had  left  the  weapon  in  the  cab  of 
the  engine  in  order  to  be  free  to  work  at  the 
wreckage.  What  then  ?  There  was  a  wire 
fence  between  me  and  the  horseman.  Should 
I  continue  to  fly  ?  The  idea  of  another  shot 
at  such  a  short  range  decided  me.  Death 
stood  before  me,  grim  sullen  Death  without 
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his  light-hearted  companion,  Chance.  So  I 
held  up  my  hand,  and  like  Mr.  Jorrocks's 
foxes,  cried  *Capivy.'  Then  I  was  herded 
with  the  other  prisoners  in  a  miserable  group, 
and  about  the  same  time  I  noticed  that  my 
hand  was  bleeding,  and  it  began  to  pour  with 
rain. 

Two  days  before  I  had  written  to  an 
officer  in  high  command  at  home,  whose 
friendship  I  have  the  honour  to  enjoy : 
*  There  has  been  a  great  deal  too  much 
surrendering  in  this  war,  and  I  hope  people 
who  do  so  will  not  be  encouraged.'  Fate 
had  intervened,  yet  though  her  tone  was  full 
of  irony  she  seemed  to  say,  as  I  think 
Ruskin  once  said,  *  It  matters  very  little 
whether  your  judgments  of  people  are  true 
or  untrue,  and  very  much  whether  they  are 
kind  or  unkind,'  and  repeating  that  I  will 
make  an  end. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

PRISONERS     OF    WAR 

Pretoria  :  November  24,  1899. 

The  position  of  a  prisoner  of  war  is  painful 
and  humiliating.  A  man  tries  his  best  to 
kill  another,  and  finding  that  he  cannot 
succeed  asks  his  enemy  for  mercy.  The 
laws  of  war  demand  that  this  should  be 
accorded,  but  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel  a 
sense  of  humbling  obligation  to  the  captor 
from  whose  hand  we  take  our  lives.  All 
military  pride,  all  independence  of  spirit 
must  be  put  aside.  These  may  be  carried 
to  the  grave,  but  not  into  captivity.  We 
must  prepare  ourselves  to  submit,  to  obey,  to 
endure.  Certain  things — sufficient  food  and 
water  and  protection  during  good  behaviour 
— the  victor  must  supply  or  be  a  savage,  but 
beyond  these  all   else   is  favour.     Favours 
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must  be  accepted  from  those  with  whom  we 
have  a  long  and  bitter  quarrel,  from  those 
who  feel  fiercely  that  we  seek  to  do  them 
cruel  injustice.  The  dog  who  has  been 
whipped  must  be  thankful  for  the  bone  that 
is  flung  to  him. 

When  the  prisoners  captured  after  the 
destruction  of  the  armoured  train  had  been 
disarmed  and  collected  in  a  group  we  found 
that  there  were  fifty-six  unwounded  or 
slightly  wounded  men,  besides  the  more 
serious  cases  lying  on  the  scene  of  the 
fight  The  Boers  crowded  round,  looking 
curiously  at  their  prize,  and  we  ate  a  little 
chocolate  that  by  good  fortune — for  we  had 
had  no  breakfast — was  in  our  pockets,  and 
sat  down  on  the  muddy  ground  to  think. 
The  rain  streamed  down  from  a  dark  leaden 
sky,  and  the  coats  of  the  horses  steamed  in 
the  damp.  *  Voorwarts,'  said  a  voice,  and, 
forming  in  a  miserable  procession,  two 
wretched  officers,  a  bare-headed,  tattered 
Correspondent,  four  sailors  with  straw  hats 
and  'H.M.S.  Tartar'  in  gold  letters  on  the 
ribbons — ill-timed     jauntiness — some     fifty 
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soldiers  and  volunteers,  and  two  or  three 
railwaymen,  we  started,  surrounded  by  the 
active  Boer  horsemen.  Yet,  as  we  climbed 
the  low  hills  that  surrounded  the  place  of 
combat  I  looked  back  and  saw  the  engine 
steaming  swiftly  away  beyond  Frere  Station. 
Something  at  least  was  saved  from  the  ruin  ; 
information  would  be  carried  to  the  troops  at 
Estcourt,  a  good  many  of  the  troops  and 
some  of  the  wounded  would  escape,  the  loco- 
motive was  itself  of  value,  and  perhaps  in 
saving  all  these  things  some  little  honour 
had  been  saved  as  well. 

*  You  need  not  walk  fast,'  said  a  Boer  in 
excellent  English;  'take  your  time.'  Then 
another,  seeing  me  hatless  in  the  downpour, 
threw  me  a  soldiers  cap— one  of  the  Irish 
Fusilier  caps,  taken,  probably,  near  Lady- 
smith.  So  they  were  not  cruel  men,  these 
enemy.  That  was  a  great  surprise  to  me, 
for  I  had  read  much  of  the  literature  of  this 
land  of  lies,  and  fully  expected  every  hard- 
ship and  indignity.^  At  length  we  reached 
the  guns  which  had  played  on  us  for  so  many 
minutes — two  strangely  long  barrels  sitting 
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very  low  on  carriages  of  four  wheels,  like  a 
break  in  which  horses  are  exercised.  They 
looked  offensively  modern,  and  I  wondered 
why  our  Army  had  not  got  field  artillery  with 
fixed  ammunition  and  8,000  yards  range. 
Some  officers  and  men  of  the  Staats  Artillerie, 
dressed  in  a  drab  uniform  with  blue  facings, 
approached  us.  The  commander,  Adjutant 
Roos — ^as  he  introduced  himself — made  a 
polite  salute.  He  regretted  the  unfortunate 
circumstances  of  our  meeting  ;  he  compli- 
mented the  officers  on  their  defence — of 
course,  it  was  hopeless  from  the  first;  he 
trusted  his  fire  had  not  annoyed  us ;  we 
should,  he  thought,  understand  the  necessity 
for  them  to  continue ;  above  all  he  wanted 
to  know  how  the  engine  had  been  able  to  get 
away,  and  how  the  line  could  have  been 
cleared  of  wreckage  under  his  guns.  In  fact, 
he  behaved  as  a  good  professional  soldier 
should,  and  his  manner  impressed  me. 

We  waited  here  near  the  guns  for  half 
an  hour,  and  meanwhile  the  Boers  searched 
amid  the  wreckage  for  dead  and  wounded. 
A   few   of  the   wounded   were   brought   to 
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where  we  were,  and  laid  on  the  ground,  but 
most  of  them  were  placed  in  the  shelter  of 
one  of  the  overturned  trucks.  As  I  write  I 
do  not  know  with  any  certainty  what  the 
total  losses  were,  but  the  Boers  say  that 
they  buried  five  dead,  sent  ten  seriously 
wounded  into  Ladysmith,  and  kept  three 
severely  wounded  in  their  field  ambulances. 
Besides  this,  we  are  told  that  sixteen  severely 
wounded  escaped  on  the  engine,  and  we 
have  with  the  prisoners  seven  men,  includ- 
ing myself,  slightly  wounded  by  splinters 
or  injured  in  the  derailment  If  this  be 
approximately  correct,  it  seems  that  the 
casualties  in  the  hour  and  a  half  of  fighting 
were  between  thirty-five  and  forty:  not 
many,  perhaps,  considering  the  fire,  but  out 
of  1 2C  enough  at  least. 

After  a  while  we  were  ordered  to  march 
on,  and  looking  over  the  crest  of  the  hill  a 
strange  and  impressive  sight  met  the  eye. 
Only  about  300  men  had  attacked  the  train, 
and  I  had  thought  that  this  was  the  en- 
terprise of  a  separate  detachment,  but  as 
the  view  extended  I  saw  that  this  was  only 
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a  small  part  of  a  large,  powerful  force 
marching  south,  under  the  personal  direction 
of  General  Joubert,  to  attack  Estcourt. 
Behind  every  hill,  thinly  veiled  by  the 
driving  rain,  masses  of  mounted  men, 
arranged  in  an  orderly  disorder,  were  halted, 
and  from  the  rear  long,  columns  of  horsemen 
rode  steadily  forward.  Certainly  I  did  not 
see  less  than  3,000,  and  I  did  not  see  nearly 
all.  Evidently  an  important  operation  was 
in  progress,  and  a  collision  either  at  Estcourt 
or  Mooi  River  impended.  This  was  the  long 
expected  advance  :  worse  late  than  never. 

Our  captors  conducted  us  to  a  rough  tent 
which  had  been  set  up  in  a  hollow  in  one  of 
the  hills,  and  which  we  concluded  was  General 
Joubert's  headquarters.  Here  we  were 
formed  in  a  line,  and  soon  surrounded  by  a 
bearded  crowd  of  Boers  cloaked  in  mackin- 
tosh. I  explained  that  I  was  a  Special 
Correspondent,  and  asked  to  see  General 
Joubert.  But  in  the  throng  it  was  impossible 
to  tell  who  were  the  superiors.  My  creden- 
tials were  taken  from  me  by  a  man  who  said 
he  was  a  Field  Cornet,  and  who  promised 
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that  they  should  be  laid  before  the  General 
forthwith.  Meanwhile  we  waited  in  the  rain, 
and  the  Boers  questioned  us.  My  certificate 
as  a  correspondent  bore  a  name  better  known 
than  liked  in  the  Transvaal.  Moreover,  some 
of  the  private  soldiers  had  been  talking.  *  You 
are  the  son  of  Lord  Randolph  Churchill?' 
said  a  Scottish  Boer,  abruptly.  I  did  not 
deny  the  fact  Immediately  there  was  much 
talking,  and  all  crowded  round  me,  looking 
and  pointing,  while  I  heard  my  name 
repeated  on  every  side.  '  I  am  a  news- 
paper correspondent,*  I  said,  *  and  you  ought 
not  to  hold  me  prisoner.*  The  Scottish  Boer 
laughed.  'Oh,*  he  said,  *we  do  not  catch 
lords*  sons  every  day.'  Whereat  they  all 
chuckled,  and  began  to  explain  that  I  should 
be  allowed  to  play  football  at  Pretoria. 

All  this  time  I  was  expecting  to  be 
brought  before  General  Joubert,  from  whom 
I  had  some  hopes  I  should  obtain  assurances 
that  my  character  as  a  press  correspondent 
would  berespected.  But  suddenly  a  mounted 
man  rode  up  and  ordered  the  prisoners  to 
march  away  towards  Colenso.     The  escort, 
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twenty  horsemen,  closed  round  us.  I  ad- 
dressed their  leader,  and  demanded  either  that 
I  should  be  taken  before  the  General,  or  that 
my  credentials  should  be  given  back.  But 
the  so-called  Field  Cornet  was  not  to  be 
seen.  The  only  response  was,  '  Voorwarts,' 
and  as  it  seemed  useless,  undignified,  and 
even  dangerous  to  discuss  the  matter  further 
with  these  people,  I  turned  and  marched  off 
with  the  rest 

We  tramped  for  six  hours  across  sloppy 
fields  and  along  tracks  deep  and  slippery 
with  mud,  while  the  rain  fell  in  a  steady 
downpour  and  soaked  everyone  to  the  skin. 
The  Boer  escort  told  us  several  times  not  to 
hurry  and  to  go  our  own  pace,  and  once  they 
allowed  us  to  halt  for  a  few  moments.  But 
we  had  had  neither  food  nor  water,  and  it  was 
with  a  feeling  of  utter  weariness  that  I  saw 
the  tin  roofs  of  Colenso  rise  in  the  distance. 
We  were  put  into  a  corrugated  iron  shed 
near  the  station,  the  floors  of  which  were 
four  inches  deep  with  torn  railway  forms  and 
account  books.  Here  we  flung  ourselves 
down  exhausted,  and  what  with  the  shame. 
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the  disappointment,  the  excitement  of  the 
morning,  the  misery  of  the  present,  and 
physical  weakness,  it  seemed  that  love  of  life 
was  gone,  and  I  thought  almost  with  envy 
of  a  soldier  I  had  seen  during  the  fight  lying 
quite  still  on  the  embankment,  secure  in  the 
calm  philosophy  of  death  from  '  the  slings  and 
arrows  of  outrageous  fortune.' 

After  the  Boers  had  lit  two  fires  they 
opened  one  of  the  doors  of  the  shed  and  told 
us  we  might  come  forth  and  dry  ourselves. 
A  newly  slaughtered  ox  lay  on  the  ground, 
and  strips  of  his  flesh  were  given  to  us. 
These  we  toasted  on  sticks  over  the  fire  and 
ate  greedily,  though  since  the  animal  had 
been  alive  five  minutes  before  one  felt  a 
kind  of  cannibal.  Other  Boers  not  of  our 
escort  who  were  occupying  Colenso  came  to 
look  at  us.  With  two  of  these  who  were 
brothers,  English  by  race,  Afrikanders  by 
birth,  Boers  by  choice,  I  had  some  conversa- 
tion. The  war,  they  said,  was  going  well. 
Of  course,  it  was  a  great  matter  to  face  the 
power  and  might  of  the  British  Empire,  still 
they  were  resolved.     They  would  drive  the 
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English  out  of  South  Africa  for  ever,  or  else 
fight  to  the  last  man.     I  said  : 

'  You  attempt  the  impossible.  Pretoria 
will  be  taken  by  the  middle  of  March. 
What  hope  have  you  of  withstanding  a 
hundred  thousand  soldiers  ? ' 

'  If  I  thought/  said  the  younger  of  the 
two  brothers  vehemently,  'that  the  Dutchmen 
would  give  in  because  Pretoria  was  taken,  I 
would  smash  my  rifle  on  those  metals  this 
very  moment.  We  will  fight  for  ever.'  I 
could  only  reply : 

'  Wait  and  see  how  you  feel  when  the 
tide  is  running  the  other  way.  It  does  not 
seem  so  easy  to  die  when  death  is  near.' 
The  man  said, 

'  I  will  wait.' 

Then  we  made  friends.  I  told  him  that  I 
hoped  he  would  come  safely  through  the 
war,  and  live  to  see  a  happier  and  a  nobler 
South  Africa  under  the  flag  which  had  been 
good  enough  for  his  forefathers;  and  he 
took  off  his  blanket — which  he  was  wearing 
with  a  hole  in  the  middle  like  a  cloak — ^and 
gave   it  to  me  to  sleep  in.     So  we  parted. 
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and  presently,  as  night  fell,  the  Field  Cornet 
who  had  us  in  charge  bade  us  carry  a  little 
forage  into  the  shed  to  sleep  on,  and  then 
locked  us  up  in  the  dark,  soldiers,  sailors, 
officers,  and  Correspondent — a  broken- 
spirited  jumble. 

I  could  not  sleep.  Vexation  of  spirit,  a 
cold  night,  and  wet  clothes  withheld  sweet 
oblivion.  The  rights  and  wrongs  of  the 
quarrel,  the  fortunes  and  chances  of  the  war, 
forced  themselves  on  the  mind.  What  men 
they  were,  these  Boers !  I  thought  of  them 
as  I  had  seen  them  in  the  morning  riding 
forward  through  the  rain — thousands  of 
independent  riflemen,  thinking  for  them- 
selves, possessed  of  beautiful  weapons,  led 
with  skill,  living  as  they  rode  without 
commissariat  or  transport  or  ammunition 
column,  moving  like  the  wind,  and  supported 
by  iron  constitutions  and  a  stern,  hard  Old 
Testament  God  who  should  surely  smite  the 
Amalekites  hip  and  thigh.  And  then,  above 
the  rain  storm  that  beat  loudly  on  the 
corrugated  iron,  I  heard  the  sound  of  a 
chaunt.      The    Boers    were    singing    their 
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evening  psalm,  and  the  menacing  notes — 
more  full  of  indignant  war  than  love  and 
mercy — struck  a  chill  into  my  heart,  so  that 
I  thought  after  all  that  the  war  was  unjust, 
that  the  Boers  were  better  men  than  we, 
that  Heaven  was  against  us,  that  Lady- 
smith,  Mafeking,  and  Kimberley  would  fall, 
that  the  Estcourt  garrison  would  perish,  that 
foreign  Powers  would  intervene,  that  we 
should  lose  South  Africa,  and  that  that  would 
be  the  beginning  of  the  end.  So  for  the 
time  I  despaired  of  the  Empire,  nor  was  it 
till  the  morning  sun — all  the  brighter  after 
the  rain  storms,  all  the  warmer  after  the 
chills — struck  in  through  the  windows  that 
things  reassumed  their  true  colours  and  pro- 
portions. 
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CHAPTER   IX 

THROUGH  THE  DUTCH  CAMPS 

Pretoria  :  November  30,  1899. 

The  bitter  wind  of  disappointment  pierces 
even  the  cloak  of  sleep.  Moreover,  the 
night  was  cold  and  the  wet  clothes  chilled  and 
stiffened  my  climbs,  provoking  restless  and 
satisfactory  dreams.  I  was  breakfasting  with 
President  Kruger  and  General  Joubert 
'  Have  some  jam,'  said  the  President. 
*  Thanks,'  I  replied,  *  I  would  rather  have 
marmalade.'  But  there  was  none.  Their 
evident  embarrassment  communicated  itself 
to  me.  *  Never  mind;*  I  said,  '  I'd  just  as 
soon  have  jam.'  But  the  President  was 
deeply  moved.  *  No,  no,'  he  cried  ;  '  we  are 
not  barbarians.  Whatever  you  are  entitled 
to  you  shall   have,   if  I   have  to  send   to 
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Johannesburg  for  it'    So  he  got  up  to  ring 
the  bell,  and  with  the  clang  I  woke. 

The  first  light  of  dawn  was  just  peering 
in  through  the  skylight  of  the  corrugated 
iron  shed.  The  soldiers  lay  in  a  brown  litter 
about  the  floor,  several  snoring  horribly. 
The  meaning  of  it  came  home  with  a  slap. 
Imprisoned ;  not  able  to  come  and  go  at  will  ; 
about  to  be  dragged  off  and  put  in  some 
secluded  place  while  others  fought  the  great 
quarrel  to  the  end  ;  out  of  it  all — like  a  pawn 
taken  early  in  the  game  and  flung  aside  into 
the  box.  I  groaned  with  vexation,  and,  sit- 
ting up,  aroused  Frankland,  who  shared  my 
blanket  Then  the  Boers  unlocked  the  doors 
and  ordered  us  to  get  ready  to  march  at 
once. 

The  forage  which  we  had  spread  on  the 
floor  rustled,  and  the  first  idea  of  escape 
crossed  my  mind.  Why  not  lie  buried  under- 
neath this  litter  until  prisoners  and  escort  had 
marched  away  together  ?  Would  they  count  ? 
Would  they  notice  ?  I  did  not  think  so. 
They  would  reason — we  know  they  all  went 
in;  it  is  certain   none  could   have  escaped 
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during  the  night :  therefore  all  must  be  here 
this  morning.  Suppose  they  missed  me  ? 
*  Where  is  the  '*  reporter,"  with  whom  we 
talked  last  evening  ?'  Haldane  would  reply 
that  he  must  have  slipped  out  of  the  door 
before  it  was  shut.  They  might  scour  the 
country ;  but  would  they  search  the  shed  ? 
It  seemed  most  unlikely.  The  scheme 
pleased  my  fancy  exceedingly,  and  I  was 
just  resolving  to  conceal  myself,  when  one 
of  the  guards  entered  and  ordered  everyone 
to  file  out  forthwith. 

We  chewed  a  little  more  of  the  ox,  slain 
and  toasted  the  night  before,  and  drank  some 
rainwater  from  a  large  puddle,  and,  after  this 
frugal  breakfast,  intimated  that  we  were 
ready.  Then  we  set  out — a  sorry  gang  of 
dirty,  tramping  prisoners,  but  yesterday  the 
soldiers  of  the  Queen ;  while  the  fierce  old 
farmers  cantered  their  ponies  about  the  veldt 
or  closed  around  the  column,  looking  at  us 
from  time  to  time  with  irritating  disdain  and 
still  more  irritating  pity.  We  marched  across 
the  waggon  bridge  of  the  Tugela,  and  follow- 
ing the  road,  soon  entered  the  hills.    Among 


THROUGH  THE  DUTCH  CAMPS     II3 

these  we  journeyed  for  several  hours,  wading 
across  the  gullies  which  the  heavy  rains  had 
turned  into  considerable  streams  and  perse- 
cuted by  the  slanting  rays  of  the  sun.  Here 
and  there  parties  of  Boers  met  us,  and  much 
handshaking  and  patting  on  the  back  ensued 
between  the  newcomers  and  our  escort. 
Once  we  halted  at  a  little  field  hospital — ^a 
dozen  tents  and  waggons  with  enormous 
red-cross  flags,  tucked  away  in  a  deep 
hollow. 

We  passed  through  Pieters  without  a 
check  at  the  same  toilsome  plod  and  on  to 
Nelthorpe.  Here  we  began  to  approach 
the  Dutch  lines  of  investment  round  Lady- 
smith,  and  the  advance  of  half  an  hour 
brought  us  to  a  very  strong  picket,  where  we 
were  ordered  to  halt  and  rest.  Nearly  two 
hundred  Boers  swarmed  round  in  a  circle  and 
began  at  once — for  they  are  all  keen  politicians 
and  as  curious  as  children — to  ask  questions 
of  every  sort.  What  did  we  think  of  South 
Africa  ?  Would  we  like  to  go  in  an  armoured 
train  again  ?  How  long  would  the  English 
go  on  fighting  ?     When  would  the  war  end  ? 

I 
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and  the  reply,  '  When  you  are  beaten,'  was 
received  with  shouts  of  laughter. 

'Oh  no,  old  chappie,  you  can  never 
beat  us.  Look  at  Mafeking.  We  have  taken 
Mafeking.  You  will  find  Baden  Powell 
waiting  for  you  at  Pretoria.  Kimberley,  too, 
will  fall  this  week.  Rhodes  is  trying  to 
escape  in  a  balloon,  disguised  as  a  woman — 
a  fine  woman.'  Great  merriment  at  this. 
*  What  about  Ladysmith  ? '  *  Ten  days.  Ten 
days  more  and  then  we  shall  have  some 
whisky.'  Listen.  There  was  the  boom  of 
a  heavy  gun,  and,  turning,  I  saw  the  white 
cloud  of  smoke  hanging  on  the  crest  of 
Bulwana. 

*That  goes  on  always,'  said  the  Boer. 
'  Can  any  soldiers  bear  that  long.^  Oh,  you  will 
find  all  the  English  army  at  Pretoria.  Indeed, 
if  it  were  not  for  the  sea-sickness  we  would 
take  England.  Besides,  do  you  think  the 
European  Powers  will  allow  you  to  bully 
us?' 

I  said,  *  Why  bully  if  you  are  so  strong  ?  ' 
'  Well,  why  should  you  come  and  invade 
our  country  ? ' 
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*Your  country?  I  thought  this  was 
Natal; 

*  So  it  is  :  but  Natal  is  ours.  You  stole 
it  from  us.  Now  we  take  it  back  again. 
That's  all.' 

A  hum  of  approval  ran  round  the  grinning 
circle.  An  old  Boer  came  up.  He  did  not 
understand  what  induced  the  soldiers  to  go 
in  the  armoured  train.  Frankland  replied, 
'  Ordered  to.  Don't  you  have  to  obey  your 
orders  ? ' 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  in  bewilder- 
ment, then  he  observed,  *  I  fight  to  kill :  I  do 
not  fight  to  be  killed.  If  the  Field  Cornet 
was  to  order  me  to  go  in  an  armoured  train, 
I  would  say  to  him,  "  Field  Cornet,  go  to 
hell."' 

'  Ah,  you  are  not  soldiers.' 

'  But  we  catch  soldiers  and  kill  soldiers 
and  make  soldiers  run  away.' 

There  was  a  general  chorus  of  '  Yaw, 
yaw,  yaw,'  and  grunts  of  amusement 

'  You  English,'  said  a  well-dressed  man, 
'die  for  your  country:  we  Afrikanders  live 
for  ours.' 

I  2 
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I  said,  *  Surely  you  don  t  think  you  will 
win  this  war  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes ;  we  will  win  all  right  this  time, 
just  the  same  as  before.' 

*  But  it  is  not  the  same  as  before.  Glad- 
stone is  dead,  they  are  determined  at 
home.  If  necessary  they  will  send  three 
hundred  thousand  men  and  spend  a  hundred 
millions.' 

*  We  are  not  afraid  ;  no  matter  how  many 
thousand  penny  soldiers  you  send,'  and  an 
English  Boer  added,  '  Let  'em  all  come.' 

But  there  was  one  discordant  note  in  the 
full  chorus  of  confidence.  It  recurred  again 
and  again.  *  Where  is  BuUer  ? '  '  When  is 
BuUer  coming  ? '  These  merry  fellows  were 
not  without  their  doubts. 

*  He  will  come  when  the  army  is  ready.* 
'  But  we  have  beaten  the  army.' 

*  No,  the  war  has  not  begun  yet' 

'  It's  all  over  for  you,  old  chappie,  anyway.' 

It  was  a  fair  hit     I  joined  the  general 

laughter,  and,  reviewing  the  incident  by  the 

light  of  subsequent  events,  feel  I  had  some 

right  to. 


THROUGH   THE   DUTCH   CAMPS  II7 

Very  soon  after  this  we  were  ordered  to 
march  again,  and  we  began  to  move  to  the 
eastward  in  the  direction  of  the  Bulwana  Hill, 
descending  as  we  did  so  into  the  valley  of  the 
Klip  River.  The  report  of  the  intermittent 
guns  engaged  in  the  bombardment  of  Lady- 
smith  seemed  very  loud  and  near,  and  the  sound 
of  the  British  artillery  making  occasional  reply 
could  be  plainly  distinguished.  After  we  had 
crossed  the  railway  line  beyond  Nelthorpe  I 
caught  sight  of  another  evidence  of  the  proxi- 
mity of  friends.  High  above  the  hills,  to  the 
left  of  the  path,  hung  a  speck  of  gold-beater  s 
skin.  It  was  the  Lady  smith  balloon.  There, 
scarcely  two  miles  away,  were  safety  and 
honour.  The  soldiers  noticed  the  balloon 
too.  *  Those  are  our  blokes,'  they  said.  *  We 
ain't  all  finished  yet,'  and  so  they  comforted 
themselves,  and  a  young  sergeant  advanced 
a  theory  that  the  garrison  would  send  out 
cavalry  to  rescue  us. 

We  kept  our  eyes  on  the  balloon  till  it 
was  hidden  by  the  hills,  and  I  thought  of  all 
that  lay  at  the  bottom  of  its  rope.  Be- 
leaguered Ladysmith,  with  its  shells,  its  flies, 


Il8  LONDON    TO    LADYSMITH 

its  fever,  and  its  filth  seemed  a  glorious 
paradise  to  me. 

We  forded  the  Klip  River  breast  high, 
and,  still  surrounded  by  our  escort,  trudged 
on  towards  the  laagers  behind  Bulwana.  But 
it  wasjust  three  o'clock,  after  about  ten  hours' 
marching,  that  we  reached  the  camp  where 
we  were  to  remain  for  the  night  Having 
had  no  food — except  the  toasted  ox,  a  dis- 
gusting form  of  nourishment — and  being 
besides  unused  to  walking  far,  I  was  so 
utterly  worn  out  on  arrival  that  at  first  I 
cared  for  nothing  but  to  lie  down  under  the 
shade  of  a  bush.  But  after  the  Field- 
Cornet  had  given  us  some  tea  and  bully  beef, 
and  courteously  bidden  us  to  share  the 
shelter  of  his  tent,  I  felt  equal  to  further 
argument. 

The  Boers  were  delighted  and  crowded 
into  the  small  tent. 

'  Will  you  tell  us  why  there  is  this  war  ?  * 

I  said  that  it  was  because  they  wanted  to 
beat  us  out  of  South  Africa  and  we  did  not 
like  the  idea. 

'  Oh  no,  that  is  not  the  reason.'     Now 
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that  the  war  had  begun  they  would  drive  the 
British  into  the  sea  ;  but  if  we  had  been  con- 
tent with  what  we  had  they  would  not  have 
interfered  with  us — except  to  get  a  port  and 
have  their  full  independence  recognised. 

'  I  will  tell  you  what  is  the  real  cause  of 
this  war.  It's  all  those  damned  capitalists. 
They  want  to  steal  our  country,  and  they 
have  bought  Chamberlain,  and  now  these 
three,  Rhodes,  Beit,  and  Chamberlain,  think 
they  will  have  the  Rand  to  divide  between 
them  afterwards.' 

*  Don't  you  know  that  the  gold  mines 
are  the  property  of  the  shareholders,  many 
of  whom  are  foreigners — Frenchman  and 
Germans  and  others  ?  After  the  war,  what- 
ever government  rules,  they  will  still  belong 
to  these  people.' 

'  What  are  we  fighting  for  then  ? ' 

*  Because  you  hate  us  bitterly,  and  have 
armed  yourselves  in  order  to  attack  us,  and 
we  naturally  chose  to  fight  when  we  are  not 
occupied  elsewhere.  "Agree  with  thine 
adversary  whiles  thou  art  in  the  way  with 
him."' 
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*  Don't  you  think  it  wicked  to  try  to 
steal  our  country  ? ' 

*  We  only  want  to  protect  ourselves  and 
our  own  interests.  We  didn't  want  your 
country.' 

'  No,  but  the  damned  capitalists  do.* 

*  If  you  had  tried  to  keep  on  friendly  terms 
with  us  there  would  have  been  no  war.  But 
you  want  to  drive  us  out  of  South  Africa. 
Think  of  a  great  Afrikander  Republic — all 
South  Africa  speaking  Dutch — a  United 
States  under  your  President  and  your  Flag, 
sovereign  and  international' 

Their  eyes  glittered.  *  That's  what  we 
want,*  said  one.  '  Yaw,  yaw,'  said  the  others, 
*  and  that's  what  we're  going  to  have.* 

*  Well,  that's  the  reason  of  the  war.' 

*  No,  no.  You  know  it's  those  damned 
capitalists  and  Jews  who  have  caused  the 
war.'  And  the  argument  recommenced  its 
orbit. 

So  the  afternoon  wore  away. 

As  the  evening  fell  the  Commandant  re- 
quired us  to  withdraw  to  some  tents  which 
had  been  pitched  at  the  corner  of  the  laager. 
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A  Special  tent  was  provided  for  the  officers, 
and  now,  for  the  first  time,  they  found  them- 
selves separated  from  their  men.  I  had  a 
moment  in  which  to  decide  whether  I  would 
rank  as  officer  or  private,  and  chose  the 
former,  a  choice  I  was  soon  to  regret. 
Gradually  it  became  night.  The  scene  as 
the  daylight  faded  was  striking  and  the 
circumstances  were  impressive.  The  dark 
shadow  of  Bulwana  mountain  flung  back  over 
the  Dutch  camp,  and  the  rugged,  rock-strewn 
hills  rose  about  it  on  all  sides.  The  great  wag- 
gons were  arranged  to  enclose  a  square,  in  the 
midst  of  which  stood  clusters  of  variously 
shaped  tents  and  lines  of  munching  oxen. 
Within  the  laager  and  around  it  little  fires 
began  to  glow,  and  by  their  light  the  figures 
of  the  Boers  could  be  seen  busy  cooking  and 
eating  their  suppers,  or  smoking  in  moody, 
muttering  groups.  All  was  framed  by  the 
triangular  doorway  of  the  tent,  in  which  two 
ragged,  bearded  men  sat  nursing  their  rifles 
and  gazing  at  their  captives  in  silence.  Nor 
was  it  till  my  companions  prepared  to  sleep 
that  the  stolid  guards  summoned  the  energy 
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and  wit  to  ask,  in  struggling  English  (for 
these  were  real  veldt  Boers),  the  inevitable 
question,  *  And  after  all,  what  are  we  fighting 
for  ?  Why  is  there  this  war  ?  *  But  I  was 
tired  of  arguing,  so  I  said,  *  It  is  the  will  of 
God,'  and  turned  to  rest  with  a  more  confi- 
dent feeling  than  the  night  before,  for  I  felt 
that  these  men  were  wearying  of  the  struggle. 
To  rest  but  not  to  sleep,  for  the  knowledge 
that  the  British  lines  at  Ladysmith  lay  only 
five  miles  away  filled  my  brain  with  hopes 
and  plans  of  escape.  I  had  heard  it  said  that 
all  Dutchmen  slept  between  1 2  and  2  o'clock, 
and  I  waited,  trusting  that  our  sentries  would 
observe  the  national  custom.  But  I  soon 
saw  that  I  should  have  been  better  situated 
with  the  soldiers.  We  three  officers  were 
twenty  yards  from  the  laager,  and  around  our 
little  tent,  as  I  learned  by  peering  through  a 
rent  in  the  canvas,  no  less  than  four  men  were 
posted.  At  intervals  they  were  visited  or 
relieved,  at  times  they  chatted  together  ;  but 
never  for  a  minute  was  their  vigilance  relaxed, 
and  the  continual  clicking  of  the  Mauser 
breech  bolts,  as  they  played  with  their  rifles, 
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unpleasantly  proclaimed  their  attention.  The 
moon  was  full  and  bright,  and  it  was  obvious 
that  no  possible  chance  of  success  awaited  an 
attempt 

With  the  soldiers  the  circumstances  were 
more  favourable.  Their  tent  stood  against 
the  angle  of  the  laager,  and  although  the 
sentries  watched  the  front  and  sides  it  seemed 
to  me  that  a  man  might  crawl  through  the 
back,  and  by  walking  boldly  across  the 
laager  itself  pass  safely  out  into  the  night. 
It  was  certainly  a  road  none  would  expect  a 
fugitive  to  take  ;  but  whatever  its  chances  it 
was  closed  to  me,  for  the  guard  was  changed 
at  midnight  and  a  new  sentry  stationed 
between  our  tent  and  those  near  the  laager. 

I  examined  him  through  the  torn  tent. 
He  was  quite  a  child — a  boy  of  about  fourteen 
— and  needless  to  say  appreciated  the  im- 
portance of  his  duties.  He  played  this 
terrible  game  of  soldiers  with  all  his  heart 
and  soul ;  so  at  last  I  abandoned  the  idea  of 
flight  and  fell  asleep. 

In  the  morning,  before  the  sun  was  up, 
the  Commandant  Davel  came  to  rouse  us. 


124  LONDON    TO   LADYSMITH 

The  prisoners  were  to  march  at  once  to 
Elandslaagte  Station.  '  How  far  ?  *  we 
asked,  anxiously,  for  all  were  very  footsore. 
*  Only  a  very  little  way — five  hours*  slow 
walking.*  We  stood  up — for  we  had  slept 
in  our  clothes  and  cared  nothing  for  wash- 
ing— and  said  that  we  were  ready.  The 
Commandant  then  departed,  to  return  in  a 
few  minutes  bringing  some  tea  and  bully 
beef,  which  he  presented  to  us  with  an 
apology  for  the  plainness  of  the  fare.  He 
asked  an  English-speaking  Boer  to  explain 
that  they  had  nothing  better  themselves. 
After  we  had  eaten  and  were  about  to  set 
forth,  D^vel  said,  through  his  interpreter, 
that  he  would  like  to  know  from  us  that  we 
were  satisfied  with  the  treatment  we  met 
with  at  his  laager.  We  gladly  gave  him  the 
assurance,  and  with  much  respect  bade  good- 
bye to  this  dignified  and  honourable  enemy. 
Then  we  were  marched  away  over  the  hills 
towards  the  north,  skirting  the  picket  line 
round  Ladysmith  to  the  left.  Every  half- 
mile  or  so  the  road  led  through  or  by  some 
Boer  laager,  and  the  occupants — for  it  was  a 
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quiet  day  in  the  batteries — turned  out  in 
hundreds  to  look  at  us.  I  do  not  know  how 
many  men  I  saw,  but  certainly  during  this 
one  march  not  less  than  5,000.  Of  this 
great  number  two  only  offered  insults  to  the 
gang  of  prisoners.  One  was  a  dirty,  mean- 
looking  little  Hollander.  He  said,  *  Well, 
Tommy,  you Ve  got  your  franchise,  anyhow.' 
The  other  was  an  Irishman.  He  addressed 
himself  to  Frankland,  whose  badges  pro- 
claimed his  regiment.  What  he  said  when 
disentangled  from  obscenity  amounted  to 
this :  '  I  am  glad  to  see  you  Dublin  fellows 
in  trouble.'  The  Boers  silenced  him  at  once 
and  we  passed  on.  But  that  was  all  the 
taunting  we  received  during  the  whole 
journey  from  Frere  Station  to  Pretoria,  and 
when  one  remembers  that  the  Burghers  are 
only  common  men  with  hardly  any  real 
discipline,  the  fact  seems  very  remarkable. 
But  little  and  petty  as  it  was  it  galled 
horribly.  The  soldiers  felt  the  sting  and 
scowled  back;  the  officers  looked  straight 
before  them.  Yet  it  was  a  valuable  lesson. 
Only  a  few  days  before  I  had  read  in  the 
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newspapers  of  how  the  Kaffirs  had  jeered  at 
the  Boer  prisoners  when  they  were  marched 
into  Pietermaritzburg,  saying,  '  Where  are 
your  passes  ?  *  It  had  seemed  a  very  harm- 
less joke  then,  but  now  I  understood  how  a 
prisoner  feels  these  things. 

It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  when  we 
reached  Elandslaagte  Station.  A  train 
awaited  the  prisoners.  There  were  six  or 
seven  closed  vans  for  the  men  and  a  first- 
class  carriage  for  the  officers.  Into  a  com- 
partment of  this  we  were  speedily  bundled. 
Two  Boers  with  rifles  sat  themselves  between 
us,  and  the  doors  were  locked.  I  was 
desperately  hungry,  and  asked  for  both  food 
and  water.  *  Plenty  is  coming,*  they  said, 
so  we  waited  patiently,  and  sure  enough,  in 
a  few  minutes  a  railway  official  came  along 
the  platform,  opened  the  door,  and  thrust 
before  us  in  generous  profusion  two  tins  of 
preserved  mutton,  two  tins  of  preserved  fish, 
four  or  five  loaves,  half  a  dozen  pots  of  jam, 
and  a  large  can  of  tea.  As  far  as  I  could 
see  the  soldiers  fared  no  worse.  The  reader 
will  believe  that  we  did  not  stand  on  cere- 
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mony,  but  fell  to  at  once  and  made  the  first 
satisfying  meal  for  three  days.  While  we 
ate  a  great  crowd  of  Boers  gathered  around 
the  train  and  peered  curiously  in  at  the 
windows.  One  of  them  was  a  doctor,  who, 
noticing  that  my  hand  was  bound  up,  in- 
quired whether  I  were  wounded.  The  cut 
caused  by  the  splinter  of  bullet  was  insig- 
nificant, but  since  it  was  ragged  and  had 
received  no  attention  for  two  days  it  had 
begun  to  fester.  I  therefore  showed  him 
my  hand,  and  he  immediately  bustled  off  to 
get  bandages  and  hot  water  and  what  not, 
with  which,  amid  the  approving  grins  of  the 
rough  fellows  who  thronged  the  platform, 
he  soon  bound  me  up  very  correctly. 

The  train  whereby  we  were  to  travel 
was  required  for  other  business  besides  ;  and 
I  noticed  about  a  hundred  Boers  embarking 
with  their  horses  in  a  dozen  large  cattle 
trucks  behind  the  engine.  At  or  about  noon 
we  steamed  off,  moving  slowly  along  the 
line,  and  Captain  Haldane  pointed  out  to 
me  the  ridge  of  Elandslaagte,  and  gave  me 
some    further    account    of    that    successful 
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action  and  of  the  great  skill  with  which 
Hamilton  had  directed  the  infantry  attack. 
The  two  Boers  who  were  guarding  us 
listened  with  great  interest,  but  the  single 
observation  they  made  was  that  we  had  only 
to  fight  Germans  and  Hollanders  at  Elands- 
laagte.     '  If  these  had  been  veldt  Boers  in 

front   of  you '      My  companion  replied 

that  even  then  the  Gordon  Highlanders 
might  have  made  some  progress.  Whereat 
both  Boers  laughed  softly  and  shook  their 
heads  with  the  air  of  a  wiseacre,  saying, 
*  You  will  know  better  when  you're  as  old  as 
me,'  a  remark  I  constantly  endure  from  very 
worthy  people. 

Two  stations  beyond  Elandslaagte  the 
Boer  commando,  or  portion  of  commando, 
left  the  train,  and  the  care  and  thought  that 
had  been  lavished  on  the  military  arrange- 
ments were  very  evident  All  the  stations 
on  the  line  were  fitted  with  special  platforms 
three  or  four  hundred  yards  long,  consisting 
of  earth  embankments  rivetted  with  wood 
towards  the  line  and  sloping  to  the  ground 
on   the   other   side.      The   horsemen   were 
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thereby  enabled  to  ride  their  horses  out  of 
the  trucks,  and  in  a  few  minutes  all  were 
cantering  away  across  the  plain.  One  of  the 
Boer  guards  noticed  the  attention  I  paid  to 
these  arrangements.  'It  is  in  case  we  have 
to  go  back  quickly  to  the  Biggarsberg  or 
Laing's  Nek/  he  explained.  As  we  travelled 
on  I  gradually  fell  into  conversation  with 
this  man.  His  name,  he  told  me,  was 
Spaarwater,  which  he  pronounced  Spare- 
water.  He  was  a  farmer  from  the  Ermolo 
district.  In  times  of  peace  he  paid  little  or 
no  taxes.  For  the  last  four  years  he  had 
escaped  altogether.  The  Field  Cornet,  he 
remarked,  was  a  friend  of  his.  But  for 
such  advantages  he  lay  under  the  obligation 
to  serve  without  pay  in  war-time,  pro- 
viding horse,  forage,  and  provisions.  He 
was  a  polite,  meek-mannered  little  man, 
very  anxious  in  all  the  discussion  to  say 
nothing  that  could  hurt  the  feelings  of  his 
prisoners,  and  I  took  a  great  liking  to  him. 
He  had  fought  at  Dundee.  *  That,'  he  said, 
'  was  a  terrible  battle.  Your  artillery  }  Bang  ! 
bang!  bang !  came  the  shells  all  round  us. 
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And  the  bullets  !  Whew,  don  t  tell  me  the 
soldiers  can  t  shoot.  They  shoot  jolly  well, 
old  chappie.  I,  too,  can  shoot.  I  can  hit  a 
bottle  six  times  out  of  seven  at  a  hundred 
yards,  but  when  there  is  a  battle  then  I  do 
not  shoot  so  well.* 

The  other  man,  who  understood  a  little 
English,  grinned  at  this,  and  muttered  some- 
thing in  Dutch. 

*  What  does  he  say  ?  '  I  inquired. 

*  He  says  *'  He  too,"  '  replied  Spaarwater. 
*  Besides,  we  cannot  see  your  soldiers.  At 
Dundee  I  was  looking  down  the  hill  and 
saw  nothing  except  rows  of  black  boots 
marching  and  the  black  belts  of  one  of  the 
regiments.' 

'  But,'  I  said,  '  you  managed  to  hit  some 
of  them  after  all.' 

He  smiled.  '  Ah,  yes,  we  are  lucky,  and 
God  is  on  our  side.  Why,  after  Dundee, 
when  we  were  retiring,  we  had  to  cross  a 
great  open  plain,  never  even  an  ant-hill, 
and  you  had  put  twelve  great  cannons — I 
counted  them — ^and  Maxims  as  well,  to  shoot 
us  as  we  went :   but  not  one  fired  a  shot. 
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Was  it  not  God's  hand  that  stopped  them  ? 
After  that  we  knew.* 

I  said  :  *  Of  course  the  guns  did  not  fire, 
because  you  had  raised  the  white  flag.' 

*  Yes/  he  answered,  *  to  ask  for  armistice, 
but  not  to  give  in.  We  are  not  going  to 
give  in  yet.  Besides,  we  have  heard  that 
your  Lancers  speared  our  wounded  at  Elands- 
laagte.'  We  were  getting  on  dangerous 
ground.  He  hastened  to  turn  the  subject. 
*  It  s  all  those  lying  newspapers  that  spread 
these  reports  on  both  sides,  just  like  the 
capitalists  made  the  war  by  lying.' 

A  little  further  on  the  ticket  collector 
came  to  join  in  the  conversation.  He  was  a 
Hollander,  and  very  eloquent 

'Why  should  you  English  take  this 
country  away  from  us.^'  he  asked,  and  the 
silent  Boer  chimed  in  in  broken  English. 
'  Are  not  our  farms  our  own  ?  Why  must 
we  fight  for  thei^  ? ' 

I  endeavoured  to  explain  the  ground  of 
our  quarrel.  *  After  all  British  government 
is  not  a  tyranny.' 

*  It's  no  good  for  a  working-man,*   said 

K3 
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the  ticket  collector;  Mook  at  Kimberley. 
Kimberley  was  a  good  place  to  live  in  before 
the  capitalists  collared  it  Look  at  it  now. 
Look  at  me.     What  are  my  wages  ? ' 

I  forget  what  he  said  they  were,  but 
they  were  extraordinary  wages  for  a  ticket 
collector. 

*  Do  you  suppose  I  should  get  such  wages 
under  the  English  Government?' 

I  said  *  No.' 

*  There  you  are,'  he  said.  *No  English 
Government  for  me,'  and  added  incon- 
sequently,  *  We  fight  for  our  freedom.' 

Now  I  thought  I  had  an  argument  that 
would  tell.  I  turned  to  the  farmer,  who  had 
been  listening  approvingly : 

*  Those  are  very  good  wages.' 
'  Ah,  yes.' 

*  Where  does  the  money  come  from  ? ' 
'Oh,  from  the  taxes  .  .  .  and  from  the 

railroad.' 

*  Well,  now,  you  send  a  good  deal  of  your 
produce  by  rail,  I  suppose  ? ' 

*  Ya '  (an  occasional  lapse  into  Dutch). 

*  Don't  you  find  the  rates  very  high  ? ' 
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*  Ya,  ya,'  said  both  the  Boers  together ; 
'  very  high.' 

'That  is  because  he'  (pointing  to  the 
ticket  collector)  '  is  getting  such  good  wages. 
You  are  paying  them.'  At  this  they  both 
laughed  heartily,  and  Spaarwater  said  that 
that  was  quite  true,  and  that  the  rates  were 
too  high. 

'  Under  the  English  Government,'  I  said, 
'  he  will  not  get  such  high  wages ;  you  will 
not  have  to  pay  such  high  rates.*  . 

They  received  the  conclusion  in  silence. 
Then  Spaarwater  said,  '  Yes,  but  we  shall 
have  to  pay  a  tribute  to  your  Queen.' 

'  Does  Cape  Colony  ? '  I  asked. 

*  Well,  what  about  that  ironclad  ? ' 

'A  present,  a  free-will  offering  because 
they  are  contented — as  you  will  be  some 
day — under  our  flag.' 

*  No,  no,  old  chappie,  we  don't  want  your 
flag ;  we  want  to  be  left  alone.  We  are 
free,  you  are  not  free.' 

*  How  do  you  mean  "  not  free  "  ? ' 

'  Well,  is  it  right  that  a  dirty  Kaffir  should 
walk  on  the  pavement — without  a  pass  too  ? 
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That's  what  they  do  in  your  British  Colonies. 
Brother!  Equal!  Ugh!  Free!  Not  a  bit. 
We  know  how  to  treat  Kaffirs.' 

Probing  at  random  I  had  touched  a  very 
sensitive  nerve.  We  had  got  down  from 
underneath  the  political  and  reached  the  social 
What  is  the  true  and  original  root  of  Dutch 
aversion  to  British  rule  ?  It  is  not  Slagters 
Nek,  nor  Broomplatz,  nor  Majuba,  nor  the 
Jameson  Raid.  Those  incidents  only  fostered 
its  growth.  It  is  the  abiding  fear  and 
hatred  of  the  movement  that  seeks  to  place 
the  native  on  a  level  with  the  white  man. 
British  government  is  associated  in  the  Boer 
farmer  s  mind  with  violent  social  revolution. 
Black  is  to  be  proclaimed  the  same  as  white. 
The  servant  is  to  be  raised  against  the  master  ; 
the  Kaffir  is  to  be  declared  the  brother  of 
the  European,  to  be  constituted  his  legal 
equal,  to  be  armed  with  political  rights.  The 
dominant  race  is  to  be  deprived  of  their 
superiority  ;  nor  is  a  tigress  robbed  of  her 
cubs  more  furious  than  is  the  Boer  at  this 
prospect. 

I  mused  on  the  tangled  skein  of  politics 
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and  party  principles.  This  Boer  farmer  was 
a  very  typical  character,  and  represented  to 
my  mind  all  that  was  best  and  noblest  in  the 
African  Dutch  character.  Supposing  he  had 
been  conducting  Mr.  Morley  to  Pretoria,  not 
as  a  prisoner  of  war,  but  as  an  honoured 
guest,  instead  of  me,  what  would  their 
conversation  have  been.**  How  excellently 
they  would  have  agreed  on  the  general  ques- 
tion of  the  war !  I  could  imagine  the  farmer 
purring  with  delight  as  his  distinguished 
charge  dilated  in  polished  sentences  upon 
liberty  and  the  rights  of  nationalities.  Both 
would  together  have  bewailed  the  horrors  of 
war  and  the  crime  of  aggression  ;  both  would 
have  condemned  the  tendencies  of  modern 
Imperialism  and  Capitalism ;  both  would 
have  been  in  complete  accord  whenever  the 
names  of  Rhodes, .  Chamberlain,  or  Milner 
were  mentioned.  And  the  spectacle  of  this 
citizen  soldier,  called  reluctant,  yet  not  un- 
willing, from  the  quiet  life  of  his  farm  to 
fight  bravely  in  defence  of  the  soil  on  which 
he  lived,  which  his  fathers  had  won  by  all 
manner  of  suffering  and  peril,  and  to  preserve 


136  LONDON    TO    LADYSMITH 

the  independence  which  was  his  pride  and 
joy,  against  great  enemies  of  regulars — 
surely  that  would  have  drawn  the  most 
earnest  sympathy  of  the  eminent  idealist. 
And  then  suddenly  a  change,  a  jarring  note 
in  the  duet  of  agreement. 

'  We  know  how  to  treat  Kaffirs  in  this 
country.  Fancy  letting  the  black  filth  walk 
on  the  pavement ! ' 

And  after  that  no  more  agreement :  but 
argument  growing  keener  and  keener ;  gulf 
widening  every  moment. 

'  Educate  a  Kaffir!  Ah,  that's  you  Eng- 
lish all  over.  No,  no,  old  chappie.  We 
educate  'em  with  a  stick.  Treat  'em  with 
humanity  and  consideration — I  like  that. 
They  were  put  here  by  the  God  Almighty 
to  work  for  us.  We'll  stand  no  damned 
nonsense  from  them.  We'll  keep  them  in 
their  proper  places.  What  do  you  think? 
Insist  on  their  proper  treatment  will  you.^ 
Ah,  that's  what  we're  going  to  see  about 
now.  We'll  settle  whether  you  English  are 
to  interfere  with  us  before  this  war  is  over.' 

The  afternoon  dragged  away  before  the 
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train  passed  near  Dundee.  Lieutenant 
Frankland  had  helped  to  storm  Talana  Hill, 
and  was  much  excited  to  see  the  field  of 
battle  again  under  these  new  circumstances. 
*  It  would  all  have  been  different  if  Symons 
had  lived.  We  should  never  have  let  them 
escape  from  under  our  guns.  That  com- 
mando would  have  been  smashed  up 
altogether.* 

*  But  what  about  the  other  commando 
that  came  up  the  next  day  ? ' 

'  Oh,  the  General  would  have  managed 
them  all  right.  He'd  have  soon  found  some 
way  of  turning  them  out.'  Nor  do  I  doubt 
he  would,  if  the  fearless  confidence  with 
which  he  inspired  his  troops  could  have 
protected  his  life.  But  the  bullet  is  brutally 
indiscriminating,  and  before  it  the  brain  of  a 
hero  or  the  quarters  of  a  horse  stand  exacdy 
the  same  chance  to  the  vertical  square  inch. 

After  Talana  Hill  was  lost  to  view  we 
began  to  search  for  Majuba,  and  saw  it  just 
as  night  closed  in — a  great  dark  mountain 
with  memories  as  sad  and  gloomy  as  its 
appearance.     The  Boer  guards  pointed  out 
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to  US  where  they  had  mounted  their  big 
cannons  to  defend  Laing's  Nek,  and  remarked 
that  the  pass  was  now  impregnable,  I  could 
not  resist  saying,  *  This  is  not  the  only  road 
into  the  Transvaal.'  *  Ah,  but  you  English 
always  come  where  we  want  you  to  come.' 

We  now  approached  the  frontier.  I  had 
indulged  in  hopes  of  leaving  the  train  while 
in  the  Volksrust  Tunnel  by  climbing  out  of 
the  window.  The  possibility  had,  however, 
presented  itself  to  Spaarwater,  for  he  shut  both 
windows,  and  just  before  we  reached  the 
entrance  opened  the  breech;  of  his  Mauser 
to  show  me  that  it  was  fully  loaded.  So  pru- 
dence again  imposed  patience.  It  was  quite 
dark  when  the  train  reached  Volksrust,  and 
we  knew  ourselves  actually  in  the  enemy's 
country.  The  platform  was  densely  crowded 
with  armed  Boers.  It  appeared  that  two 
new  commandos  had  been  called  out,  and 
were  waiting  for  trains  to  take  them  to  the 
front.  Moreover,  a  strong  raiding  party  had 
just  come  back  from  British  Swaziland.  The 
windows  were  soon  blocked  with  the  bearded 
faces  of  men  who  gazed   stolidly  and  com- 
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merited  freely  to  each  other  on  our  appear- 
ance. It  was  like  being  a  wild  beast  in  a 
cage.  After  some  time  a  young  woman 
pushed  her  way  to  the  window  and  had  a 
prolonged  stare,  at  the  end  of  which  she 
observed  in  a  loud  voice  (I  must  record  it) — 
•Why,  they're  not  so  bad  looking  after  all.' 
At  this  there  was  general  laughter,  and 
Spaarwater,  who  was  much  concerned,  said 
that  they  meant  no  harm,  and  that  if  we 
were  annoyed  he  would  have  everyone 
cleared  away.  But  I  said  :  *  Certainly  not ; 
let  them  feast  their  eyes.'  So  they  did,  for 
forty  minutes  by  the  clock. 

Their  faces  were  plain  and  rough,  but 
not  unkindly.  The  little  narrow-set  pig  eyes 
were  the  most  displeasing  feature.  For  the 
rest  they  looked  what  they  were,  honest 
ignorant  peasants  with  wits  sharpened  by 
military  training  and  the  conditions  of  a  new 
country.  Presently  I  noticed  at  the  window 
furthest  from  the  platform  one  of  quite  a 
different  type.  A  handsome  boyish  face 
without  beard  or  moustache,  and  a  very 
amiable  expression.      We   looked  at    each 
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Other.     There  was  no  one  else  at  that  side 
of  the  carriage. 

*  Will  you  have  some  cigarettes  ? '  he 
said,  holding  me  out  a  packet.  I  took  one, 
and  we  began  to  talk.  '  Is  there  going  to 
be  much  more  war  ? '  he  inquired  anxiously. 

'  Yes,  very  much  more  ;  we  have  scarcely 
begun/     He  looked  quite  miserable. 

I  said,  *  You  have  not  been  at  the  front 
yet.?' 

*  No,  I  am  only  just  commandeered.* 

*  How  old  are  you  ?  ' 

*  Sixteen.' 

*  That's  very  young  to  go  and  fight.' 
He  shook  his  head  sadly. 

'  What's  your  name  ? ' 

*  Cameron.' 

*  That  s  not  a  Dutch  name  ?  ' 

*  No,  I'm  not  a  Dutchman.  My  father 
came  from  Scotland.' 

'  Then  why  do  you  go  and  fight  s^ainst 
the  British  ? ' 

*  How  can  I  help  it  ?  I  live  here.  You 
must  go  when  you're  commandeered.  They 
wouldn't  let  me  off.     Mother  tried  her  best. 
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But  It's  "come  out  and  fight  or  leave  the 
country*'  here,  and  we've  got  nothing  but 
the  farm.' 

'  The  Government  would  have  paid  you 
compensation  afterwards.' 

*Ah!  that's  what  they  told  father  last 
time.  He  was  loyal,  and  helped  to  defend 
the  Pretoria  laager.  He  lost  everything, 
and  he  had  to  begin  all  over  again.' 

*  So  now  you  fight  against  your  country.^' 

*  I  can't  help  it,'  he  repeated  sullenly, 
*  you  must  go  when  you're  commandeered.' 
And  then  he  climbed  down  off  the  footboard, 
and  I  did  not  see  him  again — one  piteous 
item  of  Gladstone's  legacy — the  ruined  and 
abandoned  loyalist  in  the  second  generation. 

Before  the  train  left  Volksrust  we 
changed  our  guards.  The  honest  burghers 
who  had  captured  us  had  to  return  to  the 
front,  and  we  were  to  be  handed  over  to  the 
police.  The  leader  of  the  escort — a  dear 
old  gentleman — I  am  ignorant  of  his  official 
rank — approached  and  explained  through 
Spaarwater  that  it  was  he  who  had  placed 
the  stone   and  so   caused  our   misfortunes. 
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He  said  he  hoped  we  bore  no  malice.  We 
replied  by  no  means,  and  that  we  would  do 
the  same  for  him  with  pleasure  any  day. 
Frankland  asked  him  what  rewards  he 
would  get  for  such  distinguished  service. 
In  truth  he  might  easily  have  been  shot, 
had  we  turned  the  corner  a  minute  earlier. 
The  subaltern  apparently  contemplated  some 
Republican  V  C.  or  D.S.O.  But  the  farmer 
was  much  puzzled  by  his  question.  After 
some  explaining  we  learnt  that  he  had  been 
given  fourteen  days'  furlough  to  go  home  to 
his  farm  and  see  his  wife.  His  evident  joy 
and  delight  were  touching.  I  said  *  Surely 
this  is  a  very  critical  time  to  leave  the  front. 
You  may  miss  an  important  batde.' 
*  Yes,*  he  replied  simply,  *  I  hope  so.' 
Then  we  said  'good-bye,'  and  I  gave 
him,  and  also  Spaarwater,  a  little  slip  of 
paper  setting  forth  that  they  had  shown 
kindness  and  courtesy  to  British  prisoners  of 
war,  and  personally  requesting  anyone  into 
whose  hands  the  papers  might  come  to  treat 
them  well,  should  they  themselves  be  taken 
by  the  Imperial  forces. 
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We  were  then  handed  to  a  rather  dilapi- 
dated policeman  of  a  gendarme  type,  who 
spat  copiously  on  the  floor  of  the  carriage 
and  informed  us  that  we  should  be  shot  if 
we  attempted  to  escape.  Having  no  desire 
to  speak  to  this  fellow,  we  let  down  the 
sleeping  shelves  of  the  compartment  and,  as 
the  train  steamed  out  of  Volksrust,  turned  to 
sleep. 
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CHAPTER  X 

IN    AFRIKANDER   BONDS 

Pretoria:  December  3rd,  1899. 

It  was,  as  nearly  as  I  can  remember,  midday 
when  the  train-load  of  prisoners  reached 
Pretoria.  We  pulled  up  in  a  sort  of  siding 
with  an  earth  platform  on  the  right  side 
which  opened  into  the  streets  of  the  town. 
The  day  was  fine,  and  the  sun  shone  brighdy. 
There  was  a  considerable  crowd  of  people  to 
receive  us  ;  ugly  women  with  bright  parasols, 
loafers  and  ragamuffins,  fat  burghers  too 
heavy  to  ride  at  the  front,  and  a  long  line  of 
untidy,  white-helmeted  policemen — *  zarps '  as 
they  were  called — who  looked  like  broken- 
down  constabulary.  Someone  opened — 
unlocked,  that  is,  the  point — the  door  of  the 
railway  carriage  and  told  us  to  come  out ; 
and  out  we  came — ^a  very  ragged  and  tattered 
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group  of  officers — and  waited  under  the  sun 
blaze  and  the  gloating  of  many  eyes.  About 
a  dozen  cameras  were  clicking  busily,  estab- 
lishing an  imperishable  record  of  our  shame. 
Then  they  loosed  the  men  and  bade  them 
form  in  rank.  The  soldiers  came  out  of  the 
dark  vans,  in  which  they  had  been  confined, 
with  some  eagerness,  and  began  at  once  to 
chirp  and  joke,  which  seemed  to  me  most  ill- 
timed  good  humour.  We  waited  altogether 
for  about  twenty  minutes.  Now  for  the  first 
time  since  my  capture  I  hated  the  enemy. 
The  simple,  valiant  burghers  at  the  front, 
fighting  bravely  as  they  had  been  told  *  for 
their  farms,'  claimed  respect,  if  not  sympathy. 
But  here  in  Pretoria  all  was  petty  and 
contemptible.  Slimy,  sleek  officials  of  all 
nationalities — the  red-faced,  snub-nosed 
Hollander,  the  oily  Portuguese  half-caste — 
thrust  or  wormed  their  way  through  the 
crowd  to  look.  I  seemed  to  smell  corruption 
in  the  air.  Here  were  the  creatures  who  had 
fattened  on  the  spoils.  There  in  the  field 
were  the  heroes  who  won  them.  Tammany 
Hall  was  defended  by  the  Ironsides. 
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From  these  reflections  I  was  recalled  by 
a  hand  on  my  shoulder.  A  lanky,  unshaven 
police  sergeant  grasped  my  arm.  *  You  are 
not  an  officer/  he  said  ;  '  you  go  this  way  with 
the  common  soldiers/  and  he  led  me  across 
the  open  space  to  where  the  men  were  formed 
in  a  column  of  fours.  The  crowd  grinned  : 
the  cameras  clicked  again.  I  fell  in  with  the 
soldiers  and  seized  the  opportunity  to  tell 
them  not  to  laugh  or  smile,  but  to  appear 
serious  men  who  cared  for  the  cause  they 
fought  for ;  and  when  I  saw  how  readily  they 
took  the  hint,  and  what  influence  I  possessed 
with  them,  it  seemed  to  me  that  perhaps  with 
two  thousand  prisoners  something  some  day 
might  be  done.  But  presently  a  superior 
official — superior  in  rank  alone,  for  in  other 
respects  he  looked  a  miserable  creature — 
came  up  and  led  me  back  to  the  officers. 
At  last,  when  the  crowd  had  thoroughly 
satisfied  their  patriotic  curiosity,  we  were 
marched  off;  the  soldiers  to  the  enclosed 
camp  on  the  racecourse,  the  officers  to  the 
States  Model  Schools  prison. 

The  distance  was  short,  so  far  as  we  were 
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concerned,  and  surrounded  by  an  escort  of 
three  armed  policemen  to  each  officer,  we 
swiftly  traversed  two  sandy  avenues  with 
detached  houses  on  either  hand,  and  reached 
our  destination.  We  turned  a  corner ;  on 
the  other  side  of  the  road  stood  a  long,  low, 
red  brick  building  with  a  slated  verandah 
and  a  row  of  iron  railings  before  it  The 
verandah  was  crowded  with  bearded  men  in 
khaki  uniforms  or  brown  suits  of  flannel — 
smoking,  reading,  or  talking.  They  looked 
up  as  we  arrived.  The  iron  gate  was  opened, 
and  passing  in  we  joined  sixty  British  officers 
*  held  by  the  enemy ; '  and  the  iron  gate  was 
then  shut  again. 

*  Hullo !  How  are  you?  Where  did 
they  catch  you  ?  What's  the  latest  news  of 
BuUer's  advance  ?  Are  we  going  to  be  ex- 
changed } '  and  a  dozen  other  questions  were 
asked.  1 1  was  the  sort  of  reception  accorded  to 
a  new  boy  at  a  private  school,  or,  as  it  seemed 
to  me,  to  a  new  arrival  in  hell.  But  after 
we  had  satisfied  our  friends  in  as  much  as 
we  could,  suggestions  of  baths,  clothes,  and 
luncheon  were  made  which  were  very  welcome. 

L2 
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So  we  settled  down  to  what  promised  to  be 
a  long  and  weary  waiting. 

The  States  Model  Schools  is  a  one- 
storied  building  of  considerable  size  and  solid 
structure,  which  occupies  a  corner  formed  by 
two  roads  through  Pretoria.  It  consists  of 
twelve  large  class-rooms,  seven  or  eight  of 
which  were  used  by  the  British  officers  as 
dormitories  and  one  as  a  dining-room ;  a 
large  lecture-hall,  which  served  as  an  im- 
provised fives-court ;  and  a  well-fitted  gym- 
nasium. It  stood  in  a  quadrangular  play- 
ground about  one  hundred  and  twenty  yards 
square,  in  which  were  a  dozen  tents  for  the 
police  guards,  a  cookhouse,  two  tents  for 
the  soldier  servants,  and  a  newly  set-up  bath- 
shed.  I  do  not  know  how  the  arrival  of 
other  prisoners  may  have  modified  these 
arrangements,  but  at  the  time  of  my  coming 
into  the  prison,  there  was  room  enough  for 
everyone. 

The  Transvaal  Government  provided  a 
daily  ration  of  bully  beef  and  groceries,  and 
the  prisoners  were  allowed  to  purchase  from 
the  local  storekeeper,  a  Mr.  Boshof,  practi- 
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cally  everything  they  cared  to  order,  except 
alcoholic  liquors.     During  the  first  week  of 
my   detention   we   requested   that   this   last 
prohibition  might  be  withdrawn,  and  after 
profound  reflection  and  much  doubtings,  the 
President    consented    to    countenance    the 
buying  of  bottled  beer.     Until  this  conces- 
sion was  obtained    our  liquid   refreshment 
would  have  satisfied   the   most  immoderate 
advocate  of  temperance,  and  the  only  relief 
was  found  when  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
War,    a    kind-hearted     Portuguese,    would 
smuggle  in  a  bottle  of  whiskey  hidden  in  his 
tail-coat  pocket  or  amid  a   basket  of  fruit. 
A  very  energetic  and  clever  young  officer  of 
the  Dublin  Fusiliers,  Lieutenant  Grimshaw, 
undertook  the  task  of  managing  the  mess, 
and  when  he  was  assisted  by  another  subal- 
tern— Lieutenant    Southey,    of    the    Royal 
Irish  Fusiliers — this  became  an  exceedingly 
well-conducted  concern.     In  spite  of  the  high 
prices   prevailing  in  Pretoria — prices  which 
were  certainly  not  lowered  for  our  benefit — 
the   somewhat    meagre    rations   which    the 
Government    allowed    were    supplemented, 
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until  we  lived,  for  three  shillings  a  day,  quite 
as  well  as  any  regiment  on  service. 

On  arrival,  every  officer  was  given  a  new 
suit  of  clothes,  bedding,  towels,  and  toilet 
necessaries,  and  the  indispensable  Mr.  Boshof 
was  prepared  to  add  to  this  wardrobe  what- 
ever might  be  required  on  payment  either  in 
money  or  by  a  cheque  on  Messrs.  Cox  &  Co., 
whose  accommodating  fame  had  spread  even 
to  this  distant  hostile  town.  I  took  an  early 
opportunity  to  buy  a  suit  of  tweeds  of  a  dark 
neutral  colour,  and  as  unlike  the  suits  of 
clothes  issued  by  the  Government  as  possi- 
ble. I  would  also  have  purchased  a  hat,  but 
another  officer  told  me  that  he  had  asked  for 
one  and  had  been  refused.  After  all,  what 
use  could  I  find  for  a  hat,  when  there  were 
plenty  of  helmets  to  spare  if  I  wanted  to 
walk  in  the  courtyard  }  And  yet  my  taste 
ran  towards  a  slouch  hat. 

The  case  of  the  soldiers  was  less  comfort- 
able than  ours.  Their  rations  were  very 
scanty  :  only  one  pound  of  bully  beef  once  a 
week  and  two  pounds  of  bread  ;  the  rest  was 
made  up  with  mealies,  potatoes,  and  such-like 
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— and  not  very  much  of  them.  Moreover, 
since  they  had  no  money  of  their  own,  and 
since  prisoners  of  war  received  no  pay, 
they  were  unable  to  buy  even  so  much  as 
a  pound  of  tobacco.  In  consequence  they 
complained  a  good  deal,  and  were,  I  think, 
sufficiently  discontented  to  require  nothing 
but  leading  to  make  them  rise  against  their 
guards. 

The  custody  and  regulating  of  the  officers 
were  entrusted  to  a  board  of  management, 
four  of  whose  members  visited  us  frequently 
and  listened  to  any  complaints  or  requests. 
M.  de  Sou2a,  the  Secretary  of  War,  was 
perhaps  the  most  friendly  and  obliging  of 
these,  and  I  think  we  owed  most  of  the 
indulgences  to  his  representations.  He  was 
a  far-seeing  little  man  who  had  travelled  to 
Europe,  and  had  a  very  clear  conception  of 
the  relative  strengths  of  Britain  and  the 
Transvaal.  He  enjoyed  a  lucrative  and 
influential  position  under  the  Government, 
and  was  therefore  devoted  to  its  interests, 
but  he  was  nevertheless  suspected  by  the 
Inner  Ring  of  Hollanders  and  the  Relations 
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of  the  President  of  having  some  sympathy 
for  the  British.  He  had  therefore  to  be  very 
careful.  Commandant  Opperman,  who  was 
directly  responsible  for  our  safe  custody,  was 
in  times  of  peace  a  Landrost  or  Justice.  He 
was  too  fat  to  go  and  fight,  but  he  was  an 
honest  and  patriotic  Boer,  who  would  have 
gladly  taken  an  active  part  in  the  war.  He 
firmly  believed  that  the  Republics  would  win, 
and  when,  as  sometimes  happened,  bad  news 
reached  Pretoria,  Opperman  looked  a  picture 
of  misery,  and  would  come  to  us  and  speak 
of  his  resolve  to  shoot  his  wife  and  children 
and  perish  in  the  defence  of  the  capital.  Dr. 
Gunning  was  an  amiable  little  Hollander, 
fat,  rubicund,  and  well  educated.  He  was  a 
keen  politician,  and  much  attached  to  the 
Boer  Government,  which  paid  him  an  excel- 
lent salary  for  looking  after  the  State 
Museum.  He  had  a  wonderful  collection  of 
postage  stamps,  and  was  also  engaged  in 
forming  a  Zoological  Garden.  This  last 
ambition  had  just  before  the  war  led  him  into 
most  serious  trouble,  for  he  was  unable  to 
resist  the  lion  which  Mr.  Rhodes  had  offered 


IN   AFRIKANDER   BONDS  1 53 

him.  He  confided  to  me  that  the  President  had 
spoken  *  most  harshly  *  to  him  in  consequence, 
and  had  peremptorily  ordered  the  immediate 
return  of  the  beast  under  threats  of  instant 
dismissal.  Gunning  said  that  he  could  not 
have  borne  such  treatment,  but  that  after  all 
a  man  must  live.  My  private  impression  is 
that  he  will  acquiesce  in  any  political  settle- 
ment which  leaves  him  to  enlarge  his  museum 
undisturbed.  But  whether  the  Transvaal 
will  be  able  to  indulge  in  such  luxuries,  after 
blowing  up  many  of  other  people's  rail- 
way bridges,  is  a  question  which  I  cannot 
answer. 

The  fourth  member  of  the  Board,  Mr. 
Malan,  was  a  foul  and  objectionable  brute. 
His  personal  courage  was  better  suited  to  in- 
sulting the  prisoners  in  Pretoria  than  to  fight- 
ing the  enemy  at  the  front.  He  was  closely 
related  to  the  President,  but  not  even  this 
advantage  could  altogether  protect  him  from 
taunts  of  cowardice,  which  were  made  even  in 
the  Executive  Council,  and  somehow  filtered 
down  to  us.  On  one  occasion  he  favoured 
me  with  some  of  his  impertinence ;  but  I 
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reminded  him  that  in  war  either  side  may 
win,  and  asked  whether  he  was  wise  to  place 
himself  in  a  separate  category  as  regards 
behaviour  to  the  prisoners.  *  Because/  quoth 
I,  *it  might  be  so  convenient  to  the  British 
Government  to  be  able  to  make  one  or  two 
examples.'  He  was  a  great  gross  man,  and 
his  colour  came  and  went  on  a  large  over-fed 
face;  so  that  his  uneasiness  was  obvious. 
He  never  came  near  me  again,  but  some 
days  later  the  news  of  a  Boer  success  arrived, 
and  on  the  strength  of  this  he  came  to  the 
prison  and  abused  a  subaltern  in  the  Dublin 
Fusiliers,  telling  him  that  he  was  no  gentle- 
man, and  other  things  which  it  is  not  right 
to  say  to  a  prisoner.  The  subaltern  happens 
to  be  exceedingly  handy  with  his  fists,  so 
that  after  the  war  is  over  Mr.  Malan  is 
going  to  get  his  head  punched  quite  inde- 
pendently of  the  general  settlement. 

Although,  as  I  have  frequently  stated, 
there  were  no  legitimate  grounds  of  com- 
plaint against  the  treatment  of  British  regular 
officers  while  prisoners  of  war,  the  days  I 
passed  at  Pretoria  were  the  most  monotonous 
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and  among  the  most  miserable  of  my  life. 
Early  in  the  sultry  mornings,  for  the  heat  at 
this  season  of  the  year  was  great,  the  soldier 
servants — prisoners  like  ourselves — would 
bring  us  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  sitting  up  in  bed 
we  began  to  smoke  the  cigarettes  and  cigars 
of  another  idle,  aimless  day.  Breakfast  was 
at  nine  :  a  nasty  uncomfortable  meal.  The 
room  was  stuffy,  and  there  are  more  enliven- 
ing spectacles  than  seventy  British  officers 
caught  by  Dutci  farmers  and  penned 
tc^ether  in  confinement.  Then  came  the 
long  morning,  to  be  killed  somehow  by  read- 
ing, chess,  or  cards — and  perpetual  cigarettes. 
Luncheon  at  one :  the  same  as  breakfast, 
only  more  so ;  and  then  a  longer  afternoon 
to  follow  a  long  morning.  Often  some  of 
the  officers  used  to  play  rounders  in  the 
small  yard  which  we  had  for  exercise.  But 
the  rest  walked  moodily  up  and  down,  or 
lounged  over  the  railings  and  returned  the 
stares  of  the  occasional  passers-by.  Later 
would  come  the  *  Volksstem  * — ^permitted  by 
special  indulgence — with  its  budget  of  lies. 
Sometimes  we  get  a  little  fillip  of  excite- 
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ment.  One  evening,  as  I  was  leaning  over 
the  railings,  more  than  forty  yards  from 
the  nearest  sentry,  a  short  man  with  a  red 
moustache  walked  quickly  down  the  street, 
followed  by  two  colley  dogs.  As  he  passed, 
but  without  altering  his  pace  in  the  slightest, 
or  even  looking  towards  me,  he  said  quite 
distinctly  *  Methuen  beat  the  Boers  to  hell 
at  Belmont.*  That  night  the  air  seemed 
cooler  and  the  courtyard  larger.  Already 
we  imagined  the  Republics  collapsing  and 
the  bayonets  of  the  Queen  s  Guards  in  the 
streets  of  Pretoria.  Next  day  I  talked  to 
the  War  Secretary.  I  had  made  a  large 
map  upon  the  wall  and  followed  the  course 
of  the  war  as  far  as  possible  by  making 
squares  of  red  and  green  paper  to  represent 
the  various  columns.  I  said  :  *  What  about 
Methuen  ?  He  has  beaten  you  at  Belmont. 
Now  he  should  be  across  the  Modder.  In 
a  few  days  he  will  relieve  Kimberley.'  De 
Souza  shrugged  his  shoulders.  *  Who  can 
tell?*  he  replied;  'but,'  he  put  his  finger 
on  the  map,  *  there  stands  old  Piet  Cronje 
in    a    position    called    Scholz     Nek,    and 
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we  don't  think  Methuen  will  ever  get  past 
him.*  The  event  justified  his  words,  and  the 
battle  which  we  call  Magersfontein  (and 
ought  to  call  '  Maasfontayne  *)  the  Boers  call 
Scholz  Nek. 

Long,  dull,  and  profitless  were  the  days. 
I  could  not  write,  for  the  ink  seemed  to  dry 
upon  the  pen.  I  could  not  read  with  any 
perseverance,  and  during  the  whole  month  I 
was  locked  up,  I  only  completed  Carlyle  s 
*  History  of  Frederick  the  Great '  and  Mill's 
'Essay  on  Liberty,'  neither  of  which  satisfied 
my  peevish  expectations.  When  at  last  the 
sun  sank  behind  the  fort  upon  the  hill  and 
twilight  marked  the  end  of  another  wretched 
day,  I  used  to  walk  up  and  down  the  court- 
yard looking  reflectively  at  the  dirty,  un- 
kempt *  zarps  *  who  stood  on  guard,  racking 
my  brains  to  find  some  way,  by  force  or 
fraud,  by  steel  or  gold,  of  regaining  my 
freedom.  Little  did  these  Transvaal  Police- 
men think,  as  they  leaned  on  their  rifles, 
smoking  and  watching  the  *  tame  officers,'  of 
the  dark  schemes  of  which  they  were  the 
object,  or  of  the  peril  in  which  they  would 
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Stand  but  for  the  difficulties  that  lay  biyond 
the  wall.  For  we  would  have  made  short 
work  of  them  and  their  weapons  any  misty 
night  could  we  but  have  seen  our  way  clear 
after  that 

As  the  darkness  thickened,  the  electric 
lamps  were  switched  on  and  the  whole 
courtyard  turned  blue-white  with  black 
velvet  shadows.  Then  the  bell  clanged, 
and  we  crowded  again  into  the  stifling 
dining  hall  for  the  last  tasteless  meal  of  the 
barren  day.  The  same  miserable  stories 
were  told  again  and  again — Colonel  Moller  s 
surrender  after  Talana  Hill,  and  the  white 
flag  at  Nicholson  s  Nek — ^until  I  knew  how 
the  others  came  to  Pretoria  as  well  as  I 
knew  my  own  story. 

•  We  never  realised  what  had  happened 
until  we  were  actually  prisoners,'  said  the 
officers  of  the  Dublin  Fusiliers  Mounted 
Infantry,  who  had  been  captured  with 
Colonel  Moller  on  October  20.  *  The  "  cease 
fire "  sounded :  no  one  knew  what  had 
happened.  Then  we  were  ordered  to  form 
up  at  the  farmhouse,   and  there  we  found 
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Boers,  who  told  us  to  lay  down  our  arms  : 
we  were  delivered  into  their  hands  and 
never  even  allowed  to  have  a  gallop  for 
freedom.  But  wait  for  the  Court  of  In- 
quiry/ 

I  used  always  to  sit  next  to  Colonel 
Carleton  at  dinner,  and  from  him  and  from 
the  others  learned  the  story  of  Nicholson's 
Nek,  which  it  is  not  necessary  to  repeat 
here,  but  which  filled  me  with  sympathy  for 
the  gallant  commander  and  soldiers  who 
were  betrayed  by  the  act  of  an  irresponsible 
subordinate.  The  officers  of  the  Irish 
Fusiliers  told  me  of  the  amazement  with 
which  they  had  seen  the  white  flag  flying. 
*  We  had  still  some  ammunition,*  they  said  ; 
*it  is  true  the  position  was  indefensible — 
but  we  only  wanted  to  fight  it  out.' 

'My  company  was  scarcely  engaged,* 
said  one  poor  captain,  with  tears  of  vexation 
in  his  eyes  at  the  memory  ;  and  the  Glouces- 
ters  told  the  same  tale. 

*  We  saw  the  hateful  thing  flying.  The 
firing  stopped.  No  one  knew  by  whose 
orders  the   flag  had   been   hoisted.     While 


l60  LONDON   TO   LADYSMITH 

we  doubted  the  Boers  were  all  among  us 
disarming  the  men.' 

I  will  write  no  more  upon  these  painful 
subjects  except  to  say  this,  that  the  hoist- 
ing of  a  white  fls^  in  token  of  surrender  is 
an  act  which  can  be  justified  only  by  clear 
proof  that  there  was  no  prospect  of  gaining 
the  slightest  military  advantage  by  going  on 
fighting ;  and  that  the  raising  of  a  white  flag 
in  any  case  by  an  unauthorised  person — i,e. 
not  the  officer  in  chief  command — in  such  a 
manner  as  to  compromise  the  resistance  of 
a  force,  deserves  sentence  of  death,  though 
in  view  of  the  high  standard  of  discipline 
and  honour  prevailing  in  her  Majesty's 
army,  it  might  not  be  necessary  to  carry  the 
sentence  into  effect.  I  earnestly  trust  that 
in  justice  to  gallant  officers  and  soldiers,  who 
have  languished  these  weary  months  in 
Pretoria,  there  will  be  a  strict  inquiry  into 
the  circumstances  under  which  they  became 
prisoners  of  war.  I  have  no  doubt  we  shall 
be  told  that  it  is  a  foolish  thing  to  wash 
I  dirty  linen  in  public ;  but  much  better  wash 
it  in  public  than  wear  it  foul. 
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One  day  shortly  after   I   had  arrived  I 
had  an  interesting  visit,  for  de  Souza,  wish- 
ing to    have    an    argument     brought    Mr. 
Grobelaar  to  see  me.     This  gentleman  was 
the  Under  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs,  and 
had  just   returned  from   Mafeking,  whither 
he  had  been  conducting  a  6-inch  gun.     He 
was  a  very  well-educated  person, and  so  far  as 
I  could  tell,  honest  and  capable  besides.  With 
him  came  Reuter's  Agent,  Mr.  Mackay,  and 
the  odious  Malan.     I  received  them  sitting 
on  my  bed  in  the  dormitory,  and  when  they 
had  lighted  cigars,  of  which  I  always  kept  a 
stock,  we  had  a  regular  durbar.     I  began  : 

*  Well,  Mr.  Grobelaar,  you  see  how  your 
Government  treats  representatives  of  the 
Press.' 

Grobelaar.  *  I  hope  you  have  nothing  to 
complain  of.' 

Self.  'Look  at  the  sentries  with  loaded 
rifles  on  every  side  I  might  be  a  wild  beast 
instead  of  a  special  correspondent.' 

Grobelaar.  *  Ah,  but  putting  aside  the 
sentries  with  loaded  rifles,  you  do  not,  I  trust, 
Mr.  Churchill,  make  any  complaint.* 

M 
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Self,  *  My  chief  objection  to  this  place  is 
that  I  am  in  it.' 

Grobelaar.  '  That  of  course  is  your  mis- 
fortune, and  Mr.  Chamberlain's  fault. 

Self.  '  Not  at  all  We  are  a  peace-loving 
people,  but  we  had  no  choice  but  to  fight  or 
be — what  was  it  your  burghers  told  me  in  the 
camps  ? — * '  driven  into  the  sea. "  The  respon- 
sibility of  the  war  is  upon  you  and  your  Presi- 
dent' 

Grobelaar.  *  Don't  you  believe  that  We 
did  not  want  to  fight  We  only  wanted  to 
be  left  alone.' 

Self.  *  You  never  wanted  war  ? ' 

de  Souza.  '  Ah,  my  God,  no !  Do  you 
think  we  would  fight  Great  Britain  for  amuse- 
ment }  * 

Self.  *  Then  why  did  you  make  every 
preparation — turn  the  Republics  into  armed 
camps — prepare  deep-laid  plans  for  the 
invasion  of  our  Colonies  ?  * 

Grobelaar.  '  Why,  what  could  we  do  after 
the  Jameson  Raid.*^  We  had  to  be  ready 
to  protect  ourselves.' 

Self  'Surely  less   extensive  armaments 
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would  have  been  sufficient  to  guard  against 
another  similar  inroad.' 

Grobelaar.  *  But  we  knew  your  Govern- 
ment was  behind  the  Raiders.  Jameson  was 
in  front,  but  Rhodes  and  your  Colonial  Office 
were  at  his  elbow.' 

Self.  *  As  a  matter  of  fact  no  two  people 
were  more  disconcerted  by  the  Raid  than 
Chamberlain  and  Rhodes.  Besides,  the 
British  Government  disavowed  the  Raiders' 
action  and  punished  the  Raiders,  who,  I  am 
quite  prepared  to  admit,  got  no  more  than 
they  deserved.' 

de  Souza.  '  I  don't  complain  about  the 
British  Government's  action  at  the  time  of 
the  Raid.  Chamberlain  behaved  very 
honourably  then.  But  it  was  afterwards, 
when  Rhodes  was  not  punished,  that  we 
knew  it  was  all  a  farce,  and  that  the 
British  Government  was  bent  on  our  de- 
struction. When  the  burghers  knew  that 
Rhodes  was  not  punished  they  lost  all  trust 
in  England.' 

Malan.  *  Ya,  ya.  That  Rhodes,  he  is  the 
.  .  .  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.    You  wait  and  see 

M2 
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what  we  will  do  to  Rhodes  when  we  take 
Kimberley/ 

Self.  '  Then  you  maintain,  de  Souza,  that 
the  distrust  caused  in  this  country  by  the 
fact  that  Rhodes  was  not  punished — though 
how  you  can  punish  a  man  who  breaks  no  law 
I  cannot  tell — was  the  sole  cause  of  your 
Government  making  these  gigantic  military 
preparations,  because  it  is  certain  that  these 
preparations  were  the  actual  cause  of  war.' 

Grobelaar.  *  Why  should  they  be  a  cause 
of  war  ?    We  would  never  have  attacked  you.  * 

Self.  *  But  at  this  moment  you  are  in- 
vading Cape  Colony  and  Natal,  while  no 
British  soldier  has  iset  foot  on  Republican 
soil.  Moreover,  it  was  you  who  declared  war 
upon  us.* 

Grobelaar,  *  Naturally  we  were  not  such 
fools  as  to  wait  till  your  army  was  here.  As 
soon  as  you  began  to  send  your  army,  we 
were  bound  to  declare  war.  If  you  had  sent 
it  earlier  we  should  have  fought  earlier. 
Really,  Mr.  Churchill,  you  must  see  that  that 
is  only  common  sense.' 

Self  *  I   am  not  criticising   your  policy 
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or  tactics.  You  hated  us  bitterly — I  dare  say 
you  had  cause  to.  You  made  tremendous 
preparations — I  don't  say  you  were  wrong — 
but  look  at  it  from  our  point  of  view.  We 
saw  a  declared  enemy  armed  and  arming. 
Against  us,  and  against  us  alone,  could  his 
preparations  be  directed.  It  was  time  we 
took  some  precautions :  indeed,  we  were 
already  too  late.  Surely  what  has  happened 
at  the  front  proves  that  we  had  no  designs 
against  you.  You  were  ready.  We  were 
unready.  It  is  the  wolf  and  lamb  if  you  like  ; 
but  the  wolf  was  asleep  and  never  before  was 
a  lamb  with  such  teeth  and  claws.' 

Grobelaar.  *  Do  you  really  mean  to  say 
that  we  forced  this  war  on  you,  that  you  did 
not  want  to  fight  us  ? ' 

Self.  *  The  country  did  not  wish  for 
war  with  the  Boers.  Personally,  I  have 
always  done  so.  I  saw  that  you  had  six 
rifles  to  every  burgher  in  the  Republic.  I 
knew  what  that  meant.  It  meant  that  you 
were  going  to  raise  a  great  Afrikander 
revolt  against  us.  One  does  not  set  extra 
places  at  table  unless  one  expects  company 
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to  dinner.  On  the  other  hand,  we  have 
affairs  all  over  the  world,  and  at  any  moment 
may  become  embroiled  with  a  European 
power.  At  this  time  things  are  very  quiet. 
The  board  is  clear  in  other  directions.  We 
can  give  you  our  undivided  attention. 
Armed  and  ambitious  as  you  were,  the  war 
had  to  come  sooner  or  later.  I  have  always 
said  "  sooner."  Therefore,  I  rejoiced  when 
you  sent  your  ultimatum  and  roused  the 
whole  nation.' 

Malan.  *  You  don't  rejoice  quite  so  much 
now.' 

Self.  *My  opinion  is  unaltered,  except 
that  the  necessity  for  settling  the  matter  has 
become  more  apparent  As  for  the  result, 
that,  as  I  think  Mr.  Grobelaar  knows,  is  only 
a  question  of  time  and  money  expressed  in 
terms  of  blood  and  tears.' 

Grobelaar.  '  No :  our  opinion  is  quite 
unchanged.  We  prepared  for  the  war.  We 
have  always  thought  we  could  beat  you. 
We  do  not  doubt  our  calculations  now.  We 
have  done  better  even  than  we  expected. 
The  President  is  extremely  pleased.' 

Self.  '  There  is  no  good  arguing  on  that 
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point  We  shall  have  to  fight  it  out.  But 
if  you  had  tried  to  keep  on  friendly  terms 
with  us,  the  war  would  not  have  come  for  a 
long  time  ;  and  the  delay  was  all  on  your  side.' 

Grobelaar.  *  We  have  tried  till  we  are 
sick  of  it.  This  Government  was  badgered 
out  of  its  life  with  Chamberlain's  des- 
patches— such  despatches.  And  then  look 
how  we  have  been  lied  about  in  your  papers, 
and  called  barbarians  and  savages.' 

Se//.  *  I  think  you  have  certainly  been 
abused  unjustly.  Indeed,  when  I  was  taken 
prisoner  the  other  day,  I  thought  it  quite 
possible  I  should  be  put  to  death,  although  I 
was  a  correspondent '  (great  laughter,  *  Fancy 
that!'  etc.).  *  At  the  best  I  expected  to  be 
held  in  prison  as  a  kind  of  hostage.  See 
how  I  have  been  mistaken.' 

I  pointed  at  the  sentry  who  stood  in  the 
doorway,  for  even  members  of  the  Govern- 
ment could  not  visit  us  alone.  Grobelaar 
flushed.  'Oh,  well,  we  will  hope  that  the 
captivity  will  not  impair  your  spirits.  Besides, 
it  will  not  last  long.  The  President  expects 
peace  before  the  New  Year.' 

*  I  shall  hope  to  be  free  by  then.' 
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And  with  this  the  interview  caine  to  an 
end,  and  my  visitors  withdrew.  The  actual 
conversation  had  lasted  more  than  an  hour, 
but  the  dialogue  above  is  not  an  inaccurate 
summary. 

About  ten  days  after  my  arrival  at 
Pretoria  I  received  a  visit  from  the  American 
Consul,  Mr.  Macrum.  It  seems  that  some 
uncertainty  prevailed  at  home  as  to  whether 
I  was  alive,  wounded  or  unwounded,  and  in 
what  light  I  was  regarded  by  the  Transvaal 
authorities.  Mr.  Bourke  Cockran,  an  Ameri- 
can Senator  who  had  long  been  a  friend  of 
mine,  telegraphed  from  New  York  to  the 
United  States  representative  in  Pretoria, 
hoping  by  this  neutral  channel  to  learn  how 
the  case  stood.  I  had  not,  however,  talked 
with  Mr.  Macrum  for  very  long  before  I 
realised  that  neither  I  nor  any  other  British 
prisoner  was  likely  to  be  the  better  for  any 
efforts  which  he  might  make  on  our  behalf. 
His  sympathies  were  plainly  so  much  with 
the  Transvaal  Government  that  he  even 
found  it  difficult  to  discharge  his  diplomatic 
duties.     However,  he  so  far  sank  his  political 
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Opinions  as  to  telegraph  to  Mr.  Bourke 
Cockran,  and  the  anxiety  which  my  relations 
were  suffering  on  my  account  was  thereby 
terminated. 

I  had  one  other  visitor  in  these  dull  days, 
whom  I  should  like  to  notice.  During  the 
afternoon  which  I  spent  among  the  Boers 
in  their  camp  behind  Bulwana  Hill  I  had  ex- 
changed a  few  words  with  an  Englishman 
whose  name  is  of  no  consequence,  but  who 
was  the  gunner  entrusted  with  the  aiming  of 
the  big  6-inch  gun.  He  was  a  light-hearted 
jocular  fellow  outwardly,  but  I  was  not  long 
in  discovering  that  his  anxieties  among  the 
Boers  were  grave  and  numerous.  He  had 
been  drawn  into  the  war,  so  far  as  I  could 
make  out,  more  by  the  desire  of  sticking  to 
his  own  friends  and  neighbours  than  even  of 
preserving  his  property.  But  besides  this 
local  spirit,  which  counterbalanced  the  racial 
and  patriotic  feelings,  there  was  a  very  strong 
desire  to  be  upon  the  winning  side,  and  I 
think  that  he  regarded  the  Boers  with  an 
aversion  which  increased  in  proportion  as 
their  successes  fell  short  of  their  early  antici- 
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pations.  One  afternoon  he  called  at  the 
States  Model  Schools  prison  and,  being  duly 
authorised  to  visit  the  prisoners,  asked  to  see 
me.  In  the  presence  of  Dr.  Gunning,  I  had 
an  interesting  interview.  At  first  our  con- 
versation was  confined  to  generalities,  but 
gradually,  as  the  other  officers  in  the  room, 
with  ready  tact,  drew  the  little  Hollander 
Professor  into  an  argument,  my  renegade  and 
I  were  able  to  exchange  confidences. 

.  I  was  of  course  above  all  things  anxious 
to  get  true  news  from  the  outer  world,  and 
whenever  Dr.  Gunning  s  attention  was  dis- 
tracted by  his  discussion  with  the  officers,  I 
managed  to  get  a  little. 

*Well,  you  know,'  said  the  gunner,  *you 
English  don  t  play  fair  at  Ladysmith  at  all. 
We  have  allowed  you  to  have  a  camp  at 
Intombi  Spruit  for  your  wounded,  and  yet 
we  see  red  cross  flags  flying  in  the  town, 
and  we  have  heard  that  in  the  Church  there 
is  a  magazine  of  ammunition  protected  by 
the  red  cross  flag.  Major  Erasmus,  he  says 
to  me  "  John,  you  smash  up  that  building," 
and  so  when  I  go  back  I  am  going  to  fire 
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into  the  church/      Gunning  broke  out  into 

panegyrics  on  the  virtues  of  the  Afrikanders  : 

my  companion   dropped   his  voice.      *  The  ' 

Boers  have  had  a  terrible  beating  at   Bel-  j 

mont ;  the  Free  Staters  have  lost  more  than  \ 

200    killed ;     much    discouraged ;     if    your  ! 

people  keep  on  like  this  the  Free  State  will  j 

break  up.'     He  raised  his  voice,  *  Ladysmith  i 

hold  out  a  month  ?      Not  possible  ;  we  shall 

give  it  a  fortnights  more  bombardment,  and 

then  you  will  just  see  how  the  burghers  will 

scramble    into    their    trenches.      Plenty  of 

whisky  then,  ha,  ha,  ha ! '     Then  lower,  *  I 

wish  to  God  I  could  get  away  from  this,  but 

I  don't  know  what  to  do ;    they  are  always 

suspecting  me  and  watching  me,  and  I  have 

to  keep  on  pretending  I  want  them  to  win. 

This  is  a  terrible  position  for  a  man  to  be 

in  :  curse  the  filthy  Dutchmen ! ' 

I  said,  *  Will  Methuen  get  to  Kimberley  ? ' 
*  I  don't  know,  but  he  gave  them  hell  at 
Belmont  and  at  Graspan,  and  they  say  they 
are  fighting  again  to-day  at  Modder  River. 
Major  Erasmus  is  very  down-hearted  about 
it,  but  the  ordinary  burghers  hear  nothing 
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but  lies;  all  lies,  I  tell  you.  {Crescendo) 
Look  at  the  lies  that  have  been  told  about 
us !  Barbarians !  savages !  every  name  your 
papers  have  called  us,  but  you  know  better 
than  that  now  ;  you  know  how  well  we  have 
treated  you  since  you  have  been  a  prisoner  ; 
and  look  at  the  way  your  people  have  treated 
our  prisoners — put  them  on  board  ship  to 
make  them  sea-sick  !  Don't  you  call  that 
cruel  ?'  Here  Gunning  broke  in  that  it  was 
time  for  visitors  to  leave  the  prison.  And 
so  my  strange  guest,  a  feather  blown  along 
by  the  wind,  without  character  or  stability,  a 
renegade,  a  traitor  to  his  blood  and  birth- 
place, a  time-server,  had  to  hurry  away.  I 
took  his  measure ;  nor  did  his  protestations 
of  alarm  excite  my  sympathy,  and  yet  some- 
how I  did  not  feel  unkindly  towards  him ; 
a  weak  man  is  a  pitiful  object  in  times  of 
trouble.  Some  of  our  countrymen  who  were 
living  in  the  Transvaal  and  the  Orange  Free 
State  at  the  outbreak  of  the  war  have  been 
placed  in  such  difficult  positions  and  torn  by 
so  many  conflicting  emotions  that  they  must 
be  judged  very  tolerantly.     How  few   men 
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are  strong  enough  to  stand  against  the 
prevailing  currents  of  opinion  !  Nor,  after  the 
desertion  of  the  British  residents  in  the  Trans- 
vaal in  1 88 1,  have  we  the  right  to  judge 
their  successors  harshly  if  they  have  failed  us, 
for  it  was  Great  and  Mighty  Britain  who  was 
the  renegade  and  traitor  then. 

No  sooner  had  I  reached  Pretoria  than  I 
demanded  my  release  from  the  Government, 
on  the  grounds  that  I  was  a  Press  correspon- 
dent and  a  non-combatant.  So  many  people 
have  found  it  difficult  to  reconcile  this 
position  with  the  accounts  which  have  been 
published  of  what  transpired  during  the 
defence  of  the  armoured  train,  that  I  am 
compelled  to  explain.  Besides  the  soldiers 
of  the  Dublin  Fusiliers  and  Durban  Light 
Infantry  who  had  been  captured,  there  were 
also  eight  or  ten  civilians,  including  a  fireman, 
a  telegraphist,  and  several  men  of  the  break- 
down gang.  Now  it  seems  to  me  that 
according  to  international  practice  and  the 
customs  of  war,  the  Transvaal  Government 
were  perfectly  justified  in  regarding  all 
persons  connected  with  a  military  train  as 
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actual  combatants ;  indeed,  the  fact  that  they 
were  not  soldiers  was,  if  anything,  an  aggrava- 
tion of  their  case.  But  the  Boers  were  at 
that  time  overstocked  with  prisoners  whom 
they  had  to  feed  and  guard,  and  they  there- 
fore announced  that  the  civilians  would  be 
released  as  soon  as  their  identity  was  estab- 
lished, and  only  the  military  retained  as 
prisoners. 

In  my  case,  however,  an  exception  was 
to  be  made,  and  General  Joubert,  who  had 
read  the  gushing  accounts  of  my  conduct 
which  appeared  in  the  Natal  newspapers, 
directed  that  since  I  had  taken  part  in  the 
fighting  I  was  to  be  treated  as  a  combatant 
officer. 

Now,  as  it  happened,  I  had  confined  my- 
self strictly  to  the  business  of  clearing  the 
line,  which  was  entrusted  to  me,  and  although 
I  do  not  pretend  that  I  considered  the  matter 
in  its  legal  aspect  at  the  time,  the  fact 
remains  that  I  did  not  give  a  shot,  nor  was  I 
armed  when  captured.  I  therefore  claimed 
to  be  included  in  the  same  category  as  the 
civilian   railway  officials   and    men   of   the 
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breakdown  gang,  whose  declared  duty 
it  was  to  clear  the  line,  pointing  out  that 
though  my  action  might  differ  in  degree 
from  theirs,  it  was  of  precisely  the  same 
character,  and  that  if  they  were  regarded  as 
non-combatants  I  had  a  right  to  be  con- 
sidered a  non-combatant  too. 

To  this  effect  I  wrote  two  letters,  one  to 
the  Secretary  of  War  and  one  to  General 
Joubert ;  but,  needless  to  say,  I  did  not 
indulge  in  much  hope  of  the  result,  for  I  was 
firmly  convinced  that  the  Boer  authorities 
regarded  me  as  a  kind  of  hostage,  who 
would  make  a  pleasing  addition  to  the  col- 
lection of  prisoners  they  were  forming  against 
a  change  of  fortune.  I  therefore  continued 
to  search  for  a  path  of  escape ;  and  indeed 
it  was  just  as  well  that  I  did  so,  for  I  never 
received  any  answer  to  either  of  my  applica- 
tions while  I  was  a  prisoner,  although  I  have 
since  heard  that  one  arrived  by  a  curious 
coincidence  the  very  day  after  I  had  de- 
parted. 

While  I  was  looking  about  for  means, 
and  awaiting  an  opportunity  to  break  out  of 
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the  Model  Schools,  I  made  every  prepara- 
tion to  make  a  graceful  exit  when  the  moment 
should  arrive.  I  gave  full  instructions  to 
my  friends  as  to  what  was  to  be  done  with 
my  clothes  and  the  effects  I  had  accumulated 
during  my  stay  ;  I  paid  my  account  to  date 
with  the  excellent  Boshof ;  cashed  a  cheque 
on  him  for  20/.  ;  changed  some  of  the  notes 
I  had  always  concealed  on  my  person  since 
my  capture  into  gold  ;  and  lastly,  that  there 
might  be  no  unnecessary  unpleasantness,  I 
wrote  the  following  letter  to  the  Secretary  of 
State : 

States  Model  Schools  Prison  : 
December  10,  1899. 

Sir, — I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you 
that  as  I  do  not  consider  that  your  Govern- 
ment have  any  right  to  detain  me  as  a  military 
prisoner,  I  have  decided  to  escape  from  your 
custody.  I  have  every  confidence  in  the 
arrangements  I  have  made  with  my  friends 
outside,  and  I  do  not  therefore  expect  to  have 
another  opportunity  of  seeing  you.  I  there- 
fore take  this  occasion  to  observe  that  I 
consider  your  treatment  of  prisoners  is  correct 
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and  humane,  and  that  I  see  no  grounds  for 
complaint.  When  I  return  to  the  British 
lines  I  will  make  a  public  statement  to  this 
effect,  I  have  also  to  thank  you  personally 
for  your  civility  to  me,  and  to  express  the 
hope  that  we  may  meet  again  at  Pretoria 
before  very  long,  and  under  different  circum- 
stances. Regretting  that  I  am  unable  to 
bid  you  a  more  ceremonious  or  a  personal 
farewell, 

'  I  have  the  honour,  to  be.  Sir, 
*  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

'Winston  Chukchill.' 

To  Mr.  de  Souza, 
Secretary  of  War,  South  African  Republic. 

I  arranged  that  this  letter,  which  I  took 
great  pleasure  in  writing,  should  be  left  on 
my  bed,  and  discovered  so  soon  as  my  flight 
was  known. 

It  only  remained  now  to  find  a  hat. 
Luckily  for  me  Mr.  Adrian  Hofmeyr,  a 
Dutch  clergyman  and  pastor  of  Zeerust,  had 
ventured  before  the  war  to  express  opinions 
contrary  to  those  which  the  Boers  thought 

N 
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befitting  for  a  Dutchman  to  hold.  They 
had  therefore  seized  him  on  the  outbreak  ot 
hostilities,  and  after  much  ill-treatment  and 
many  indignities  on  the  Western  border, 
brought  him  to  the  States  Schools.  He 
knew  most  of  the  officials,  and  could,  I  think, 
easily  have  obtained  his  liberty  had  he  pre- 
tended to  be  in  sympathy  with  the  Republics. 
He  was,  however,  a  true  man,  and  after  the 
clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  who 
was  rather  a  poor  creature,  omitted  to  read 
the  prayer  for  the  Queen  one  Sunday,  it  was 
to  Hofmeyr's  evening  services  alone  that 
most  of  the  officers  would  go.  I  borrowed 
his  hat. 
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CHAPTER  XI 

I    ESCAPE   FROM   THE   BOERS 

Louren^o  Marques  :  December  22,  1899. 

How  unhappy  is  that  poor  man  who  loses  his 
liberty !  What  can  the  wide  world  give  him 
in  exchange  ?  No  degree  of  material  comfort, 
no  consciousness  of  correct  behaviour,  can 
balance  the  hateful  degradation  of  imprison- 
ment. Before  I  had  been  an  hour  in  captivity, 
as  the  previous  pages  evidence,  I  resolved 
to  escape.  Many  plans  suggested  them- 
selves, were  examined,  and  rejected.  For  a 
month  I  thought  of  nothing  else.  But  the 
peril  and  difficulty  restrained  action.  I  think 
that  it  was  the  report  of  the  British  defeat 
at  Stormberg  that  clinched  the  matter.  All 
the  news  we  heard  in  Pretoria  was  derived 
from  Boer  sources,  and  was  hideously  exag- 
gerated and  distorted.     Every  day  we  read 
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in  the  *  Volksstem  ' — probably  the  most 
astounding  tissue  of  lies  ever  presented  to  the 
public  under  the  name  of  a  newspaper — of 
Boer  victories  and  of  the  huge  slaughters  and 
shameful  flights  of  the  British.  However 
much  one  might  doubt  and  discount  these 
tales,  they  made  a  deep  impression.  A 
month's  feeding  on  such  literary  garbage 
weakens  the  constitution  of  the  mind.  We 
wretched  prisoners  lost  heart.  Perhaps  Great 
Britain  would  not  persevere  ;  perhaps  Foreign 
Powers  would  intervene;  perhaps  there 
would  be  another  disgraceful,  cowardly 
peace.  At  the  best  the  war  and  our  confine- 
ment would  be  prolonged  for  many  months. 
I  do  not  pretend  that  impatience  at  being 
locked  up  was  not  the  foundation  of  my 
determination ;  but  I  should  never  have 
screwed  up  my  courage  to  make  the  attempt 
without  the  earnest  desire  to  do  something, 
however  small,  to  help  the  British  cause.  Of 
course,  I  am  a  man  of  peace.  I  did  not 
then  contemplate  becoming  an  officer  of 
Irregular  Horse.  But  swords  are  not  the 
only  weapons  in  the  world.     Something  may 
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be  done  with  a  pen.  So  I  determined  to 
take  all  hazards ;  and,  indeed,  the  affair  was 
one  of  very  great  danger  and  difficulty. 

The  States  Model  Schools  stand  in  the 
midst  of  a  quadrangle,  and  are  surrounded  on 
two  sides  by  an  iron  grille  and  on  two  by  a 
corrugated  iron  fence  about  lo  ft.  high. 
These  boundaries  offered  little  obstacle  to 
anyone  who  possessed  the  activity  of  youth, 
but  the  fact  that  they  were  guarded  on  the 
inside  by  sentries,  fifty  yards  apart,  armed 
with  rifle  and  revolver,  made  them  a  well- 
nigh  insuperable  barrier.  No  walls  are  so 
hard  to  pierce  as  living  walls.  I  thought  of 
the  penetrating  power  of  gold,  and  the  sentries 
were  sounded.  They  were  incorruptible.  I 
seek  not  to  deprive  them  of  the  credit,  but 
the  truth  is  that  the  bribery  market  in  the 
Transvaal  has  been  spoiled  by  the  million- 
aires. I  could  not  afford  with  my  slender 
resources  to  insult  them  heavily  enough.  So 
nothing  remained  but  to  break  out  in  spite 
of  them.  With  another  officer  who  may  for 
the  present — since  he  is  still  a  prisoner — 
remain  nameless,  I  formed  a  scheme. 
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After  anxious   reflection   and    continual 
watching,  it  was   discovered  that  when  the 
sentries  near  the  offices  walked  about  on  their 
beats  they  were  at  certain  moments  unable 
to   see  the  top   of  a  few  yards  of  the  wall. 
The   electric   lights    in    the   middle  of  the 
quadrangle  brilliantly  lighted  the  whole  place 
but  cut  off  the  sentries   beyond  them   from 
looking  at  the  eastern  wall,  for  from  behind 
the  lights  all  seemed  darkness  by   contrast. 
The  first  thing  was  therefore  to  pass  the  two 
sentries  near  the  offices.     It  was  necessary 
to  hit  off  the  exact  moment  when  both  their 
backs  should  be  turned  together.     After  the 
wall  was  scaled  we  should  be  in  the  garden 
of  the  villa  next  door.     There  our  plan  came 
to  an  end.     Everything  after  this  was  vague 
and  uncertain.     How  to  get  out  of  the  garden, 
how  to  pass  unnoticed  through  the  streets, 
how   to  evade  the  patrols   that   surrounded 
the  town,  and  above  all  how  to  cover  the 
two  hundred  and  eighty  miles  to  the  Portu- 
guese frontiers,  were  questions  which  would 
arise    at    a    later    stage.     All    attempts  to 
communicate  with  friends  outside  had  failed. 
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We  cherished  the  hope  that  with  chocolate,  a 
little  Kaffir  knowledge,  and  a  great  deal  of 
luck,  we  might  march  the  distance  in  a  fort- 
night, buying  mealies  at  the  native  kraals 
and  lying  hidden  by  day.  But  it  did  not  look 
a  very  promising  prospect. 

We  determined  to  try  on  the  night  of  the 
nth  of  December,  making  up  our  minds 
quite  suddenly  in  the  morning,  for  these 
things  are  best  done  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment.  I  passed  the  afternoon  in  positive 
terror.  Nothing,  since  my  schooldays,  has 
ever  disturbed  me  so  much  as  this.  There  is 
something  appalling  in  the  idea  of  stealing 
secretly  off  in  the  night  like  a  guilty  thief. 
The  fear  of  detection  has  a  pang  of  its  own. 
Besides,  we  knew  quite  well  that  on  occa- 
sion, even  on  excuse,  the  sentries  would  fire. 
Fifteen  yards  is  a  short  range.  And  beyond 
the  immediate  danger  lay  a  prospect  of  severe 
hardship  and  suffering,  only  faint  hopes  of 
success,  and  the  probability  at  the  best  of 
five  months  .in  Pretoria  Gaol. 

The  afternoon  dragged  tediously  away. 
I    tried   to   read   Mr.   Lecky's  *  History  of 
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England/  but  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  that 
wise  writer  wearied  me.  I  played  chess  and 
was  hopelessly  beaten.  At  last  it  grew  dark. 
At  seven  o'clock  the  bell  for  dinner  rang  and 
the  officers  trooped  off.  Now  was  the  time. 
But  the  sentries  gave  us  no  chance.  They 
did  not  walk  about  One  of  them  stood 
exactly  opposite  the  only  practicable  part  of 
the  wall.  We  waited  for  two  hours,  but  the 
attempt  was  plainly  impossible,  and  so  with 
a  most  unsatisfactory  feeling  of  relief  to  bed. 
Tuesday,  the  1 2  th  !  Another  day  of  fear, 
but  fear  crystallising  more  and  more  into 
desperation.  Anything  was  better  than 
further  suspense.  Night  came  again.  Again 
the  dinner  bell  sounded.  Choosing  my 
opportunity  I  strolled  across  the  quadrangle 
and  secreted  myself  in  one  of  the  offices. 
Through  a  chink  I  watched  the  sentries. 
For  half  an  hour  they  remained  stolid  and 
obstructive.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  one 
turned  and  walked  up  to  his  comrade  and 
they  began  to  talk.  Their  backs  were  turned. 
Now  or  never.  I  darted  out  of  my  hiding 
place  and  ran  to  the  wall,  seized  the  top  with 
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my  hands  and  drew  myself  up.  Twice  I  let 
myself  down  again  in  sickly  hesitation,  and 
then  with  a  third  resolve  scrambled  up.  The 
top  was  flat.  Lying  on  it  I  had  one  parting 
glimpse  of  the  sentries,  still  talking,  still  with 
their  backs  turned ;  but,  I  repeat,  fifteen 
yards  away.  Then  I  lowered  myself  silently 
down  into  the  adjoining  garden  and  crouched 
among  the  shrubs.  I  was  free.  The  first 
step  had  been  taken,  and  it  was  irrevo- 
cable. 

It  now  remained  to  await  the  arrival  of 
my  comrade.  The  bushes  of  the  garden 
gave  a  good  deal  of  cover,  and  in  the  moon- 
light their  shadows  lay  black  on  the  ground. 
Twenty  yards  away  was  the  house,  and  I  had 
not  been  five  minutes  in  hiding  before  I 
perceived  that  it  was  full  of  people ;  the 
windows  revealed  brightly  lighted  rooms, 
and  within  I  could  see  figures  moving  about. 
This  was  a  fresh  complication.  We  had 
always  thought  the  house  unoccupied.  Pre- 
sently— how  long  afterwards  I  do  not  know, 
for  the  ordinary  measures  of  time,  hours, 
minutes,  and  seconds  are  quite  meaningless 
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on  such  occasions — a  man  came  out  of  the 
door  and  walked  across  the  garden  in  my 
direction.  Scarcely  ten  yards  away  he 
stopped  and  stood  still,  looking  steadily 
towards  me.  I  cannot  describe  the  surge  of 
panic  which  nearly  overwhelmed  me.  I  must 
be  discovered.  I  dared  not  stir  an  inch. 
My  heart  beat  so  violently  that  I  felt  sick. 
But  amid  a  tumult  of  emotion,  reason,  seated 
firmly  on  her  throne,  whispered,  'Trust  to 
the  dark  background.*  I  remained  absolutely 
motionless.  For  a  long  time  the  man  and  I 
remained  opposite  each  other,  and  every 
instant  I  expected  him  to  spring  forward.  A 
vague  idea  crossed  my  mind  that  I  might 
silence  him.  '  Hush,  I  am  a  detective.  We 
expect  that  an  officer  will  break  out  here  to- 
night. I  am  waiting  to  catch  him.'  Reason 
— scornful  this  time — replied  :  '  Surely  a 
Transvaal  detective  would  speak  Dutch. 
Trust  to  the  shadow.*  So  I  trusted,  and 
after  a  spell  another  man  came  out  of  the 
house,  lighted  a  cigar,  and  both  he  and  the 
other  walked  off  together.  No  sooner  had 
they  turned  than  a  cat  pursued  by  a  dog 
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rushed  into  the  bushes  and  collided  with  me. 
The  startled  animal  uttered  a  'miaul'  of 
alarm  and  darted  back  again,  making  a 
horrible  rustling.  Both  men  stopped  at  once. 
But  it  was  only  the  cat,  as  they  doubtless 
observed,  and  they  passed  out  of  the  garden 
gate  into  the  town. 

I  looked  at  my  watch.  An  hour  had 
passed  since  I  climbed  the  wall.  Where  was 
my  comrade?  Suddenly  I  heard  a  voice 
from  within  the  quadrangle  say,  quite  loud, 
'  All  up.'  I  crawled  back  to  the  wall.  Two 
officers  were  walking  up  and  down  the  other 
side  jabbering  Latin  words,  laughing  and 
talking  all  manner  of  nonsense — amid  which 
I  caught  my  name.  I  risked  a  cough.  One 
of  the  officers  immediately  began  to  chatter 
alone.  The  other  said  slowly  and  clearly, 
.  .  .  cannot  get  out.  The  sentry  suspects. 
It's  all  up.  Can  you  get  back  again  ?  *  But 
now  all  my  fears  fell  from  me  at  once.  To 
go  back  was  impossible.  I  could  not  hope 
to  climb  the  wall  unnoticed.  Fate  pointed 
onwards.  Besides,  I  said  to  myself,  *  Of 
course,  I  shall  be  recaptured,  but  I  will  at 
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least  have  a  run  for  my  money/  I  said  to 
the  officers,  '  I  shall  go  on  alone.* 

Now  I  was  in  the  right  mood  for  these 
undertakings — that  is  to  say  that,  thinking 
failure  almost  certain,  no  odds  against  success 
affected  me.  All  risks  were  less  than  the 
certainty.  A  glance  at  the  plan  (p.  182)  will 
show  that  the  gate  which  led  into  the  road 
was  only  a  few  yards  from  another  sentry.  I 
said  to  myself,  *  Toujours  de  Taudace  :  *  put 
my  hat  on  my  head,  strode  into  the  middle 
of  the  garden,  walked  past  the  windows  of 
the  house  without  any  attempt  at  conceal- 
ment, and  so  went  through  the  gate  and 
turned  to  the  left.  I  passed  the  sentry  at 
less  than  five  yards.  Most  of  them  knew 
me  by  sight.  Whether  he  looked  at  me  or 
not  I  do  not  know,  for  I  never  turned  my 
head.  But  after  walking  a  hundred  yards 
and  hearing  no  challenge,  I  knew  that  the 
second  obstacle  had  been  surmounted.  I 
was  at  large  in  Pretoria. 

I  walked  on  leisurely  through  the  night 
humming  a  tune  and  choosing  the  middle  of 
the  road.     The  streets  were  full  of  Burghers, 
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but  they  paid  no  attention  to  me.  Gradually  I 
reached  the  suburbs,  and  on  a  little  bridge  I 
sat  down  to  reflect  and  consider.  I  was  in  the 
heart  of  the  enemy's  country.  I  knew  no  one 
to  whom  I  could  apply  for  succour.  Nearly 
three  hundred  miles  stretched  between  me  and 
Delagoa  Bay.  My  escape  must  be  known  at 
dawn.  Pursuit  would  be  immediate.  Yet  all 
exits  were  barred.  The  town  was  picketed,  the 
country  was  patrolled,  the  trains  were  searched, 
the  line  was  guarded.  I  had  75/.  in  my 
pocket  and  four  slabs  of  chocolate,  but  the 
compass  and  the  map  which  mighthave guided 
me,  the  opium  tablets  and  meat  lozenges 
which  should  have  sustained  me,  were  in  my 
friend's  pockets  in  the  States  Model  Schools. 
Worst  of  all,  I  could  not  speak  a  word  of 
Dutch  or  Kaffir,  and  how  was  I  to  get  food  or 
direction  ? 

But  when  hope  had  departed,  fear  had 
gone  as  well.  I  formed  a  plan.  I  would  find 
the  Delagoa  Bay  Railway.  Without  map  or 
compass  I  must  follow  that  in  spite  of  the 
pickets.  I  looked  at  the  stars.  Orion  shone 
brightly.     Scarcely  a  year  ago  he  had  guided 
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me  when  lost  in  the  desert  to  the  banks  of  the 
Nile.  He  had  given  me  water.  Now  he 
should  lead  to  freedom.  I  could  not  endure 
the  want  of  either. 

After  walking  south  for  half  a  mile,  I 
struck  the  railroad.  Was  it  the  line  to 
Delagoa  Bay  or  the  Pietersburg  branch  ?  If 
t  were  the  former  it  should  run  east.  But  so 
far  as  I  could  see  this  line  ran  northwards. 
Still,  it  might  be  only  winding  its  way  out 
among  the  hills.  I  resolved  to  follow  it. 
The  night  was  delicious.  A  cool  breeze 
fanned  my  face  and  a  wild  feeling  of  exhilara- 
tion took  hold  of  me.  At  any  rate,  I  was 
free,  if  only  for  an  hour.  That  was  something. 
The  fascination  of  the  adventure  grew. 
Unless  the  stars  in  their  courses  fought  for 
me  I  could  not  escape.  Where,  then,  was  the 
need  of  caution  ?  I  marched  briskly  along  the 
line.  Here  and  there  the  lights  of  a  picket  fire 
gleamed.  Every  bridge  had  its  watchers. 
But  I  passed  them  all,  making  very  short 
detours  at  the  dangerous  places,  and  really 
taking  scarcely  any  precautions.  Perhaps  that 
was  the  reason  I  succeeded. 
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As  I  walked  I  extended  my  plan.  I 
could  not  march  three  hundred  miles  to  the 
frontier.  I  would  board  a  train  in  motion 
and  hide  under  the  seats,  on  the  roof,  on  the 
couplings — anywhere.  What  train  should  I 
take  ?  The  first,  of  course.  After  walking 
for  two  hours  I  perceived  the  signal  lights  of 
a  station.  I  left  the  line,  and,  circling  round 
it,  hid  in  the  ditch  by  the  track  about  200 
yards  beyond  it.  I  argued  that  the  train 
would  stop  at  the  station  and  that  it  would 
not  have  got  up  too  much  speed  by  the  time 
it  reached  me.  An  hour  passed.  I  began 
to  grow  impatient.  Suddenly  I  heard  the 
whistle  and  the  approaching  rattle.  Then 
the  great  yellow  head  lights  of  the  engine 
flashed  into  view.  The  train  waited  five 
minutes  at  the  station  and  started  again  with 
much  noise  and  steaming.  I  crouched  by  the 
track.  I  rehearsed  the  act  in  my  mind.  I 
must  wait  until  the  engine  had  passed,  other- 
wise I  should  be  seen.  Then  I  must  make  a 
dash  for  the  carriages. 

The  train  started  slowly,  but  gathered 
speed  sooner  than  I  had  expected.  The  flaring 
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lights  drew  swiftly  near.  The  rattle  grew 
into  a  roar.  The  dark  mass  hung  for  a 
second  above  me.  The  engine-driver 
silhouetted  against  his  furnace  glow,  the  black 
profile  of  the  engine,  the  clouds  of  steam 
rushed  past.  Then  I  hurled  myself  on  the 
trucks,  clutched  at  something,  missed,  clutched 
again,  missed  again,  grasped  some  sort  of 
hand-hold,  was  swung  off  my  feet — my  toes 
bumping  on  the  line,  and  with  a  struggle 
seated  myself  on  the  couplings  of  the  fifth 
truck  from  the  front  of  the  train.  It  was  a 
goods  train,  and  the  trucks  were  full  of  sacks, 
soft  sacks  covered  with  coal  dust.  I  crawled 
on  top  and  burrowed  in  among  them.  In 
five  minutes  I  was  completely  buried. .  The 
sacks  were  warm  and  comfortable.  Perhaps 
the  engine-driver  had  seen  me  rush  up  to  the 
train  and  would  give  the  alarm  at  the  next 
station  :  on  the  other  hand,  perhaps  not. 
Where  was  the  train  going  to?  Where 
would  it  be  unloaded?  Would  it  be 
searched  ?  Was  it  on  the  Delagoa  Bay  line  ? 
What  should  I  do  in  the  morning?  Ah, 
never,  mind  that.     Sufficient  for  the  day  was 
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the  luck  thereof.  Fresh  plans  for  fresh 
contingencies.  I  resolved  to  sleep,  nor  can  I 
imagine  a  more  pleasing  lullaby  than  the 
clatter  of  the  train  that  carries  you  at  twenty 
miles  an  hour  away  from  the  enemy's 
capital. 

How  long  I  slept  I  do  not  know,  but  I 
woke  up  suddenly  with  all  feelings  of  ex- 
hilaration gone,  and  only  the  consciousness 
of  oppressive  difficulties  heavy  on  me.  I 
must  leave  the  train  before  daybreak,  so  that 
I  could  drink  at  a  pool  and  find  some  hiding- 
place  while  it  was  still  dark.  Another  night 
I  would  board  another  train.  I  crawled  from 
my  cosy  hiding-place  among  the  sacks  and 
sat  again  on  the  couplings.  The  train  was 
running  at  a  fair  speed,  but  I  felt  it  was  time 
to  leave  it.  I  took  hold  of  the  iron  handle 
at  the  back  of  the  truck,  pulled  strongly  with 
my  left  hand,  and  sprang.  My  feet  struck 
the  ground  in  two  gigantic  strides,  and  the 
next  instant  I  was  sprawling  in  the  ditch,  con- 
siderably shaken  but  unhurt.  The  train,  my 
faithful  ally  of  the  night,  hurried  on  its  journey. 

It  was  still  dark.     I  was  in  the  middle  of 
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a  wide  valley,  surrounded  by  low  hills,  and 
carpeted  with  high  grass  drenched  in  dew. 
I  searched  for  water  in  the  nearest  gully,  and 
soon  found  a  clear  pool.  I  was  very  thirsty, 
but  long  after  I  had  quenched  my  thirst  I 
continued  to  drink,  that  I  might  have  sufficient 
for  the  whole  day. 

Presently  the  dawn  began  to  break,  and 
the  sky  to  the  east  grew  yellow  and  red, 
slashed  across  with  heavy  black  clouds.  I 
saw  with  relief  that  the  railway  ran  steadily 
towards  the  sunrise.  I  had  taken  the  right 
line,  after  all. 

Having  drunk  my  fill,  I  set  out  for  the 
hills,  among  which  I  hoped  to  find  some 
hiding-place,  and  as  it  became  broad  daylight 
I  entered  a  small  grove  of  trees  which  grew 
on  the  side  of  a  deep  ravine.  Here  I 
resolved  to  wait  till  dusk.  I  had  one  con- 
solation :  no  one  in  the  world  knew  where 
I  was — I  did  not  know  myself.  It  was  now 
four  o'clock.  Fourteen  hours  lay  between 
me  and  the  night.  My  impatience  to  pro- 
ceed, while  I  was  still  strong,  doubled  their 
length.     At  first  it  was  terribly  cold,  but  by 
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degrees  the  sun  gained  power,  and  by  ten 
o'clock  the  heat  was  oppressive.  My  sole 
companion  was  a  gigantic  vulture,  who 
manifested  an  extravagant  interest  in  my 
condition,  and  made  hideous  and  ominous 
gurglings  from  time  to  time.  From  my  lofty 
position  I  commanded  a  view  of  the  whole 
valley.  A  little  tin-roofed  town  lay  three 
miles  to  the  westward.  Scattered  farmsteads, 
each  with  a  clump  of  trees,  relieved  the 
monotony  of  the  undulating  ground  At  the 
foot  of  the  hill  stood  a  Kafifir  kraal,  and  the 
figures  of  its  inhabitants  dotted  the  patches 
of  cultivation  or  surrounded  the  droves  of 
goats  and  cows  which  fed  on  the  pasture. 
The  railway  ran  through  the  middle  of  the 
valley,  and  I  could  watch  the  passage  of  the 
various  trains.  I  counted  four  passing  each 
way,  and  from  this  I  drew  the  conclusion 
that  the  same  number  would  run  by  night 
I  marked  a  steep  gradient  up  which  they 
climbed  very  slowly,  and  determined  at  night- 
fall to  make  another  attempt  to  board  one 
of  these.  During  the  day  I  aterone  slab  of 
chocolate,  which,  with  the  heat,  produced  a 
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Violent  thirst  The  pool  was  hardly  half  a 
mile  away,  but  I  dared  not  leave  the  shelter 
of  the  little  wood,  for  I  could  see  the  figures 
of  white  men  riding  or  walking  occasionally 
across  the  valley,  and  once  a  Boer  came 
and  fired  two  shots  at  birds  close  to  my 
hiding-place.     But  no  one  discovered  me. 

The  elation  and  the  excitement  of  the 
previous  night  had  burnt  away,  and  a  chill- 
ing reaction  followed.  I  was  very  hungry, 
for  I  had  had  no  dinner  before  starting,  and 
chocolate,  though  it  sustains,  does  not  satisfy. 
I  had  scarcely  slept,  but  yet  my  heart  beat  so 
fiercely  and  I  was  so  nervous  and  perplexed 
about  the  future  that  I  could  not  rest.  I 
thought  of  all  the  chances  that  lay  against 
me;  I  dreaded  and  detested  more  than 
words  can  express  the  prospect  of  being 
caught  and  dragged  back  to  Pretoria.  I  do 
not  mean  that  I  would  rather  have  died  than 
have  been  retaken,  but  I  have  often  feared 
death  for  much  less.  I  found  no  comfort  in 
any  of  the  philosophical  ideas  which  some 
men  parade  in  their  hours  of  ease  and 
strength  and  safety.      They  seemed    only 
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fair-weather  friends.  I  realised  with  awful 
force  that  no  exercise  of  my  own  feeble  wit  and 
strength  could  save  me  from  my  enemies, 
and  that  without  the  assistance  of  that 
High  Power  which  interferes  in  the  eternal 
sequence  of  causes  and  effects  more  often  than 
we  are  always  prone  to  admit,  I  could  never 
succeed.  I  prayed  long  and  earnestly  for 
help  and  guidance.  My  prayer,  as  it  seems 
to  me,  was  swiftly  and  wonderfully  answered. 
I  cannot  now  relate  the  strange  circum- 
stances which  followed,  and  which  changed 
my  nearly  hopeless  position  into  one  of 
superior  advantage.  But  after  the  war  is 
over  1  shall  hope  to  lengthen  this  account, 
and  so  remarkable  will  the  addition  be  that  I 
cannot  believe  the  reader  will  complain. 

The  long  day  reached  its  close  at  last. 
The  western  clouds  flushed  into  fire  ;  the 
shadows  of  the  hills  stretched  out  across  the 
valley.  A  ponderous  Boer  waggon,  with  its 
long  team,  crawled  slowly  along  the  track 
towards  the  town.  The  Kaffirs  collected 
their  herds  and  drew  around  their  kraal. 
The   daylight  died,   and  soon  it  was  quite 
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dark.     Then,  and  not  till  then,  I  set  forth. 
I  hurried  to  the  railway  line,  pausing  on  my 
way   to  drink  at   a   stream   of  sweet,   cold 
water.     1  waited  for  some  time  at  the  top  of 
the  steep  gradient  in  the  hope  of  catching 
a  train.     But  none  came,  and   I  gradually 
guessed,   and    I    have  since   found   that   I 
guessed  right,  that  the  train  I   had  already 
^  travelled  in  was  the  only  one  that  ran   at 
night.     At  last  I  resolved  to  walk  on,  and 
make,   at   any   rate,    twenty   miles    of    my 
journey.      I    walked   for   about    six   hours. 
How  far  I  travelled  I  do  not  know,  but  I  do 
not   think  that  it  was  very  many  miles  in 
the  direct  line.     Every  bridge  was  guarded 
by    armed    men ;     every    few    miles    were 
gangers*    huts ;     at     intervals     there    were 
stations  with  villages  clustering  round  them. 
All  the  veldt  was  bathed  in  the  bright  rays  of 
the  full  moon,  and  to  avoid  these  dangerous 
places  I  had  to  make  wide  circuits  and  often 
to   creep  along   the  ground.     Leaving   the 
railroad  I   fell  into  bogs   and  swamps,  jand 
brushed  through  high   grass  dripping   with 
dew,  so  that  I  was  drenched  to  the  waist.     I 
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had  been  able  to  take  Httle  exercise  during 
my  month's  imprisonment,  and  I  was  soon 
tired  out  with  walking,  as  well  as  from  want 
of  food  and  sleep.      I   felt   very   miserable 
when   I   looked   around  and  saw  here   and 
there  the  lights  of  houses,  and  thought  of  the 
warmth  and  comfort  within  them,  but  knew 
that  they  only  meant  danger  to  me.     After 
six  or  seven  hours  of  walking  I  thought  it 
unwise  to  go  further  lest  I  should  exhaust 
myself,  so  I  lay  down  in  a  ditch  to  sleep.     I 
was  nearly  at  the  end  of  my  tether.     Never- 
theless, by  the  will  of  God,  I  was  enabled  to 
sustain  myself  during   the   next  few   days, 
obtaining  food  at  great  risk  here  and  there, 
resting  in  concealment  by  day  and  walking 
only   at    night.     On    the  fifth   day    I    was 
beyond  Middelburg,   so  far  as  I   could  tell, 
for  I  dared  not  inquire  nor  as  yet  approach 
the  stations  near  enough  to  read  the  names. 
In   a  secure  hiding-place    I    waited   for   a 
suitable   train,    knowing    that     there    is    a 
through    service   between   Middelburg  and 
Louren^o  Marques. 

Meanwhile  there  had  been  excitement  in 
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the  States  Model  Schools,  temporarily  con- 
verted into  a  military  prison.  Early  on 
Wednesday  morning — barely  twelve  hours 
after  I  had  escaped — my  absence  was  dis- 
covered— I  think  by  Dr.  Gunning.  The 
alarm  was  given.  Telegrams  with  my  de- 
scription at  great  length  were  despatched 
along  all  the  railways.  Three  thousand 
photographs  were  printed.  A  warrant  was 
issued  for  my  immediate  arrest.  Every  train 
was  strictly  searched.  Everyone  was  on  the 
watch.  The  worthy  Boshof,  who  knew  my 
face  well,  was  hurried  off  to  Komati  Poort 
to  examine  all  and  sundry  people  *  with  red 
hair'  travelling  towards  the  frontier.  The 
newspapers  made  so  much  of  the  affair 
that  my  humble  fortunes  and  my  where- 
abouts were  discussed  in  long  columns  of 
print,  and  even  in  the  crash  of  the  war  I 
became  to  the  Boers  a  topic  all  to  myself. 
The  rumours  in  part  amused  me.  It  was 
certain,  said  the  *  Standard  and  Diggers* 
News,'  that  I  had  escaped  disguised  as  a 
woman.  The  next  day  I  was  reported 
captured  at   Komati    Poort    dressed    as   a 
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Transvaal    policeman.      There    was    great 
delight  at  this,  which  was  only  changed  to 
doubt  when  other  telegrams  said  that  I  had 
been  arrested  at  Brugsbank,  at  Middelburg, 
and  at   Bronkerspruit.      But  the    captives 
proved    to    be    harmless    people  after  all. 
Finally  it  was  agreed  that  I  had  never  left 
Pretoria.       I     had — it     appeared — changed 
clothes  with  a  waiter,  and  was  now  in  hiding 
at  the  house  of  some  British  sympathiser  in 
the  capital.     On  the  strength  of  this  all  the 
houses  of  suspected  persons  were  searched 
from  top  to  bottom,  and  these  unfortunate 
people  were,   I  fear,  put  to  a  great  deal  of 
inconvenience.     A  special  commission  was 
also  appointed  to  investigate  *  stringently '  (a 
most  hateful  adjective  in  such  a  connection) 
the  causes  '  which  had  rendered  it  possible 
for  the  War  Correspondent  of  the  '*  Morning 
Post "  to  escape.' 

The  *  Volksstem  '  noticed  as  a  significant 
fact  that  I  had  recently  become  a  subscriber 
to  the  State  Library,  and  had  selected  Mill's 
essay  *  On  Liberty.'  It  apparently  desired 
to  gravely  deprecate  prisoners  having  access 
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to  such  inflammatory  literature.  The  idea 
will,  perhaps,  amuse  those  who  have  read  the 
work  in  question. 

I  find  it  very  difficult  in  the  face  of  the 
extraordinary  efforts  which  were  made  to 
recapture  me,  to  believe  that  the  Transvaal 
Government  seriously  contemplated  my 
release  before  they  knew  I  had  escaped  them. 
Yet  a  telegram  was  swiftly  despatched  from 
Pretoria  to  all  the  newspapers,  setting  forth 
the  terms  of  a  most  admirable  letter,  in  which 
General  Joubert  explained  the  grounds  which 
prompted  him  generously  to  restore  my 
liberty.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the 
Boers  hate  being  beaten  even  in  the  smallest 
things,  and  always  fight  on  the  win,  tie,  or 
wrangle  principle ;  but  in  my  case  I  rejoice 
I  am  not  beholden  to  them,  and  have  not  thus 
been  disqualified  from  fighting. 

All  these  things  may  provoke  a  smile  of 
indifference,  perhaps  even  of  triumph,  after 
the  danger  is  past ;  but  during  the  days 
when  I  was  lying  up  in  holes  and  corners, 
waiting  for  a  good  chance  to  board  a  train, 
the  causes  that  had  led  to  them  preyed  more 
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than  I  knew  on  my  nerves.  To  be  an  out- 
cast, to  be  hunted,  to  He  under  a  warrant  for 
arrest,  to  fear  every  man,  to  have  imprison- 
ment— not  necessarily  military  confinement 
either — hanging  overhead,  to  fly  the  light, 
to  doubt  the  shadows — all  these  things  ate 
into  my  soul  and  have  left  an  impression 
that  will  not  perhaps  be  easily  effaced. 

On  the  sixth  day  the  chance  I  had 
patiently  waited  for  came.  I  found  a  con- 
venient train  duly  labelled  to  Louren^o 
Marques  standing  in  a  siding.  I  withdrew 
to  a  suitable  spot  for  boarding  it — for  I 
dared  not  make  the  attempt  in  the  station — 
and,  filling  a  bottle  with  water  to  drink  on 
the  way,  I  prepared  for  the  last  stage  of  my 
journey. 

The  truck  in  which  I  ensconced  myself 
was  laden  with  great  sacks  of  some  soft 
merchandise,  and  I  found  among  them  holes 
and  crevices  by  means  of  which  I  managed 
to  work  my  way  to  the  inmost  recess.  The 
hard  floor  was  littered  with  gritty  coal  dust, 
and  made  a  most  uncomfortable  bed.  The 
heat   was  almost  stifling.     I    was  resolved, 
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however,  that  nothing  should  lure  or  compel 
me  from  my  hiding-place  until  I  reached 
Portuguese  territory.  I  expected  the  journey 
to  take  thirty-six  hours  ;  it  dragged  out  into 
two  and  a  half  days.  I  hardly  dared  sleep 
for  fear  of  snoring. 

I  dreaded  lest  the  trucks  should  be 
searched  at  Komati  Poort,  and  my  anxiety  as 
the  train  approached  this  neighbourhood  was 
very  great.  To  prolong  it  we  were  shunted 
on  to  a  siding  for  eighteen  hours  either  at 
Komati  Poort  or  the  station  beyond  it.  Once 
indeed  they  began  to  search  my  truck,  and  I 
heard  the  tarpaulin  rustle  as  they  pulled  at  it, 
but  luckily  they  did  not  search  deep  enough, 
so  that,  providentially  protected,  I  reached 
Delagoa  Bay  at  last,  and  crawled  forth  from 
my  place  of  refuge  and  of  punishment,  weary, 
dirty,  hungry,  but  free  once  more. 

Thereafter  everything  smiled  I  found 
my  way  to  the  British  Consul,  Mr.  Ross, 
who  at  first  mistook  me  for  a  fireman  off  one 
of  the  ships  in  the  harbour,  but  soon  welcomed 
me  with  enthusiasm.  I  bought  clothes,  I 
washed,  I  sat  down  to  dinner  with  a  real 
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tablecloth  and  real  glasses ;  and  fortune,  deter- 
mined not  to  overlook  the  smallest  detail, 
had  arranged  that  the  steamer  '  Induna  * 
should  leave  that  very  night  for  Durban. 
As  soon  as  the  news  of  my  arrival  spread 
about  the  town,  I  received  many  offers  of 
assistance  from  the  English  residents,  and 
lest  any  of  the  Boer  agents  with  whom 
Louren^o  Marques  is  infested  should  attempt 
to  recapture  me  in  neutral  territory,  nearly  a 
dozen  gentlemen  escorted  m*e  to  the  steamer 
armed  with  revolvers.  It  is  from  the  cabin 
of  this  little  vessel,  as  she  coasts  along  the 
sandy  shores  of  Africa,  that  I  write  the  con- 
cluding lines  of  this  letter,  and  the  reader  who 
may  persevere  through  this  hurried  account 
will  perhaps  understand  why  I  write  them 
with  a  feeling  of  triumph,  and  better  than 
triumph,  a  feeling  of  pure  joy. 
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Frere :  December  24,  1899. 

The  voyage  of  the  'Induna'  from  Delagoa 
Bay  to  Durban  was  speedy  and  prosperous, 
and  on  the  afternoon  of  the  23rd  we 
approached  our  port,  and  saw  the  bold  head- 
land that  shields  it  rising  above  the  horizon 
to  the  southward.  An  hours  steaming 
brought  us  to  the  roads.  More  than  twenty 
great  transports  and  supply  vessels  lay  at 
anchor,  while  three  others,  crowded  from  end 
to  end  with  soldiery,  circled  impatiently  as 
they  waited  for  pilots  to  take  them  into  the 
harbour.  Our  small  vessel  was  not  long  in 
reaching  the  jetty,  and  I  perceived  that  a 
very  considerable  crowd  had  gathered  to 
receive  us.  But  it  was  not  until  I  stepped  on 
shore  that  I  realised  that  I  was  myself  the 
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object  of  this  honourable  welcome.  I  will 
not  chronicle  the  details  of  what  followed. 
It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  many  hundreds  of 
the  people  of  Durban  took  occasion  to  express 
their  joy  at  my  tiny  pinch  of  triumph  over 
the  Boers,  and  that  their  enthusiasm  was 
another  sincere  demonstration  of  their  devo- 
tion to  the  Imperial  cause,  and  their  resolve 
to  carry  the  war  to  an  indisputable  conclusion. 
After  an  hour  of  turmoil,  which  I  frankly 
admit  I  enjoyed  extremely,  I  escaped  to  the 
train,  and  the  journey  to  Pietermaritzburg 
passed  very  quickly  in  the  absorbing  occupa- 
tion of  devouring  a  month's  newpapers  and 
clearing  my  palate  from  the  evil  taste  of  the 
exaggerations  of  Pretoria  by  a  liberal  antidote 
of  our  own  versions.  I  rested  a  day  at 
Government  House,  and  enjoyed  long  con- 
versations with  Sir  Walter  Hely-Hutchinson 
— the  Governor  under  whose  wise  administra- 
tion Natal  has  become  the  most  patriotic 
province  of  the  Empire*  Moreover,  I  was 
fortunate  in  meeting  Colonel  Hime,  the 
Prime  Minister  of  the  Colony,  a  tall,  grey, 
keen-eyed    man,   who    talked    only  of   the 
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importance  of  fighting  this  quarrel  out  to  the 
end,  and  of  the  obstinate  determination  of 
the  people  he  represented  to  stand  by  the 
Queen's  Government  through  all  the  chang- 
ing moods  of  fortune.  I  received  then  and 
have  since  been  receiving  a  great  number 
of  telegrams  and  messages  from  all  kinds  of 
people  and  from  all  countries  of  the  earth. 
One  gentleman  invited  me  to  shoot  with 
him  in  Central  Asia.  Another  favoured 
me  with  a  poem  which  he  had  written  in 
my  honour,  and  desired  me  to  have  it  set 
to  music  and  published.  A  third  —  an 
American — wanted  me  to  plan  a  raid  into 
Transvaal  territory  along  the  Delagoa  Bay 
line  to  arm  the  prisoners  and  seize  the 
President  Five  Liberal  Electors  of  the 
borough  of  Oldham  wrote  to  say  that  they 
would  give  me  their  votes  on  a  future  occa- 
sion *  irrespective  of  politics.*  Young  ladies 
sent  me  woollen  comforters.  Old  ladies 
forwarded  their  photographs ;  and  hundreds 
of  people  wrote  kind  letters,  many  of  which 
in  the  stir  of  events  I  have  not  yet  been  able 
to  answer. 
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The  correspondence  varied  vastly  in  tone 
as  well  as  in  character,  and  I  cannot  help 
quoting  a  couple  of  telegrams  as  specimens. 
The  first  was  from  a  worthy  gentleman  who, 
besides  being  a  substantial  farmer,  is  also  a 
member  of  the  Natal  Parliament.  He  wrote  : 
'  My  heartiest  congratulations  on  your  wonder- 
ful and  glorious  deeds,  which  will  send  such  a 
thrill  of  pride  and  enthusiasm  through  Great 
Britain  and  the  United  States  of  America, 
that  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  will  be  irresistible.' 

The  intention  of  the  other,  although  his 
message  was  shorter,  was  equally  plain. 

^London,   December  jpth. — Best  friends 
^  here  hope  you  won't  go  making  further  ass 

of  yourself. — M'Neill.' 

This  shows,  I  think,  how  widely  human 
judgment  may  differ  even  in  regard  td  ascer- 
tained facts. 

I  found  time  to  visit  the  hospitals 
— long  barracks  which  before  the  war 
were  full  of  healthy  men,  and  are  now 
crammed  with  sick  and  wounded.  Every- 
thing seemed  beautifully  arranged,  and  what 
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money  could  buy  and  care  provide  was  at  the 
service  of  those  who  had  sustained  hurt  in 
the  public  contention.     But  for  all  that  I  left 
with  a  feeling  of  relief.     Grim   sights  and 
grimmer  suggestions  were  at  every  corner. 
Beneath  a  verandah  a  dozen  wounded  officers, 
profusely  swathed  in  bandages,  clustered  in 
a  silent   brooding    group.       Nurses   waited 
quietly  by  shut  doors  that  none  might  disturb 
more   serious   cases.     Doctors  hurried  with 
solemn  faces  from  one  building  to  another. 
Here  and   there  men  pushed  stretchers  on 
rubber-tyred     wheels     about     the      paths, 
stretchers  on   which    motionless   forms   lay 
shrouded    in     blankets.      One,    concerning 
whom  I  asked,  had  just  had  part  of  his  skull 
trepanned:    another    had  suffered   amputa- 
tion.    And  all  this  pruning  and  patching  up 
of  broken  men  to  win  them  a  few  more  years 
of  crippled  life  caught  one's  throat  like  the 
penetrating  smell  of  the  iodoform.     Nor  was 
I  sorry  to  hasten  away  by  the  night  mail 
northwards  to  the  camps.     It  was  still  dark 
as  we  passed   Estcourt,   but  morning  had 
broken  when  the  train  reached  Frere,  and  I 
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got  out  and  walked  along  the  line  inquiring 
for  my  tent,  and  found  it  pitched  by  the  side 
of  the  very  same  cutting  down  which  I  had 
fled  for  my  life  from  the  Boer  marksmen, 
and  only  fifty  yards  from  the  spot  on  which  I 
had  surrendered  myself  prisoner.  So  after 
much  trouble  and  adventure  I  came  safely 
home  again  to  the  wars.  Six  weeks  had 
passed  since  the  armoured  train  had  been 
destroyed.  Many  changes  had  taken  place. 
The  hills  which  I  had  last  seen  black  with 
the  figures  of  the  Boer  riflemen  were  crowned 
with  British  pickets.  The  valley  in  which 
we  had  Iain  exposed  to  their  artillery  fire  was 
crowded  with  the  white  tents  of  a  numerous 
army.  In  the  hollows  and  on  the  middle 
slopes  canvas  villages  gleamed  like  patches 
of  snowdrops.  The  iron  bridge  across  the 
Blue  Krantz  River  lay  in  a  tangle  of  crimson- 
painted  wreckage  across  the  bottom  of  the 
ravine,  and  the  railway  ran  over  an  unpreten- 
tious but  substantial  wooden  structure.  All 
along  the  line  near  the  station  fresh  sidings 
had  been  built,  and  many  trains  concerned  in 
the  business  of  supply  occupied  them.    When 
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I  had  last  looked  on  the  landscape  it  meant 
fierce  and  overpowering  danger,  with  the 
enemy  on  all  sides.  Now  I  was  in  the  midst 
of  a  friendly  host  But  though  much  was 
altered  some  things  remained  the  same.  The 
Boers  still  held  Colenso.  Their  forces  still 
occupied  the  free  soil  of  Natal.  It  was  true 
that  thousands  of  troops  had  arrived  to  make 
all  efforts  to  change  the  situation.  It  was 
true  that  the  British  Army  had  even  advanced 
ten  miles.  But  Ladysmith  was  still  locked 
in  the  strong  grip  of  the  invader,  and  as  I 
listened  I  heard  the  distant  booming  of  the 
same  bombardment  which  I  had  heard  two 
months  before,  and  which  all  the  time  I  was 
wandering  had  been  remorselessly  maintained 
and  patiently  borne. 

Looking  backward  over  the  events  of 
the  last  two  months,  it  is  impossible  not 
to  admire  the  Boer  strategy.  From  the 
beginning  they  have  aimed  at  two  main 
objects :  to  exclude  the  war  from  their  own 
territories,  and  to  confine  it  to  rocky  and 
broken  regions  suited  to  their  tactics.  Up 
to  the  present  time  they  have  been  entirely 
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successful.  Though  the  line  of  advance 
northwards  through  the  Free  State  lay 
through  flat  open  country,  and  they  could 
spare  few  men  to  guard  it,  no  British 
force  has  assailed  this  weak  point.  The 
'farmers*  have  selected  their  own  ground 
and  compelled  the  generals  to  fight  them  on 
it  No  part  of  the  earth's  surface  is  better 
adapted  to  Boer  tactics  than  Northern  Natal, 
yet  observe  how  we  have  been  gradually 
but  steadily  drawn  into  it,  until  the  moun- 
tains have  swallowed  up  the  greater  part  of 
the  whole  Army  Corps.  By  degrees  we  have 
learned  the  power  of  our  adversary.  Before 
the  war  began  men  said  :  *  Let  them  come 
into  Natal  and  attack  us  if  they  dare.  They 
would  go  back  quicker  than  they  would  come.* 
So  the  Boers  came  and  fierce  fighting  took 
place,  but  it  was  the  British  who  retired. 
Then  it  was  said :  *  Never  mind.  The 
forces  were  not  concentrated.  Now  that  all 
the  Natal  Field  Force  is  massed  at  Lady- 
smith,  there  will  be  no  mistake.'  But  still, 
in  spite  of  Elandslaagte,  concerning  which 
the    President   remarked  :    *  The   foolhardy 
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shall  be  punished,'  the  Dutch  advance  con- 
tinued. The  concentrated  Ladysmith  force, 
twenty  squadrons,  six  batteries,  and  eleven 
battalions,  sallied  out  to  meet  them.  The 
Staff  said :  '  By  to-morrow  night  there  will 
not  be  a  Boer  within  twenty  miles  of  Lady- 
smith.'  But  by  the  evening  of  October  30 
the  whole  of  Sir  George  White's  command 
had  been  flung  back  into  the  town  with 
three  hundred  men  killed  and  wounded,  and 
nearly  a  thousand  prisoners.  Then  every 
one  said  :  '  But  now  we  have  touched  bottom. 
The  Ladysmith  position  is  the  ne  plus  ultra. 
So  far  they  have  gone ;  but  no  further ! ' 
Then  it  appeared  that  the  Boers  were 
reaching  out  round  the  flanks.  What  was 
their  design  .^  To  blockade  Ladysmith } 
Ridiculous  and  impossible !  However,  send 
a  battalion  to  Colenso  to  keep  the  communi- 
cations open,  and  make  assurance  doubly 
sure.  So  the  Dublin  Fusiliers  were  railed 
southwards,  and  entrenched  themselves  at 
Colenso.  Two  days  later  the  Boers  cut  the 
railway  south  of  Ladysmith  at  Pieters,  shelled 
the  small  garrison  out  of  Colenso,  shut  and 
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locked  the  gate  on  the  Ladysmith  force,  and 
established  themselves  in  the  almost  im- 
pregnable positions  north  of  the  Tugela. 
Still  there  was  no  realisation  of  the  meaning 
of  the  investment  It  would  last  a  week, 
they  said,  and  all  the  clever  correspondents 
laughed  at  the  veteran  Bennet  Burleigh  for 
his  hurry  to  get  south  before  the  door  was 
shut.  Only  a  week  of  isolation !  Two 
months  have  passed.  But  all  the  time  we 
have  said  :  '  Never  mind  ;  wait  till  our  army 
comes.  We  will  soon  put  a  stop  to  the 
siege — for  it  soon  became  more  than  a 
blockade — of  Ladysmith.' 

Then  the  army  began  to  come.  Its 
commander,  knowing  the  disadvantageous 
nature  of  the  country,  would  have  preferred 
to  strike  northwards  through  the  Free  State 
and  relieve  Ladysmith  at  Bloemfontein.  But 
the  pressure  from  home  was  strong.  First 
two  brigades,  then  four,  the  artillery  of  two 
divisions,  and  a  large  mounted  force  were 
diverted  from  the  Cape  Colony  and  drawn 
into  Natal.  Finally,  Sir  Redvers  Buller  had 
to  follow  the  bulk  of  his  army.     Then  the 
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action  of  Colenso  was  fought,  and  in  that 
unsatisfactory  engagement  the  British  leaders 
learned  that  the  blockade  of  Ladysmith  was 
no  unstable  curtain  that  could  be  brushed 
aside,  but  a  solid  wall.  Another  division  is 
hurried  to  the  mountains,  battery  follows  bat- 
tery, until  at  the  present  moment  the  South 
Natal  Field  Force  numbers  two  cavalry 
and  six  infantry  brigades,  and  nearly  sixty 
guns.  It  is  with  this  force  that  we  hope -to 
break  through  the  lines  of  Boers  who  sur- 
round Ladysmith.  The  army  is  numerous, 
powerful,  and  high-spirited.  But  the  task 
before  it  is  one  which  no  man  can  regard 
without  serious  misgivings. 

Whoever  selected  Ladysmith  as  a  mili- 
tary centre  must  sleep  uneasily  at  nights.  I 
remember  hearing  the  question  of  a  possible 
war  with  the  Boers  discussed  by  several 
officers  of  high  rank.  The  general  impres- 
sion was  that  Ladysmith  was  a  tremendous 
strategic  position,  which  dominated  the  lines 
of  approach  both  into  the  Transvaal  and  the 
Orange  Free  State,  whereas  of  course  it  does 
nothing  of  the  sort.     The  fact  that  it  stands 
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at  the  junction  of  the  railways  may  have 
encouraged  the  belief,  but  both  lines  of 
advance  are  barred  by  a  broken  and  tangled 
country  abounding  in  positions  of  extraordi- 
nary strengrth.  Tactically  Ladysmith  may  be 
strongly  defensible,  politically  it  has  become 
invested  with  much  importance,  but  for 
strategic  purposes  it  is  absolutely  worthless. 
It  is  worse.  It  is  a  regular  trap.  The  town 
and  cantonment  stand  in  a  huge  circle  of  hills 
which  enclasp  it  on  all  sides  like  the  arms  of 
a  giant,  and  though  so  great  is  the  circle 
that  only  guns  of  the  heavier  class  can  reach 
the  town  from  the  heights,  once  an  enemy 
has  established  himself  on  these  heights  it  is 
beyond  the  power  of  the  garrison  to  dislodge 
him,  or  perhaps  even  to  break  out.  Not 
only  do  the  surrounding  hills  keep  the 
garrison  in,  but  they  also  form  a  formidable 
barrier  to  the  advance  of  a  relieving  force. 
Thus  it  is  that  the  ten  thousand  troops  in 
Ladysmith  are  at  this  moment  actually  an 
encumbrance.  To  extricate  them — I  write 
advisedly,  to  endeavour  to  extricate  them — 
brigades  and  divisions  must  be  diverted  from 
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all  the  Other  easy  lines  of  advance,  and  Sir 
Red  vers  Duller,  who  had  always  deprecated 
any  attempt  to  hold  Natal  north  of  the 
Tugela,  is  compelled  to  attack  the  enemy  on 
their  own  terms  and  their  own  ground. 

What  are  those  terms?  The  northern 
side  of  the  Tugela  River  at  nearly  every 
point  commands  the  southern  bank.  Ranges 
of  high  hills  strewn  with  boulders  and  dotted 
with  trees  rise  abruptly  from  the  water, 
forming  a  mighty  rampart  for  the  enemy. 
Before  this  the  river,  a  broad  torrent  with 
few  and  narrow  fords  and  often  precipi- 
tous banks,  flows  rapidly — a  great  moat. 
And  before  the  river  again,  on  our  side 
stretches  a  smooth,  undulating,  grassy 
country — a  regular  glacis.  To  defend  the 
rampart  and  sweep  the  glacis  are  gathered, 
according  to  my  information  derived  in 
Pretoria,  twelve  thousand,  according  to  the 
Intelligence  Branch  fifteen  thousand,  of  the 
best  riflemen  in  the  world  armed  with  beautiful 
magazine  rifles,  supplied  with  an  inexhaus- 
tible store  of  ammunition,  and  supported  by 
fifteen  or  twenty  excellent  quick-firing  guns, 
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all  artfully  entrenched  and  concealed.  The 
drifts  of  the  river  across  which  our  columns 
must  force  their  way  are  all  surrounded  with 
trenches  and  rifle  pits,  from  which  a  con- 
verging fire  may  be  directed,  and  the  actual 
bottom  of  the  river  is  doubtless  obstructed 
by  entanglements  of  barbed  wire  and  other 
devices.  But  when  all  these  difficulties 
have  been  overcome  the  task  is  by  no  means 
finished.  Nearly  twenty  miles  of  broken 
country,  ridge  rising  beyond  ridge,  kopje 
above  kopje,  all  probably  already  prepared 
for  defence,  intervene  between  the  relieving 
army  and  the  besieged  garrison. 

Such  is  the  situation,  and  so  serious  are 
the  dangers  and  difficulties  that  I  have  heard 
it  said  in  the  camp  that  on  strict  military 
grounds  Ladysmith  should  be  left  to  its  fate  ; 
that  a  division  should  remain  to  hold  this  fine 
open  country  south  of  the  Tugela  and  protect 
Natal ;  and  that  the  rest  should  be  hurried 
off  to  the  true  line  of  advance  into  the  Free 
State  from  the  south.  Though  I  recognise 
all  this,  and  do  not  deny  its  force,  I  rejoice 
that  what  is  perhaps  a  strategically  unwise 
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decision  has  been  taken.     It  is  not  possible 
to  abandon  a  brave  garrison  without  striking 
a  blow  to  rescue  them.     The   attempt  will 
"M  cost  several  thousand  lives ;  and  may  even 

y^  *          fail ;  but  it  must  be  made  on  the  grounds  of 
honour,  if  not  on  those  of  policy. 

We  are  going  to  try  almost  immediately, 
for  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost.  *  The  sands,' 
to  quote  Mr.  Chamberlain  on  another  sub- 
ject, 'are  running  down  in  the  glass.'  Lady- 
smith  has  stood  two  months'  siege  and  bom- 
bardment. Food  and  ammunition  stores  are 
dwindling.  Disease  is  daily  increasing.  The 
.  strain  on  the  garrison  has  been,  in  spite  of 
their  pluck  and  stamina,  a  severe  one.  How 
long  can  they  hold  out  ?  It  is  difficult  to  say 
precisely,  because  after  the  ordinary  rations 
are  exhausted  determined  men  will  eat  horses 
and  rats  and  beetles,  and  such  like  odds  and 
ends,  and  so  continue  the  defence.  But 
another  month  must  be  the  limit  of  their 
endurance,  and  then  if  no  help  comes  Sir 
George  White  will  have  to  fire  off  all  his 
ammunition,  blow  up  his  heavy  guns,  burn 
waggons  and  equipment,  and  sally  out  with 
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his  whole  force  in  a  fierce  endeavour  to 
escape  southwards.  Perhaps  half  the  garrison 
might  succeed  in  reaching  our  lines,  but  the 
rest,  less  the  killed  and  wounded,  would  be 
sent  to  occupy  the  new  camp  at  Waterfall, 
which  has  been  already  laid  out — such  is  the 
intelligent  anticipation  of  the  enemy — for 
their  accommodation.  So  we  are  going  to 
try  to  force  the  Tugela  within  the  week,  and 
I  dare  say  my  next  letter  will  give  you  some 
account  of  our  fortunes. 

Meanwhile  all  is  very  quiet  in  the 
camps.  From  Chieveley,  where  there  are 
two  brigades  of,  infantry,  a  thousand  horse 
of  sorts,  including  the  13th  Hussars,  and  a 
dozen  naval  guns,  it  is  quite  possible  to  see 
the  Boer  positions,  and  the  outposts  live 
within  range  of  each  other's  rifles.  Yesterday 
I  rode  out  to  watch  the  evening  bombard- 
ment which  we  make  on  their  entrenchments 
with  the  naval  47  guns.  From  the  low  hill 
on  which  the  battery  is  established  the  whole 
scene  is  laid  bare.  The  Boer  lines  run  in  a 
great  crescent  along  the  hills.  Tier  above 
tier  of  trenches  have  been  scored  along  their 
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sides,  and  the  brown  streaks  run  across  the 
grass  of  the  open  country  south  of  the  river. 
After  tea  in  the  captain  s  cabin — I  should 
say  tent — Commander  Limpus  of  the  *  Ter- 
rible '  kindly  invited  me  to  look  through  the 
telescope  and  mark  the  fall  of  the  shots. 

The  glass  was  one  of  great  power,  and  I 
could  plainly  see  the  figures  of  the  Boers 
walking  about  in  twos  and  threes,  sitting  on 
the  embankments,  or  shovelling  away  to 
heighten  them.  We  selected  one  particular 
group  near  a  kraal,  the  range  of  which  had 
been  carefully  noted,  and  the  great  guns  were 
slowly  brought  to  bear  on  the  unsuspecting 
target.  I  looked  through  the  spy-hole  at  the 
tiny  picture — three  dirty  beehives  for  the 
kraal,  a  long  breastwork  of  newly  thrown  up 
earth,  six  or  seven  miniature  men  gathered 
into  a  little  bunch,  two  others  skylarking 
on  the  grass  behind  the  trench,  apparently 
engaged  in  a  boxing  match.  Then  I  turned 
to  the  guns.  A  naval  officer  craned  along 
the  seventeen-feet  barrel,  peering  through 
the  telescopic  sights.  Another  was  pencil- 
ling some  calculations  as  to  wind  and  light 


BACK   TO   THE   BRITISH    LINES  225 

and  other  intricate  details.  The  crew,  atten- 
tive, stood  around.  At  last  all  was  done.  I 
looked  back  to  the  enemy.  The  group  was 
still  intact.  The  boxers  were  still  playing — 
one  had  pushed  the  other  down.  A  solitary 
horseman  had  also  come  into  the  picture  and 
was  riding  slowly  across.  The  desire  of 
murder  rose  in  my  heart.  Now  for  a  bag ! 
Bang !  I  jumped  at  least  a  foot,  disarranging 
the  telescope,  but  there  was  plenty  of  time 
to  reset  it  while  the  shell  was  hissing  and 
roaring  its  way  through  nearly  five  miles  of 
air.  I  found  the  kraal  again  and  the  group 
still  there,  but  all  motionless  and  alert,  like 
startled  rabbits.  Then  they  began  to  bob 
into  the  earth,  one  after  the  other.  Suddenly, 
in  the  middle  of  the  kraal,  there  appeared  a 
huge  flash,  a  billowy  ball  of  smoke,  and 
clouds  of  dust.  Bang !  I  jumped  again  ;  the 
second  gun  had  fired.  But  before  this  shell 
could  reach  the  trenches  a  dozen  little 
figures  scampered  away,  scattering  in  all 
directions.  Evidently  the  first  had  not  been 
without  effect.  Yet  when  I  turned  the 
glass   to  another  part  of  the  defences  the 
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Boers  were  working  away  stolidly,  and  only 
those  near  the  explosion  showed  any  signs  of 
disturbance. 

The  bombardment  continued  for  half  an 
hour,  the  shells  being  flung  sometimes  into 
the  trenches,  sometimes  among  the  houses 
of  Colenso,  and  always  directed  with  mar- 
vellous accuracy.  At  last  the  guns  were 
covered  up  again  in  their  tarpaulins,  the 
crowd  of  military  spectators  broke  up  and 
dispersed  amid  the  tents,  and  soon  it  became 
night. 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

CHRISTMAS    AND    NEW   YEAR 

Frere  :  January  4,  1900. 

December  25. — Christmas  Day !  'Glory to 
God  in  the  Highest,  and  on  earth,  peace  and 
goodwill  towards  men.'  So  no  great  shells 
were  fired  into  the  Boer  entrenchments  at 
dawn,  and  the  hostile  camps  remained 
tranquil  throughout  the  day.  Even  the 
pickets  forbore  to  snipe  each  other,  and  both 
armies  attended  divine  service  in  the  morn- 
ing and  implored  Heaven's  blessing  on  their 
righteous  causes.  In  the  afternoon  the 
British  held  athletic  sports,  an  impromptu 
military  tournament,  and  a  gymkhana,  all  of 
which  caused  much  merriment  and  diversion, 
and  the  Boers  profited  by  the  cessation  of 
the  shell  fire  to  shovel  away  at  their  trenches. 
In  the  evening  there  were  Christmas  dinners 
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in  our  camp — roast  beef,  plum  pudding,  a 
quart  of  beer  for  everyone,  and  various 
smoking  concerts  afterwards.  I  cannot  de- 
scribe the  enemy's  festivities. 

But  since  that  peaceful  day  we  have  had 
desultory  picket  firing,  and  the  great  guns  in 
the  naval  battery  have  spoken  whenever  an 
opportunity  presented  itself.  The  opposing 
outpost  lines  are  drawn  so  far  apart  that  with 
the  best  intentions  they  can  scarcely  harm 
each  other.  But  the  long  range  of  the  small- 
bore rifles  encourages  fancy  shooting,  so  that 
there  is  often  a  brisk  fusillade  and  no  one 
any  the  worse.  On  our  side  we  have  only 
had  one  infantry  soldier  wounded.  We  do 
not  know  what  the  fortunes  of  the  Boers 
may  have  been,  but  it  is  probable  that  they 
lose  a  few  men  every  day  from  the  bombard- 
ment, and  certain  that  on  Monday  last  there 
were  three  burghers  killed  and  several 
wounded  and  one  horse.  It  happened  in 
this  wise :  beyond  the  strong  Infantry  pickets 
which  remain  in  position  always,  there  is  a 
more  or  less  extended  line  of  cavalry  out- 
posts, which  are  sprinkled  all  along  the  kopjes 
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to  the  east  and  west  of  the  camp,  and  are 
sometimes  nearly  three  miles  from  it  On 
the  Monday  in  question — New  Year's  Day 
to  wit — 200  Boers  set  forth  and  attacked 
our  picket  on  the  extreme  right.  The  picket, 
which  was  composed  of  the  South  African 
Light  Horse,  fell  back  with  discretion,  and 
the  Boers  following  without  their  usual 
caution  did  not  observe  that  eight  troopers 
had  been  dropped  behind  among  the  rocks 
and  ledges  of  a  donga ;  so  that  when  twelve 
of  them  attempted  to  make  their  way  up  this 
natural  zigzag  approach  in  order  to  fire  upon 
the  retiring  picket  they  were  themselves 
received  at  400  yards  by  a  well-directed 
sputter  of  musketry,  and  were  glad  to  make 
off  with  five  riderless  horses,  two  men  upon 
one  horse,  and  leaving  three  lying  quite  still 
on  the  ground.  Thereafter  the  picket  con- 
tinued to  retreat  unmolested. 

Indeed,  the  New  Year  opened  well,  and 
many  litde  things  seem  to  favour  the  hope 
that  it  is  the  turning  point  of  the  war. 
Besides  our  tiny  skirmish  on  the  right, 
Captain  Gough,  of  the  i6th  Lancers,  on  the 
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left,  made  his  way  along  a  convenient  de- 
pression, almost  to  the  river  bank,  and  dis- 
covered Boers  having  tea  in  their  camp  at 
scarcely  1,800  yards.  Forthwith  he  opened 
fire,  causing  great  commotion ;  hurried  up- 
setting of  the  tea,  scrambling  into  tents  for 
rifles, '  confounded  impudence  of  these  cursed 
rooineks !  Come  quickly  Hans,  Pieter, 
O'Brien,  and  John  Smith,  and  let  us  mend 
their  manners.  What  do  they  mean  by 
harassing  us  ? '  And  in  a  very  few  minutes 
there  was  a  wrathful  rattle  of  firing  all  along 
the  trenches  on  the  hillside,  which  spread  far 
away  to  the  right  and  left  as  other  Boers 
heard  it.  What  the  deuce  is  this  ?  Another 
attack!  Till  at  last  the  Maxim  shell  gun 
caught  the  infection,  and  began  pom,  pom, 
pom !  pom,  pom,  pom !  and  so  on  at  intervals. 
Evidently  much  angry  passion  was  aroused 
in  the  Boer  camp,  and  all  because  Captain 
Gough  had  been  trying  his  luck  at  long  range 
volleys.  The  situation  might  have  become 
serious;  the  event  was,  however,  fortunate. 
No  smoke  betrayed  the  position  of  the  scout- 
ing party ;  no  bullets  found  them.     A  heavy 
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shower  of  metal  sang  and  whistled  at  random 
in  the  air.  The  donga  afforded  an  excellent 
line  of  retreat,  and  when  the  adventurous 
patrol  had  retired  safely  into  the  camp  they 
were  amused  to  hear  the  Boers  still  busy  with 
the  supposed  chastisement  of  their  audacious 
assailants. 

But  these  are  small  incidents  which, 
though  they  break  the  monotony  of  the 
camp,  do  not  alter  nor,  each  by  itself,  greatly 
accelerate  the  course  of  the  war.  Good  news 
came  in  on  New  Year's  Day  from  other 
quarters.  Near  Belmont  the  Canadians  and 
Queenslanders  fell  on  a  raiding  or  reckless 
commando,  took  them  on  at  their  own  game, 
hunted  them  and  shot  them  among  the  rocks 
until  the  white  flag  was  upon  the  right  side 
for  once  and  hoisted  in  honest  surrender. 
Forty  prisoners  and  twenty  dead  and 
wounded  ;  excellent  news  to  all  of  us  ;  but 
causing  amazing  joy  in  Natal,  where  every 
colonist  goes  into  an  ecstacy  over  every 
crumb  of  British  success. 

Moreover,    we    have    good    news   from 
East  London.     General  Gatacre  is  stolidly 
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and  patiently  repairing  the  opening  misfortune 
of  his  campaign  :  has  learned  by  experience 
much  of  the  new  conditions  of  the  war. 
Strange  that  the  Boers  did  not  advance  after 
their  victory ;  stranger  still  that  they  retired 
from  Dordrecht.  Never  mind  whether  their 
stillness  be  due  to  national  cautiousness  or 
good  defensive  arrangements.  Since  they 
don't  want  Dordrecht,  let  us  go  there  ;  and 
there  we  go  accordingly.  Out  of  this  there 
arises  on  New  Years  Day  a  successful 
skirmish,  in  the  account  of  which  the  name 
of  De  Montmorency  is  mentioned.  In  Egypt 
the  name  was  associated  with  madcap  courage. 
Here  they  talk  of  prudent  skill.  The  double 
reputation  should  be  valuable. 

And,  perhaps,  the  best  news  of  all  comes 
from  Arundel,  near  Colesberg,  where 
Generals  •  French  and  Brabazon  with  the 
cavalry  column — for  it  is  nearly  all  mounted 
— are  gradually  sidling  and  coaxing  the  Boers 
back  out  of  the  Colony.  They  are  a  power- 
ful combination  :  French's  distinguished 
military  talents,  and  Brabazon's  long  and 
deep    experience    of   war.      So,    with   this 
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column  there  are  no  frontal  attacks — perhaps 
they  are  luckier  than  we  in  respect  of  ground 
— no  glorious  victories  (which  the  enemy  call 
victories,  too) ;  very  few  people  hurt  and  a 
steady  advance,  as  we  hear  on  the  first  day 
of  the  year,  right  up  to  Colesberg. 

Perhaps  the  tide  of  war  has  really  begun 
to  turn.  Perhaps  1900  is  to  mark  the 
beginning  of  a  century  of  good  luck  and  good 
sense  in  British  policy  in  Africa.  When  I 
was  a  prisoner  at  Pretoria  the  Boers  showed 
me  a  large  green  pamphlet  Mr.  Reitz  had 
written.  It  was  intended  to  be  an  account 
of  the  Dutch  grounds  of  quarrel  with  the 
English,  and  was  called  'A  Century  of 
Wrong.'  Much  was  distortion  and  exaggera- 
tion, but  a  considerable,  part  dealt  with 
acknowledged  facts.  Wrong  in  plenty  there 
has  been  on  both  sides,  but  latterly  more  on 
theirs  than  on  ours  ;  and  the  result  is  war — 
bitter,  bloody  war  tearing  the  land  in  twain  ; 
dividing  brother  from  brother,  friend  from 
friend,  and  opening  a  terrible  chasm  between 
the  two  white  races  who  must  live  side  by  side 
as  long  as  South  Africa  stands  above   the 


234  LONDON    TO    LADYSMITH 

ocean,  and  by  whose  friendly  co-operation 
alone  it  can  enjoy  the  fullest  measure  of 
prosperity.  '  A  century  of  wrong ! '  British 
ignorance  of  South  Africa,  Boer  ignorance 
of  civilisation,  British  intolerance,  Boer 
brutality,  British  interference,  Boer  indepen- 
dence, clash,  clash,  clash,  all  along  the 
line!  and  then  fanatical,  truth-scorning 
missionaries,  experimental  philanthropists, 
high-handed  jingo  administrators,  colonial 
ministers  who  disliked  all  colonies  on  the 
glorious  principles  of  theoretic  liberalism,  bad 
generals  thinking  of  their  own  reputations, 
not  of  their  country's  success,  and  a  series  of 
miserable  events  recalled  sufficiently  well  by 
their  names — Slagter's  Nek,  Kimberley, 
Moshesh,  Majuba,  Jameson,  all  these  arousing 
first  resentment,  then  loathing,  then  contempt, 
and,  finally,  a  Great  Desire,  crystallising  into  a 
Great  Conspiracy  for  a  United  Dutch  South 
Africa,  free  from  the  flag  that  has  elsewhere 
been  regarded  as  the  flag  of  freedom.  And 
so  inevitably  to  war — war  with  peculiar  sad- 
ness and  horror,  in  which  the  line  of  cleavage 
springs   between  all   sorts   of  well-meaning 
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people  that  used  to  know  one  another  in 
friendship ;  but  war  which,  whatever  its 
fortunes,  certainly  sweeps  the  past  into 
obscurity.  We  have  done  with  *a  century 
of  wrong.'  God  send  us  now  *  a  century  of 
right; 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

A   MILITARY   DEMONSTRATION    AND   SOME 
GOOD   NEWS 

Chieveley  :  January  8,  1900. 

Boom.  Thud,  thud  Boom.  Boom.  Thud 
— thud  thud — thud  thud  thud  thud — boom. 
A  long  succession  of  queer  moaning  vibrations 
broke  the  stillness  of  the  sleeping  camp.  I 
became  suddenly  awake.  It  was  two  o'clock 
on  the  morning  of  January  6.  The  full 
significance  of  the  sounds  came  with  con- 
sciousness. We  had  all  heard  them  before 
— heavy  cannonading  at  Ladysmith.  They 
were  at  it  again.  How  much  longer  would 
the  heroic  garrison  be  persecuted  ? 

I  turned  to  rest  once  more.  But  the 
distant  guns  forbade  sleep.  The  reports 
grew  momentarily  more  frequent,  until  at 
last  they  merged    into    one    general   roar. 
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This  was  new.  Never  before  had  we  heard 
such  bombarding.  Louder  and  louder  swelled 
the  cannonade,  and  presently  the  deep  note 
of  the  heavy  artillery  could  scarcely  be 
distinguished  above  the  incessant  discharges 
of  field  pieces.  So  I  lay  and  listened.  What 
was  happening  eighteen  miles  away  over 
the  hills?  Another  bayonet  attack  by  the 
garrison  ?  Or  perhaps  a  general  sortie  :  or 
perhaps,  but  this  seemed  scarcely  conceivable, 
the  Boers  had  hardened  their  hearts  and 
were  delivering  the  long  expected,  long 
threatened  assault. 

An  officer  came  to  my  tent  with  the 
daylight  Something  big  happening  at  Lady- 
smith — hell  of  a  cannonade — never  heard 
anything  like  it — worse  than  Colenso— what 
do  you  think  of  it?  But  I  was  without 
opinion ;  nor  did  I  find  anyone  anxious 
to  pronounce.  Meanwhile  the  firing  was 
maintained,  and  we  breakfasted  to  its  accom- 
paniment Until  half- past  ten  there  was  not 
the  slightest  diminution  or  intermission.  As 
the  day  advanced,  however,  it  gradually  died 
away,  showing  either  that  the  fight  was  over, 
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or,  as  it  afterwards  turned  out, .that  it  had 
passed  into  the  hands  of  riflemen. 

We  all  spent  an  anxious  morning  specu- 
lating on  the  reason  and  result  of  the 
engagement.  About  noon  there  arrived  an 
unofficial  message  by  heliograph,  which  the 
young  officer  at  the  signal  station  confided 
to  his  friends.  It  was  brief  'General 
attack  all  sides  by  Boers — everywhere  re- 
pulsed— but  fight  still  going  on.' 

At  one  o'clock,  just  as  were  sitting  down 
to  luncheon,  came  an  orderly  at  full  gallop 
with  the  order  for  the  whole  force  in  Chieveley 
to  turn  out  at  once.  Whereat  the  camp,  till 
then  dormant  under  the  midday  sun,  sprang 
to  life  like  a  disturbed  ant-hill.  Some  said 
we  were  about  to  make  a  regular  attack  on 
Colenso,  while  many  of  the  covering  army 
of  Boers  were  busy  at  Ladysmith.  Others 
suggested  a  night  assault — with  the  bayonet. 
The  idea  was  very  pleasant  to  the  hearts  of 
the  infantry.  But  I  soon  learned  that  no 
serious  operation  was  in  contemplation,  and 
that  the  force  was  merely  to  make  a  demon- 
stration  before   Colenso  with  the  object  of 
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bringing  some  of  the  Boers  back  from 
Ladysmith,  and  of  so  relieving  the  pressure 
on  Sir  George  White. 

The  demonstration  was,  however,  a  very 
imposing  affair.  First  of  all  the  mounted 
forces  threw  out  a  long  fringe  of  patrols  all 
along  the  front.  Behind  this  the  squadrons 
made  a  line  of  black  bars.  The  mounted 
infantry,  Bethune's  Horse,  and  the  Natal 
Carabineers  formed  the  left :  the  South 
African  Light  Horse  the  centre,  and  the 
13th  Hussars  and  Thorneycroft's  Mounted 
Infantry  twisted  back  to  watch  the  right. 
Behind  this  curtain  marched  the  infantry, 
Hildyard's  brigade  on  the  right,  Barton's  on 
the  left,  line  after  line  of  brown  men  ten  yards 
apart,  two  hundred  yards  between  the  lines, 
spreading  in  this  open  formation  over  a  wide 
expanse  of  country,  and  looking  a  mighty 
swarm.  Behind  these  again  dark  blocks 
of  artillery  and  waggons  moved  slowly  for- 
ward. Behind,  and  above  all,  the  naval 
battery  began  to  throw  its  shells  into  the 
village. 

The    cavalry    soon    cleared    the    front, 
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the  squadrons  wheeled  about,  the  patrols 
retreated.  The  South  African  Light  Horse, 
with  whom  I  now  have  the  honour  to  serve, 
were  stationed  in  rear  of  Gun  Hill,  a  rocky 
eminence  so  called  beause  a  heavy  battery 
was  placed  there  in  the  last  engagement. 
From  this  feature  an  excellent  view  of  the 
operation  was  afforded,  and  thence  we 
watched  the  whole  development. 

Sir  Francis  Clery,  General  Hildyard,  and 
their  respective  Staffs  had  also  taken  their 
position  on  Gun  Hill,  so  that  its  crest  was 
thickly  crowded  with  figures  peering 
exhaustively  through  field  glasses  and 
telescopes.  The  infantry,  who  were  now 
moving  steadily  forward,  were  literally 
sprinkled  all  over  the  country. 

In  the  text-books  compiled  from  the 
results  of  past  experience  the  military  student 
reads  that  armies  divide  to  march  and  con- 
centrate to  fight.  '  Nous  avons  chang6  tout 
cela.'  Here  we  concentrate  to  march  and 
disperse  to  fight.     I  asked  General  Hildyard  1 

what   formation   his   brigade  was   in.      He  [ 

replied,  *  Formation  for  taking  advantage  of  I 
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ant-heaps.'  This  is  a  valuable  addition  to 
the  infantry  drill. 

Meanwhile  the  demonstration  was  in 
progress,  and  not  without  effect.  Only  the 
well-informed  realised  that  it  was  a  demon- 
stration, and  the  privates,  as  they  walked 
phlegmatically  on,  did  not  know  that  they 
were  not  about  to  be  plunged  into  another 
deluge  of  fire. 

*You  watch  it,   Bill,'  I   heard  one  man 

remark, '  we'll  have  that laughing  hyena' 

(the  Vickers- Maxim  gun)  *  let  off  at  us  in  a 
minute.' 

The  Boers,  too,  seemed  to  be  deceived, 
or,  at  any  rate,  doubtful,  for  we  could  see 
them  in  twos  and  threes,  and  presently  in 
fives  and  sixes,  galloping  into  their  trenches, 
which  were  evidently  deep  enough  to  shelter 
horse  and  man.  It  was  most  probable  that 
larger  bodies  had  already  begun  their 
countermarch  from  Ladysmith.  We  were 
not  wasting  our  time  or  our  trouble. 

The  infantry  halted  about  three  thousand 
yards  from  the  enemy's  position,  and  the 
artillery,    which    numbered    fourteen    guns, 
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trotted  forward  and  came  into  action.  All 
these  movements,  which  had  been  very 
deliberately  made,  had  taken  a  long  time, 
and  it  was  now  nearly  five  o'clock.  Dark 
thunder-clouds  and  a  drizzle  of  rain  descended 
on  the  silent  Boer  position,  and  the  range  of 
hills  along  which  it  stretched  lay  in  deep 
shadow  as  if  under  the  frown  of  Heaven. 
Our  batteries  also  were  ranged  in  this  gloomy 
zone,  but  with  the  reserves  and  on  the  hill 
whence  we  were  watching  there  was  bright 
sunlight. 

The  bombardment  and  the  storm  broke 
over  the  Boer  entrenchments  simultaneously. 
A  swift  succession  of  fierce  red  flashes 
stabbed  out  from  the  patches  of  gunners, 
teams,  and  waggons,  and  with  yellow  gleams 
soft  white  balls  of  smoke  appeared  among 
the  houses  of  Colenso  and  above  the  belts 
of  scrub  which  extend  on  either  side.  The 
noise  of  explosions  of  gun  and  projectile 
came  back  to  us  on  the  hill  in  regular  order, 
and  above  them  rang  the  startling  discharges 
of  the  47  naval  guns,  whose  shells  in  burst- 
ing  raised   huge   brown   dust    clouds    from 
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houses,  trench,  or  hillside.  At  the  same 
time  the  thunder  began  to  rumble,  and  vivid 
streaks  of  blue  light  scarred  the  sombre  hills. 
We  watched  the  impressive  spectacle  in 
safety  and  the  sunlight. 

Besides  creating  a  diversion  in  favour  of 
Ladysmith  the  object  of  our  demonstration 
was  to  make  the  enemy  reveal  his  position 
and  especially  the  positions  of  his  guns.  In 
this  latter  respect,  however,  we  were  defeated. 
Though  they  must  have  suffered  some  loss 
and  more  annoyance  from  the  bombardment, 
and  though  much  of  the  infantry  was  well 
within  the  range  of  their  guns,  the  Boers 
declined  to  be  drawn,  and  during  two  hours' 
shelling  they  did  not  condescend  to  give  a 
single  shot  in  reply.  It  needs  a  patient  man 
to  beat  a  Dutchman  at  waiting.  So  about 
seven  o'clock  we  gave  up  trying. 

It  had  been  intended  to  leave  the  troops 
on  the  enemy's  front  until  night  and  with- 
draw them  after  dark,  the  idea  being  to  make 
him  anxious  lest  a  night  attack  should  be 
designed.  But  as  some  of  the  battalions 
had  turned  out  without  having  their  dinners, 

R  2 
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Sir  Francis  Clery  decided  not  to  keep  them 
under  arms  longer,  and  the  whole  force  with- 
drew gracefully  and  solemnly  to  camp. 

Here  we  found  news  from  Lady  smith. 
*  Enemy  everywhere  repulsed  for  the  present* 
For  the  present !  Hold  on  only  a  little  longer, 
gallant  garrison,  and  if  it  be  in  the  power 
of  25,000  British  soldiers  to  help  you,  your 
troubles  and  privations  shall  soon  be  ended — 
and  what  a  dinner  we  will  have  together  then ! 

That  night  we  tried  to  congratulate  or 
encourage  Ladysmith,  and  the  searchlight 
perseveringly  flashed  the  Morse  code  on  the 
clouds.  But  before  it  had  been  working  half 
an  hour  the  Boer  searchlight  saw  it  and 
hurried  to  interfere,  flickering,  blinking,  and 
crossing  to  try  to  confuse  the  dots  and 
dashes,  and  appeared  to  us  who  watched  this 
curious  aerial  battle — Briton  and  Boer  fight- 
ing each  other  in  the  sky  with  vibrations  of 
ether — to  confuse  them  very  effectually. 

Next  morning,  however,  the  sun  came 
out  for  uncertain  periods,  and  Ladysmith 
was  able  to  tell  her  own  story  briefly  and 
jerkily,  but  still  a  very  satisfactory  account 
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At  two  o'clock,  according  to  Sir  George 
White,  the  Boers  in  great  numbers,  evidently 
reinforced  from  Colenso,  surprised  the  pickets 
and  began  a  general  attack  on  the  outpost 
line  round  the  town,  particularly  directing  their 
efforts  on  Caesar's  Camp  and  Waggon  Hill. 
The  fighting  became  very  close,  and  the 
enemy,  who  had  after  all  hardened  their 
hearts,  pushed  the  attack  with  extraordinary 
daring  and  vigour.  Some  of  the  trenches  on 
Waggon  Hill  were  actually  taken  three  times 
by  the  assailants.  But  every  time  General 
Hamilton — the  skilful  Hamilton  as  he  has 
been  called — flung  them  out  again  by  counter- 
attacks. At  one  place,  indeed,  they  suc- 
ceeded in  holding  on  all  day,  nor  was  it  until 
the  dusk  of  the  evening,  when  the.  rain  and 
thunderstorm  which  we  saw  hanging  over 
Colenso  broke  on  Ladysmith,  that  Colonel 
Park  led  forth  the  Devon  Regiment — who, 
having  had  half  their  officers  killed  or 
wounded  by  a  shell  some  days  before,  were 
probably  spiteful — and  drove  the  Dutchmen 
helter  skelter  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet. 
So  that  by  night  the  Boers  were  repulsed  at 
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every  point,  with  necessarily  great  slaughter, 
greater  at  any  rate  than  on  our  side.  Their 
first  experience  of  assaulting !     Encore  ! 

Battles  now-a-days  are  fought  mainly 
with  firearms,  but  no  troops,  however  brave, 
however  well  directed,  can  enjoy  the  full 
advantage  of  their  successes  if  they  exclude 
the  possibilities  of  cold  steel  and  are  not 
prepared  to  maintain  what  they  have  won, 
if  necessary  with  their  fists.  The  moral 
strength  of  an  army  which  welcomes  the 
closest  personal  encounter  must  exceed  that  of 
an  army  which  depends  for  its  victories  only 
on  being  able  to  kill  its  foes  at  a  distance. 
The  bayonet  is  the  most  powerful  weapon  we 
possess  out  here.  Firearms  kill  many  of  the 
enemy,  but  it  is  the  white  weapon  that  makes 
them  run  away.  Rifles  can  inflict  the  loss, 
but  victory  depends,  for  us  at  least,  on  the 
bayonets. 

Of  the  losses  we  as  yet  know  nothing, 
except  that  Lord  Ava  is  seriously  wounded, 
a  sad  item  for  which  the  only  consolation  is 
that  the  Empire  is  worth  the  blood  of  its 
noblest  citizens.     But  for  the  general  result 
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we  rejoice.  Ladysmith,  too,  is  proud  and 
happy.  Only  ten  thousand  of  us,  and  look 
what  we  do  !  A  little  reproachfully,  perhaps  ; 
for  it  is  dull  work  fighting  week  after  week 
without  alcohol  or  green  vegetables- 
Well,  it  looks  as  if  their  trials  were  very 
nearly  over.  Sir  Charles  Warren's  Division 
marches  to  Frere  to-day.  All  the  hospitals 
have  been  cleared  ready  for  those  who 
may  need  them.  If  all's  well  we  shall  have 
removed  the  grounds  of  reproach  by  this  day 
week.  The  long  interval  between  the  acts 
has  come  to  an  end.  The  warning  bell  has 
rung.  Take  your  seats,  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
The  curtain  is  about  to  rise. 

'  High  time,  too,'  say  the  impatient 
audience,  and  with  this  I  must  agree;  for, 
looking  from  my  tent  as  I  write,  I  can  see 
the  smoke-puff  bulging  on  Bulwana  Hill  as 
'  Long  Tom '  toils  through  his  seventy-second 
day  of  bombardment,  and  the  white  wisp 
seems  to  beckon  the  relieving  army  onward. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

THt  DASH  FOR  POTGIETEr's  FERRY 

Spearman's  Hill :  January  15,  1900. 

Secrets  usually  leak  out  in  a  camp,  no 
matter  how  many  people  are  employed  to 
keep  them.  For  two  days  before  January  10 
rumours  of  an  impending  move  circulated 
freely.  There  are,  moreover,  certain  signs 
by  which  anyone  who  is  acquainted  with  the 
under  machinery  of  an  army  can  tell  when 
operations  are  imminent.  On  the  6th  we 
heard  that  orders  had  been  given  to  clear 
the  Pietermaritzburg  hospitals  of  all  patients, 
evidently  because  new  inmates  were  ex- 
pected. On  the  7th  it  was  reported  that  the 
hospitals  were  all  clear.  On  the  8th  an 
ambulance  train  emptied  the  field  hospitals 
at  Frere,  and  that  same  evening  there 
arrived  seven  hundred  civilian  stretcher- 
bearers — brave  men  who  had  volunteered  to 
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carry  wounded  under  fire,  and  whom  the 
army  somewhat  ungratefully  nicknames 
the  *  Body-snatchers.'  Nor  were  these 
grim  preparations  the  only  indications  of 
approaching  activity.  The  commissariat 
told  tales  of  accumulations  of  supplies — 
twenty-one  days'  packed  in  waggons — of 
the  collection  of  transport  oxen  and  other 
details,  meaningless  by  themselves,  but  full 
of  significance  when  viewed  side  by  side 
with  other  circumstances.  Accordingly  I  was 
scarcely  surprised  when,  chancing  to  ride 
from  Chieveley  to  Frere  on  the  afternoon 
of  the  loth,  I  discovered  the  whole  of  Sir 
Charles  Warren's  division  added  to  the 
already  extensive  camp. 

This  was  the  first  move  of  the  compli- 
cated operations  by  which  Sir  Redvers 
BuUer  designed  to  seize  the  passage  of  the 
Tugela  at  Potgieter's  Ferry  :  Warren  (seven 
battalions,  comprising  Coke's  and  Wood- 
gate's  Brigades  and  five  batteries)  from 
Estcourt  to  Frere.  When  I  got  back  to 
Chieveley  all  was  bustle  in  the  camp. 
Orders  to  march  at  dawn  had  arrived.     At 
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last  the  long  pause  was  finished  ;  waiting  was 
over ;  action  had  begun. 

So  far  as  Chieveley  was  concerned,  the 
following  was  the  programme:  Barton's 
Brigade  to  entrench  itself  strongly  and  to 
remain  before  Colenso,  covering  the  head 
of  the  line  of  communications,  and  demon- 
strating against  the  position ;  Hildyard's 
Brigade  to  move  westward  at  daylight  on 
the  nth  to  Pretorius's  Farm;  cavalry,  guns, 
and  baggage  (miles  of  it)  to  take  a  more 
circuitous  route  to  the  same  place.  Thither 
also  Hart  was  to  move  from  Frere,  joining 
Hildyard  and  forming  Clery's  division. 
Warren  was  to  rest  until  the  next  day.  The 
force  for  the  relief  of  Ladysmith,  exclusive 
of  Barton's  Brigade  and  communication 
troops,  was  organised  as  follows  : 

Commander-in-Chief:  SiR  Redvers  Buller 
Clerv's  Division  Warren's  Division 

consisting  of  consisting  of 

Hildyard's  Brigade,  Lyttelton's  Brigade, 

Hart's  Brigade,  Woodgate's  Brigade, 

I  squad.  13th  Hussars,  i  squad,  isth  Hussars, 

3  batteries,  3  batteries, 

R..K.  R..K. 
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Corps  Troops 

Coke's  Brigade  (3  battalions), 
I  field  battery  R.A., 

1  howitzer  battery  R.A., 

2  47  naval  guns  and  Naval  Brigade, 
8  long-range  naval  12-pounder  guns, 
I  squadron  13th  Hussars, 

R.E.,  &c. 

Cavalry  (Dundonald) 

1st  Royal  Dragoons. 

14th  Hussars. 

4  squadrons  South  African  Light  Horse. 

I  squadron  Imperial  Light  Horse. 

Bethune's  Mounted  Infantry. 

Thorneycroft's  Mounted  Infantry. 

I  squadron  Natal  Carabineers. 

I  squadron  Natal  Police. 

I  company  K.R.R.  Mounted  Infantry. 

6  machine  guns. 

Or,  to   sum   the   whole   up   briefly,   19,000 
infantry,  3,000  cavalry,  and  60  guns. 

All  were  busy  with  their  various  tasks — 
Barton's  Brigade  entrenching,  making  re- 
doubts and  shelter  pits,  or  block-houses  of 
railway  iron ;  the  other  brigades  packing  up 
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ready  for  the  march  as  night  closed  in.  In 
the  morning  we  started.  The  cavalry  were 
responsible  for  the  safety  of  the  baggage 
convoy,  and  with  Colonel  Byng,  who  com- 
manded the  column,  I  waited  and  watched 
the  almost  interminable  procession  defile. 
Ox  waggons  piled  high  with  all  kinds  of 
packages,  and  drawn  sometimes  by  ten  or 
twelve  pairs  of  oxen,  mule  waggons,  Scotch 
carts,  ambulance  waggons,  with  huge  Red 
Cross  flags,  ammunition  carts,  artillery, 
slaughter  cattle,  and,  last  of  all,  the  naval 
battery,  with  its  two  enormous  47  pieces, 
dragged  by  long  strings  of  animals,  and 
guarded  by  straw-hatted  khaki-clad  blue- 
jackets, passed  in  imposing  array,  with  here 
and  there  a  troop  of  cavalry  to  protect  them 
or  to  prevent  straggling.  And  here  let  me 
make  an  unpleasant  digression.  The  vast 
amount  of  baggage  this  army  takes  with  it  on 
tlie  march  hampers  its  movements  and  utterly 
precludes  all  possibility  of  surprising  the 
enemy.  I  have  never  before  seen  even 
officers  accommodated  with  tents  on  service, 
though   both   the    Indian   frontier  and    the 
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Soudan  lie  under  a  hotter  sun  than  South 
Africa,  But  here  to  day,  within  striking 
distance  of  a  mobile  enemy  whom  we  wish 
to  circumvent,  every  private  soldier  has 
canvas  shelter,  and  the  other  arrangements 
are  on  an  equally  elaborate  scale.  The  con- 
sequence is  that  roads  are  crowded,  drifts 
are  blocked,  marching  troops  are  delayed, 
and  all  rapidity  of  movement  is  out  of  the 
question.  Meanwhile,  the  enemy  completes 
the  fortification  of  his  positions,  and  the  cost 
of  capturing  them  rises.  It  is  a  poor  economy 
to  let  a  soldier  live  well  for  three  days  at  the 
price  of  killing  him  on  the  fourth.^ 

We  marched  off  with  the  rearguard  at 
last,  and  the  column  twisted  away  among 
the  hills  towards  the  west.  After  marching 
about  three  miles  we  reached  the  point  where 
the  track  from  Frere  joined  the  track  from 
Chieveley,  and  here  two  streams  of  waggons 
flowed  into  one  another  like  the  confluence 
of  rivers.     Shortly  after  this  all  the  mounted 

*  This  complaint  was  not  in  one  respect  justified  by  what 
followed,  for  after  we  left  Spearman's  we  only  saw  our  tents 
for  a  day  or  two,  and  at  rare  intervals,  until  Ladysmith  was 
relieved. 
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forces  with  the  baggage  were  directed  to 
concentrate  at  the  head  of  the  column,  and, 
leaving  the  tardy  waggons  to  toil  along  at 
their  own  pace,  we  trotted  swiftly  forward. 
Pretorius's  Farm  was  reached  at  noon — a 
tin-roofed  house,  a  few  sheds,  a  dozen  trees, 
and  an  artificial  pond  filled  to  the  brim 
by  the  recent  rains.  Here  drawn  up  in  the 
spacious  plain  were  the  Royal  Dragoons 
— distinguished  from  the  Colonial  Corps  by 
the  bristle  of  lances  bare  of  pennons  above 
their  ranks  and  by  their  great  horses — one 
squadron  of  the  already  famous  Imperial 
Light  Horse,  and  Bethune's  Mounted 
Infantry.  The  Dragoons  remained  at  the 
farm,  which  was  that  night  to  be  the  camping 
place  of  Clery's  division.  But  all  the  rest  of 
the  mounted  forces,  about  a  thousand  men, 
and  a  battery  of  artillery  were  hurried 
forward  to  seize  the  bridge  across  the  Little 
Tugela  at  Springfield. 

So  on  we  ride,  *  trot  and  walk,'  lightly 
and  easily  over  the  good  turf,  and  winding  in 
scattered  practical  formations  among  the 
beautiful  verdant  hills  of  ^  Natal.    Presently  we 
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topped  a  ridge  and  entered  a  very  extensive 
basin  of  country — a  huge  circular  valley  of 
green  grass  with  sloping  hills  apparently  on 
all  sides  and  towards  the  west,  bluffs,  rising 
range  above  range,  to  the  bright  purple 
wall  of  the  Drakensberg.  Other  valleys 
opened  out  from  this,  some  half  veiled  in  thin 
mist,  others  into  which  the  sun  was  shining, 
filled  with  a  curious  blue  light,  so  that  one 
seemed  to  be  looking  down  into  depths  of 
clear  water,  and  everyone  rejoiced  in  the 
splendours  of  the  delightful  landscape. 

But  now  we  approached  Springfield,  and 
perhaps  at  Springfield  we  should  find  the 
enemy.  Surely  if  they  did  not  oppose  the 
passage  they  would  blow  up  the  bridge.  Tiny 
patrols — beetles  on  a  green  baize  carpet — 
scoured  the  plain,  and  before  we  reached  the 
crease — scarcely  perceptible  at  a  mile's  dis- 
tance, in  which  the  Little  Tugela  flows — 
word  was  brought  that  no  Dutchmen  were 
anywhere  to  be  seen.  Captain  Gough,  it 
appeared,  with  one  man  had  ridden  over  the 
bridge  in  safety  ;  more  than  that,  had  actually 
explored  three  miles  on  the  further  side  :  did 
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not  believe  there  was  a  Boer  this  side  of  the 
Tugela :  would  like  to  push  on  to  Potgieter  s 
and  make  certain  :  '  Perhaps  we  can  seize 
Potgieter's  to-night.  They  don't  like  having 
a  flooded  river  behind  them.'  So  we  come 
safely  to  Springfield — three  houses,  a  long 
wooden  bridge  *  erected  by  public  subscrip- 
tion, at  a  cost  of  4,300/.' — half  a  dozen  farms 
with  their  tin  roofs  and  tree  clumps  seen  in 
the  neighbourhood — and  no  Boers.  Orders 
were  to  seize  the  bridge :  seized  accordingly  ; 
and  after  all  had  crossed  and  watered  in  the 
Little  Tugela — ^swoUen  by  the  rains  to  quite  a 
considerable  Tugela,  eighty  yards  wide — we 
looked  about  for  something  else  to  do. 

Meanwhile  more  patrols  came  in ;  all  told 
the  same  tale :  no  Boers  anywhere.  Well, 
then,  let  us  push  on.  Why  not  seize  the 
heights  above  Potgieter's?  If  held,  they 
would  cost  a  thousand  men  to  storm ;  now, 
perhaps,  they  might  be  had  for  nothing. 
Again,  why  not?  Orders  said,  *Go  to 
Springrfield  ; '  nothing  about  Potgieter's  at 
all.  Never  mind — if  cavalry  had  never  done 
more  than  ob^y  their  orders  how  different 
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English  history  would  have  been !  Captain 
Birdwood,  nth  Bengal  Lancers,  glorious 
regiment  of  the  Indian  frontier,  now  on 
Lord  Dundonald's  staff,  was  for  pushing 
on.  All  and  sundry  were  eager  to  get  on. 
*  Have  a  dash  for  it'  It  is  very  easy  to  see 
what  to  do  in  the  field  of  war  until  you  put 
on  the  thick  blue  goggles  of  responsibility. 
Dundonald  reflected,  reflected  again,  and 
finally  resolved.  Voorwdrts  !  So  on  we  went 
accordingly.  Three  hundred  men  and  two 
guns  were  left  to  hold  the  Springfield  bridge, 
seven  hundred  men  and  four  guns  hurried  on 
through  the  afternoon  to  Potgieter's  Ferry, 
or,  more  properly  speaking,  the  heights  com- 
manding it,  and  reached  them  safely  at  six 
o'clock,  finding  a  strong  position  strengthened 
by  loopholed  stone  walls,  unguarded  and  un- 
occupied. The  whole  force  climbed  to  the  top 
of  the  hills,  and  with  great  labour  succeeded 
in  dragging  the  guns  with  them  before  night. 
Then  we  sent  back  to  announce  what  we  had 
done  and  to  ask  for  reinforcements. 

The  necessity  for  reinforcements  seemed 
very  real  to   me,  for  I  have  a  wholesome 
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respect  for  Boer  military  enterprise  ;  and 
after  the  security  of  a  great  camp  the  dangers 
of  our  lonely  unsupported  perch  on  the  hills 
came  home  with  extra  force.  *  No  Boers 
this  side  of  the  Tugela.'  How  did  we  know  ? 
We  had  not  seen  any,  but  the  deep  valleys 
along  the  river  might  easily  conceal  two 
thousand  horsemen.  I  said  to  myself,  the 
Boer  has  always  a  reason  for  everything  he 
does.  H e  left  the  Springfield  bridge  standing. 
It  would  have  cost  him  nothing  to  blow  it  up. 
Why,  then,  had  he  neglected  this  obvious 
precaution?  Again,  the  position  we  had 
seized  had  actually  been  fortified  by  the 
enemy.  Why,  then,  had  they  abandoned  it 
to  a  parcel  of  horsemen  without  a  shot  fired  ? 
I  could  quite  understand  that  the  flooded 
Tugela  was  not  a  satisfactory  feature  to  fight 
in  front  of,  but  it  seemed  certain  that  they 
had  some  devilry  prepared  for  us  somewhere. 
The  uninjured  bridge  appeared  to  me  a  trap : 
the  unguarded  position  a  bait  Suppose 
they  were,  we  should  be  attacked  at  daylight. 
Nothing  more  than  a  soldier  should  always 
expect ;  but  what  of  the  position  ?    The  line 
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we  had  to  hold  to  cover  the  approaches  to 
our  hill-top  was  far  greater  than  seven 
hundred  men  could  occupy.  Had  we  been 
only  cavalry  and  mounted  men  we  could 
have  fallen  back  after  the  position  became 
untenable,  but  we  were  encumbered  with 
four  field-guns — a  source  of  anxiety,  not  of 
strength.  So  I  began  to  long  for  infantry. 
Two  thousand  good  infantry  would  make 
everything  absolutely  secure.  And  ten  miles 
away  were  infantry  by  thousands,  all  delighted 
to  march  every  mile  nearer  the  front. 

We  passed  a  wet  and  watchful  night  with- 
out food  or  sleep,  and  were  glad  to  find  the 
break  of  day  unbroken  by  the  musketry  of  a 
heavy  attack.  From  our  lofty  position  on  the 
heights  the  whole  country  beyond  the  Tugela 
was  spread  like  a  map.  I  sat  on  a  great 
rock  which  overhung  the  valley,  and  searched 
the  landscape  inch  by  inch  with  field  glasses. 
After  an  hour's  study  my  feeling  of  insecurity 
departed.  I  learned  the  answer  to  the 
questions  which  had  perplexed  the  mind. 
Before  us  lay  the  *  devilry'  the  Boers  had 
prepared,  and  it  was  no  longer  difficult  to 

S2 
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understand  why  the  Springfield  bridge  had 
been  spared  and  the  heights  abandoned.^ 

The  ground  fell  almost  sheer  six  hundred 
feet  to  the  flat  bottom  of  the  valley.  Beneath, 
the  Tugela  curled  along  like  a  brown  and 
very  sinuous  serpent  Never  have  I  seen 
such  violent  twists  and  bends  in  a  river.  At 
times  the  waters  seemed  to  loop  back  on 
themselves.  One  great  loop  bent  towards 
us,  and  at  the  arch  of  this  the  little  ferry  of 
Potgieter's  floated,  moored  to  ropes  which 
looked  through  the  field  glasses  like  a  spider's 
web.  The  ford,  approached  by  roads  cut 
down  through  the  steep  bank,  was  beside  it, 
but  closed  for  the  time  being  by  the  flood. 
The  loop  of  river  enclosed  a  great  tongue 
of  land  which  jutted  from  the  hills  on  the 
enemy's  side  almost  to  our  feet.  A  thousand 
yards  from  the  tip  of  this  tongue  rose  a  line 
of  low  kopjes  crowned  with  reddish  stones. 
The  whole  tongue  was  virtually  ours.  Our 
guns  on  the  heights  or  on  the  bank  could 
sweep  it  from  flank  to  flank,  enfilade  and 

*  Vide  map,  opposite  p.  366,  which  will  be  found  to 
illustrate  the  subsequent  letters. 


THE  DASH  FOR  POTGIETER's  FERRY  26 1 

cross  fire.  Therefore  the  passage  of  the 
river  was  assured.  We  had  obtained  what 
amounted  to  a  practical  bridgehead,  and 
could  cross  whenever  we  thought  fit  But 
the  explanation  of  many  things  lay  beyond. 
At  the  base  of  the  tongue,  where  it  sprang 
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poasetsion. 


from  the  Boer  side  of  the  valley,  the  ground 
rose  in  a  series  of  gentle  grassy  slopes  to  a 
long  horseshoe  of  hills,  and  along  this,  both 
flanks  resting  securely  on  unfordable  reaches 
of  the  river,  out  of  range  from  our  heights  of 
any  but  the  heaviest  guns,  approachable  by 
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a  smooth  grass  glacis,  which  was  exposed  to 
two  or  three  tiers  of  cross  fire  and  converging 
fire,  ran  the  enemy's  position.  Please  look 
at  the  sketch  on  p.  261,  which  shows  nothing 
but  what  it  is  meant  to. 

It  will  be  seen  that  there  is  no  difficulty 
in  shelling  the  Boers  out  of  the  little  kopjes, 
of  fortifying  them,  and  of  passing  the  army 
on  to  the  tip  of  the  tongue ;  but  to  get  off  the 
tongue  on  to  the  smooth  plateau  that  runs 
to  Ladysmith  it  was  necessary  to  force  the 
tremendous  Boer  position  enclosing  the 
tongue.  In  technical  language  the  possession 
of  the  heights  virtually  gave  us  a  bridgehead 
on  the  Tugela,  but  the  debouches  from  that 
bridgehead  were  barred  by  an  exterior  line 
of  hills  fortified  and  occupied  by  the  enemy. 

What  will  Sir  Redvers  BuUer  do  .^  In  a 
few  hours  we  shall  know.  To  cross  and 
deliver  a  frontal  attack  will  cost  at  least 
three  thousand  men.  Is  a  flank  attack 
possible  ?  Can  the  position  be  turned  ? 
Fords  few  and  far  between,  steep  banks, 
mighty  positions  on  the  further  banks  :  such 
are  some  of  the  difficulties.     But  everyone 
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has  confidence  in  the  general.  An  officer 
who  had  been  serving  on  the  Kimberley  side 
came  here.  *  I  don't  understand,'  he  said, 
*  how  it  is  you  are  all  so  cheerful  here  after 
Colenso.  You  should  hear  the  troops  at 
Modder  River.'  But  it  is  a  poor  army  that 
cannot  take  a  repulse  and  come  up  smiling, 
and  when  the  private  soldiers  put  their  faith 
in  any  man  they  are  very  constant.  Besides, 
BuUer's  personality  impresses  everyone  with 
the  idea  of  some  great  reserve  of  force.  Cer- 
tainly he  has  something  up  his  sleeve.  The 
move  to  Potgieter's  has  been  talked  of  for 
a  month  and  executed  with  the  greatest 
ostentation  and  deliberation.  Surely  some- 
thing lies  behind  it  all.  So  at  least  we  all 
believe,  and  in  the  meanwhile  trust  whole- 
heartedly. 

But  some  part  of  the  army  will  certainly 
cross  at  Potgieter's ;  and  as  I  looked  down 
on  the  smooth  smiling  landscape  it  seemed 
very  strange  to  think  that  in  a  few  days  it 
would  blaze  into  a  veritable  hell.  Yet  the 
dark  lines  of  shelter  trenches,  the  redoubts 
crowning  the  hills,  the  bristle  of  tiny  black 
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figures  busily  entrenching  against  the  sky 
line,  hundreds  of  horses  grazing  in  the  plain, 
all  promised  a  fierce  and  stubborn  defence. 
I  turned  about.  The  country  to  the  south- 
ward was  also  visible.  What  looked  to  the 
naked  eye  like  an  endless  thin  rope  lay 
streaked  across  the  spacious  veldt,  and  when 
I  looked  through  the  glass  I  saw  that  it  was 
ten  or  twelve  miles  of  marching  men  and 
baggage.  The  armies  were  approaching. 
The  collision  impended. 

Nothing  happened  during  the  day  except 
the  capture  of  the  ferry,  which  daring  en- 
terprise was  carried  out  by  volunteers  from 
the  South  African  Light  Horse.  Six 
swimmers,  protected  by  a  covering  party  of 
twenty  men,  swam  the  flooded  Tugela  and 
began  to  haul  the  punt  back,  whereat  the 
Boers  concealed  in  the  kopjes  opened  a  brisk 
fire  at  long  range  on  the  naked  figures,  but 
did  not  hit  anyone  nor  prevent  them  all  from 
bringing  the  punt  safely  to  our  side :  a  dash- 
ing exploit,  of  which  their  regiment — the 
*  Cockyolibirds,'  as  the  army,  with  its  custo- 
mary irreverence,  calls  us  on  account  of  the 
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cock's  feather  cockades  we  wear  in  our  hats 
(miserable  jealousy !) — are  immensely  proud. 

The  falling  of  the  Tugela  increased  the 
danger  of  our  position,  and  I  was  delighted 
when  I  woke  up  the  next  morning,  the  second 
of  our  adventurous  occupation,  to  find  Colonel 
Sandbach,  to  whom  I  had  confided  my 
doubts,  outside  my  tent,  saying  *  I  suppose 
you'll  be  happy  now.  Two  battalions  have 
arrived.'  And,  sure  enough,  when  I  looked 
southwards,  I  saw  a  steady  rivulet  of  infantry 
trickling  through  the  gorge,  and  forming  a 
comfortable  brown  inundation  in  the  hollow 
where  our  camp  lay.  A  few  minutes  later 
Sir  Redvers  Buller  and  his  staff  rode  up  to 
see  things  for  themselves,  and  then  we  knew 
that  all  was  well. 

The  General  made  his  way  to  the  great 
stone  we  call  the  observatory,  and  lying  down 
on  his  back  peered  through  a  telescope  in 
silence  for  the  best  part  of  an  hour.  Then 
he  went  off  to  breakfast  with  the  Cavalry 
Brigade  staff.  A  few  officers  remained  be- 
hind to  take  a  still  more  exhaustive  view. 
*  There'll  be  some  wigs  on  that  green  before 
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long/  '  What  a  wonderful  sight  it  will  be 
from  here ! '  *  What  a  place  to  see  a  battle 
from ! '  Two  artillerymen  were  loitering  near. 
Said  one:  'We  ought  to  have  the  Queen 
up  here,  in  her  little  donkey  carriage.* 
*Ah,  we'd  do  it  all  right  then/  replied  his 
comrade.  But  when  I  looked  at  the  peaceful 
plain  and  reflected  on  the  storm  and  tumult 
presently  to  burst  upon  it,  I  could  not  help 
being  glad  that  no  gentle  eye  would  view 
that  bloody  panorama. 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

trichardt's  drift  and 
the  affair  of  acton  homes 

Venter's  Spruit :  January  22,  1900. 

On  Thursday,  January  11,  Sir  Redvers 
BuUer  began  his  operations  for  forcing  the 
Tugela  and  relieving  Ladysmith.  Barton's 
Brigade  entrenched  itself  at  Chieveley, 
guarding  this  line  of  railway  communica- 
tion. Hildyard's  Brigade  marched  westward 
six  miles  to  Pretorius's  Farm,  where  they 
were  joined  by  the  cavalry,  the  naval  g^ns, 
three  batteries  Field  Artillery,  and  Hart's 
Brigade  from  Frere.  The  infantry  and  two 
batteries  remained  and  encamped,  making 
Clery's  division,  while  the  mounted  forces 
under  Dundonald  moved  forward  to  take  the 
bridge  across  the  Little  Tugela  at  Spring- 
field, and,  finding  this  unoccupied,  pushed  on 
and  seized  the  heights  overlooking  Potgieter's 
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Drift  on  the  Tugela.  On  the  12th  Warren's 
division,  comprising  the  brigades  of  Lyttel- 
ton  and  Woodgate,  with  three  batteries, 
marched  to  Springfield,  where  they  camped. 
On  the  13th  the  mounted  troops,  holding  the 
heights  above  Potgieter's  Drift,  were  strength- 
ened by  the  arrival  of  two  battalions  of  Lyttel- 
ton's  Brigade  from  Springfield.  Sir  Redvers 
Buller  established  his  headquarters  in  this 
camp.  On  the  14th  the  rest  of  the  brigade 
followed,  and  the  same  day  the  corps  troops, 
consisting  of  Coke's  Brigade,  one  howitzer, 
and  one  field  battery,  reached  Springfield. 
On  the  15th  Coke  moved  to  the  position 
before  Potgieter's,  and  the  naval  guns  were 
established  on  the  heights  commanding  the 
ford.  All  this  while  the  Boers  contented 
themselves  with  fortifying  their  horseshoe 
position  which  enclosed  the  debouches  from 
Potgieter  s  Drift,  and  only  picket  firing  dis- 
turbed the  general  peace. 

Such  was  the  situation  when  I  wrote  my 
last  letter.  It  was  soon  to  develop,  though 
in  a  most  leisurely  and  deliberate  manner. 
The  mounted  forces,  which  had  arrived  at 
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spearman's  Hill,  as  the  position  before  Pot- 
gieter's  was  called,  on  the  i  ith,  passed  nearly 
a  week  of  expectation.  Daily  we  watched 
the  enemy  fortifying  his  position,  and  ob- 
served the  long  lines  of  trenches  which  grew 
and  spread  along  the  face  of  the  opposite  hills. 
Daily  we  made  reconnoitring  expeditions  both 
east  and  west  along  the  Tugela,  expeditions 
always  attended  with  incident,  sometimes 
with  adventure.  One  day  Colonel  Byng 
crawled  with  two  squadrons  to  the  summit  of 
a  high  hill  which  overlooked  the  road  from 
Colenso  to  Potgieter's,  and  a  long  and 
patient  vigil  was  rewarded  by  the  arrival  of 
five  Boer  ox  waggons  toiling  sluggishly  along 
with  supplies,  on  which  we  directed  a  rapid 
and  effective  fire  till  they  found  some  refuge 
in  a  cutting.  Another  day  we  strengthened 
ourselves  with  two  guns,  and,  marching 
nearly  to  the  junction  of  the  Tugelas,  gave 
the  Boers  camped  there  an  honest  hour  s 
shelling,  and  extricated  a  patrol  of  Bethune's 
Mounted  Infantry  from  a  rather  disagreeable 
position,  so  that  they  were  able  to  bring  off 
a  wounded   trooper.     Nightly   the   cavalry 
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camp  went  to  sleep  in  the  belief  that  a 
general  attack  would  open  on  the  enemy's 
position  at  dawn.  Day  after  day  the  expected 
did  not  happen.  Buller  had  other  resources 
than  to  butt  his  head  against  the  tremendous 
entrenchments  which  were  springing  up 
before  him.  Everyone  discussed  every  con- 
ceivable alternative,  and  in  the  meanwhile  it 
was  always  *  battle  to-morrow,'  but  never 
'battle  to-day.'  And  so  it  has  continued 
until  this  moment,  and  the  great  event — the 
main  trial  of  strength — still  impends. 

But  though  there  has  been  but  little 
powder  burned  the  situation  has  materially 
altered,  and  its  alteration  has  been  entirely 
to  our  advantage.  We  have  crossed  the 
Tugela.  The  river  which  for  two  months 
has  barred  the  advance  of  the  relieving  army 
lies  behind  us  now.  The  enemy  entrenched 
and  entrenching  in  a  strong  position  still 
confronts  us,  but  the  British  forces  are  across 
the  Tugela,  and  have  deployed  on  the  north- 
ern bank.  With  hardly  any  loss  Sir  Redvers 
Buller  has  gained  a  splendid  advantage. 
The  old  inequality  of  ground  has  been  swept 
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away,  and  the  strongest  army  yet  moved 
under  one  hand  in  South  Africa  stands  face 
to  face  with  the  Boers  on  the  ordinary  terms 
of  attack  and  defence.  Let  me  describe  the 
steps  by  which  this  result  has  been  obtained. 
On  the  afternoon  of  the  i6th,  as  we  were 
sitting  down  to  luncheon,  we  noticed  a  change 
in  the  appearance  of  the  infantry  camps  on 
the  reverse  slopes  of  Spearman's  Hill.  There 
was  a  busy  bustling  of  men  ;  the  tents  began 
to  look  baggy,  then  they  all  subsided  together  ; 
the  white  disappeared,  and  the  camping 
grounds  became  simply  brown  patches  of 
moving  soldiery.  Lyttelton's  Brigade  had 
received  orders  to  march  at  once.  Whither  ? 
It  was  another  hour  before  this  part  of 
the  secret  transpired.  They  were  to  cross 
the  river  and  seize  the  near  kopjes  beyond 
Potgieter's  Drift.  Orders  for  cavalry  and 
guns  to  move  arrived  in  quick  succession  ; 
the  entire  cavalry  force,  excepting  only 
Bethune's  Mounted  Infantry,  to  march  at 
5.30  P.M.,  with  five  days'  rations,  150  rounds 
per  man,  and  what  they  stood  up  in — 
tents  blankets,  waterproof  sheets,  picketing 
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gear,  all  to  be  left  behind.  Our  camp  was 
to  remain  standing.  The  infantry  had 
struck  theirs.  I  puzzled  over  this  for  some 
time,  in  fact  until  an  officer  pointed  out 
that  our  camp  was  in  full  view  of  the  Boer 
outposts  on  Spion  Kop,  while  the  infantry 
camps  were  hidden  by  a  turn  of  the  hill. 
Evidently  a  complex  and  deeply  laid  scheme 
was  in  progress. 

In  the  interval,  while  the  South  African 
Light  Horse  were  preparing  for  the  march, 
I  rode  up  to  Gun  Hill  to  watch  the  opera- 
tion of  seizing  the  near  kopjes,  which  stood 
on  the  tongue  of  land  across  the  river,  and 
as  nearly  as  possible  in  the  centre  of  the 
horseshoe  position  of  the  enemy.  The 
sailors  were  hauling  their  two  great  guns  to 
the  crest  of  the  hill  ready  to  come  into  action 
to  support  the  infantry  attack.  Far  below, 
the  four  battalions  crept  through  the  scrub  at 
the  foot  of  the  hills  towards  the  ferry.  As 
they  arrived  at  the  edge  of  the  open  ground 
the  long  winding  columns  dissolved  into 
sprays  of  skirmishers,  line  behind  line  of 
tiny  dashes,  visible  only  as  shadows  on  the 
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smooth  face  of  the  veldt,  strange  formations, 
the  result  of  bitter  practical  experience. 
Presently  the  first  line — a  very  thin  line — 
men  twenty  paces  apart — reached  the  ferry 
punt  and  the  approaches  to  the  Waggon 
Drift,  and  scrambled  down  to  the  brim  of  the 
river.  A  single  man  began  to  wade  and 
swim  across,  carrying  a  line.  Two  or  three 
others  followed.  Then  a  long  chain  of  men, 
with  arms  locked — a  sort  of  human  caterpillar 
—entered  the  water,  struggled  slowly  across, 
and  formed  up  under  the  shelter  of  the 
further  bank.  All  the  time  the  Boers, 
manning  their  trenches  and  guns,  remained 
silent  The  infantry  of  the  two  leading 
battalions  were  thus  filtering  uneventfully 
across  when  the  time  for  the  cavalry  column 
to  start  arrived. 

There  was  a  subdued  flutter  of  excite- 
ment as  we  paraded,  for  though  both  our 
destination  and  object  were  unknown,  it 
was  clearly  understood  that  the  hour  of 
action  had  arrived.  Everything  was 
moving.  A  long  cloud  of  dust  rose  up  in 
the  direction  of  Springfield.     A  column  of 
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infantry — Coke's  Brigade — curied  out  of  its 
camp  near  Spearman's  Hill,  and  wound 
down  towards  the  ferry  at  Potgieter's. 
Eight  curiously  proportioned  guns  (naval 
1 2-pounders),  with  tiny  wheels  and  thin 
elongated  barrels,  were  passed  in  a  string, 
each  tied  to  the  tail  of  a  waggon  drawn  by 
twenty  oxen.  The  howitzer  battery  hurried 
to  follow;  its  short  and  squat  pieces, 
suggesting  a  row  of  venomous  toads,  made  a 
striking  contrast  As  the  darkness  fell  the 
cavalry  column  started  On  all  sides  men 
were  marching  through  the  night :  much 
important  business  was  toward,  which  the 
reader  may  easily  understand  by  studying 
the  map,  but  cannot  without  such  attention. 

Having  placed  his  army  within  striking 
distance  of  the  various  passages  across  the 
Tugela,  Sir  Redvers  BuUer's  next  object 
was  to  cross  and  debouch.  To  this  end  his 
plan  appears  to  have  been — for  information 
is  scarcely  yet  properly  codified — something 
as  follows  :  Lyttelton's  Brigade,  the  corps 
troops  forming  Coke's  Brigade,  the  ten 
naval  guns,  the  battery  of  howitzers,   one 
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field  battery,  and  Bethune's  Mounted 
Infantry  to  demonstrate  in  front  of  the 
Potgieter  position,  keeping  the  Boers  hold- 
ing the  horseshoe  in  expectation  of  a  frontal 
attack,  and  masking  their  main  position  ;  Sir 
Charles  Warren  to  march  by  night  from 
Springfield  with  the  brigades  of  Hart, 
Woodgate,  and  Hildyard,  the  Royal 
Dragoons,  six  batteries  of  artillery,  and  the 
pontoon  train  to  a  point  about  five  miles 
west  of  Spearman's  Hill,  and  opposite 
Trichardt's  Drift  on  the  Tugela.  Here  he 
was  to  meet  the  mounted  forces  from  Spear- 
man's Hill,  and  with  these  troops  he  was 
next  day,  the  17th,  to  throw  bridges,  force 
the  passage  of  the  river,  and  operate  at 
leisure  and  discretion  against  the  right  flank 
of  the  enemy's  horseshoe  before  Potgieter's, 
resting  on  Spion  Kop,  a  commanding 
mountain,  ultimately  joining  hands  with  the 
frontal  force  from  Spearman's  Hill  at  a  point 
on  the  Acton  Homes- Ladysmith  road.  To 
sum  up  briefly,  seven  battalions,  twenty-two 
guns,  and  three  hundred  horse  under  Lyttel- 
ton  to  mask  the  Potgieter  position ;  twelve 
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battalions,  thirty-six  g^ns,  and  sixteen 
hundred  horse  to  cross  five  miles  to  the 
westward,  and  make  a  turning  movement 
against  the  enemy's  right.  The  Boer  cover- 
ing army  was  to  be  swept  back  on  Lady- 
smith  by  a  powerful  left  arm,  the  pivoting 
shoulder  of  which  was  at  Potgieter's,  the 
elbow  at  Trichardt's  Drift,  and  the  envelop- 
ing hand — the  cavalry  under  Lord  Dun- 
donald — stretching  out  towards  Acton 
Homes. 

So  much  for  the  plan  ;  now  for  its  execu- 
tion or  modifications.  One  main  feature  has 
characterised  the  whole  undertaking — its 
amazing  deliberation.  There  was  to  be 
absolutely  no  hurry  of  any  kind  whatever. 
Let  the  enemy  entrench  and  fortify.  If 
necessary,  we  were  prepared  to  sap  up  to 
his  positions.  Let  him  discover  where  the 
attack  impended.  Even  then  all  his  resis- 
tance should  be  overborne.  And  it  seems 
now  that  this  same  deliberation  which  was 
so  punctiliously  observed,  when  speed  ap- 
peared an  essential  to  success,  baffled  the 
enemy  almost  as  much  as  it  mystified  the 
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troops.      However,   the    event  is  not    yet 
decided 

After  about  two  hours'  easy  marching 
the  cavalry  reached  the  point  of  rendezvous 
among  the  hills  opposite  Trichardt's  Drift, 
and  here  we  halted  and  awaited  developments 
in  the  blackness.  An  hour  passed.  Then 
there  arrived  Sir  Charles  Warren  and  staff. 
'  Move  the  cavalry  out  of  the  way — fifteen 
thousand  men  marching  along  this  road 
to-night.'  So  we  moved  accordingly  and 
waited  again.  Presently  the  army  began  to 
come.  I  remember  that  it  poured  with  rain, 
and  there  was  very  little  to  look  at  in  the 
gloom,  but,  nevertheless,  it  was  not  possible  to 
stand  unmoved  and  watch  the  ceaseless  living 
stream — miles  of  stern-looking  men  marching 
in  fours  so  quickly  that  they  often  had  to  run 
to  keep  up,  of  artillery,  ammunition  columns, 
supply  columns,  baggage,  slaughter  cattle, 
thirty  great  pontoons,  white-hooded,  red- 
crossed  ambulance  waggons,  all  the  acces- 
sories of  an  army  hurrying  forward  under  the 
cover  of  night — and  before  them  a  guiding 
star,  the  red  gleam  of  war. 
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We  all  made  quite  sure  that  the  bridges 
would  be  built  during  the  night,  so  that  with 
the  dawn  the  infantry  could  begin  to  cross 
and  make  an  immediate  onfall.     But  when 
morning  broke  the  whole  force  was  revealed 
spread  about  the  hills  overlooking  the  drift 
and   no   sound  of  artillery  proclaimed  the 
beginning  of  an  action.     Of  course,  since  a 
lightning  blow  had   been   expected,  we  all 
wondered  what  was  the  cause  of  the  delay. 
Some  said   folly,  others   incapacity,   others 
even  actual  laziness.      But  so  far  as  the 
operations  have  proceeded  I  am  not  inclined 
to  think  that  we  have  lost  anything  by  not 
hurrying  on  this  occasion.     As  I  write  all  is 
going  well,  and  it  would  have  been  a  terrible 
demand  to  make  of  infantry  that  they  should 
attack,   after  a  long  night    march,  such   a 
position  as  lay  and  still  lies  in  part  before  us. 
In  fact  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  do  any- 
thing worth    doing    that    day   beyond   the 
transportation ;    so  that,  though  the   Boers 
were  preparing  redoubts  and  entrenchments 
with  frantic  energy,  we  might  just  as  well 
take  our  time. 
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At  about  eight  o'clock  a  patrol  of  the 
Imperial  Light  Horse,  under  Captain  Bridges, 
having  ascertained  that  only  a  few  Dutch 
scouts  were  moving  within  range  on  the  further 
bank,  the  passage  of  the  river  began.  Two 
battalions  of  Hildyard's  Brigade,  the  West 
Yorkshires  and  the  Devons,  moved  towards 
the  drift  in  the  usual  open  formation,  occu- 
pied the  houses,  and  began  to  entrench  them- 
selves in  the  fields.  Six  batteries  came  into 
action  from  the  wooded  heights  commanding 
the  passage.  The  pontoons  advanced.  Two 
were  launched,  and  in  them  the  West  York- 
shire Regiment  began  to  cross,  accumulating 
gradually  in  the  shelter  of  the  further  bank. 
Then  the  sappers  began  to  build  the  bridges. 
Half  a  dozen  Boers  fired  a  few  shots  at 
long  range,  and  one  unfortunate  soldier  in  the 
Devons  was  killed.  The  batteries  opened 
on  the  farms,  woods,  and  kopjes  beyond  the 
river,  shelling  them  assiduously,  though  there 
was  not  an  enemy  to  be  seen,  and  searching 
out  the  ground  with  great  thoroughness.  I 
watched  this  proceeding  of  making  *  sicker ' 
from  the  heights.     The  drift  was  approached 
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from  the  ground  where  we  had  bivouacked 
by  a  long,  steep,  descending  valley.  At 
nine  o'clock  the  whole  of  Hart's  Brigade 
poured  down  this  great  gutter  and  extended 
near  the  water.  The  bridge  was  growing 
fast — span  after  span  of  pontoons  sprang  out 
at  the  ends  as  it  lay  along  the  bank.  Very 
soon  it  would  be  long  enough  to  tow  into 
position  across  the  flood.  Moreover,  the 
infantry  of  the  West  Yorks  and  Devons  had 
mostly  been  ferried  across,  and  were  already 
occupying  the  lately  well-shelled  farms  and 
woods.  At  eleven  o'clock  the  bridge  was 
finished,  the  transported  infantry  were  spread- 
ing up  the  hills,  and  Woodgate  s  Brigade 
moved  forward  down  the  valley. 

It  soon  became  time  for  the  cavalry  to 
cross,  but  they  were  not  accommodated,  as 
were  the  infantry,  with  a  convenient  bridge, 
About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  down  stream  from 
Trichardt's  Drift  there  is  a  deep  and  rather 
dangerous  ford,  called  the  Waggon  Drift. 
Across  this  at  noon  the  mounted  men  began 
to  make  their  way,  and  what  with  the  uneven 
bottom  and  the  strong  current  there  were  a 


trichardt's  drift  281 

good  many  duckings.  The  Royal  Dragoons 
mounted  on  their  great  horses,  indeed,  passed 
without  much  difficulty,  but  the  ponies  of  the 
Light  Horse  and  Mounted  Infantry  were 
often  swept  off  their  feet,  and  the  ridiculous 
spectacle  of  officers  and  men  floundering  in 
the  torrent  or  rising  indignantly  from  the 
shallows  provided  a  large  crowd  of  spectators 
— who  had  crossed  by  the  bridge — with  a 
comedy.  Tragedy  was  not,  however,  alto- 
gether excluded,  for  a  trooper  of  the 
13th  Hussars  was  drowned,  and  Captain 
Tremayne,  -of  the  same  regiment,  who  made 
a  gallant  attempt  to  rescue  him,  was  taken 
from  the  water  insensible. 

During  the  afternoon  the  busy  Engineers 
built  a  second  bridge  across  the  river,  and 
by  this  and  the  first  the  artillery,  the  ammu- 
nition columns,  and  the  rest  of  the  mass  of 
wheeled  transport  defiled.  All  that  day  and 
through  the  night  this  monotonous  business 
of  passing  the  waggons  across  continued. 
The  cavalry  had  bivouacked — all  tents  and 
even  waterproofs  were  now  left  behind — 
within  the  infantry  picket  lines,  and  we  awoke 
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at  the  break  of  day  expecting  to  hear  the 
boom  of  the  first  gun.  *  Quite  right  to  wait 
until  there  was  a  whole  day  to  make  the 
attack  in.  Suppose  that  was  the  reason  we 
did  not  hurry  yesterday.'  But  no  guns  fired 
near  Trichardt's  Drift,  and  only  the  frontal 
force  at  Potgieter's  began  its  usual  bombard- 
ment. Sir  Charles  Warren,  moreover,  said 
that  his  artillery  had  not  finished  crossing — 
one  battery  still  to  cross — and  that  there  was 
no  hurry.  Deliberation  was  the  order  of  the 
day.  So  again  everyone  was  puzzled,  and 
not  a  few  were  critical,  for  in  modern  times 
everyone  thinks,  and  even  a  native  camp 
follower  has  his  views  on  tactics  and  strategy. 
A  very  complete  consolation  awaited 
the  cavalry.  All  that  Warren  did  with  his 
infantry  on  this  day,  the  i8th,^was  to  creep 
cautiously  forward  about  two  miles  towards 
the  Boer  position,  which  with  its  left  resting 
on  Spion  Kop  stretched  along  the  edge  and 
crest  of  a  lofty  plateau,  from  which  long 
gently  sloping  spurs  and  arites  ran  down  to 
the  river.  For  us,  however,  there  was  more 
diverting     employment       '  The     mounted 
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brigade  will  guard  the  left  flank  of  the 
infantry/  Such  was  the  order;  and  is  not 
offence  the  surest  defence  ?  Accordingly  all 
the  irregular  cavalry  moved  in  a  considerable 
column  westward  across  the  front  of  the  Boer 
position,  endeavouring  to  find  where  its  flank 
rested,  and  prying  with  inquisitive  patrols 
at  every  object  of  interest.  The  order  of 
march  was  as  follows  :  First,  the  composite 
regiment  (one  squadron  of  Imperial  Light 
Horse,  the  60th  Rifles,  Mounted  Infantry, 
and  one  squadron  of  Natal  Carabineers),  350 
of  the  very  best ;  next,  four  squadrons  of  the 
South  African  Light  Horse,  good  shooting 
high-class  colonial  Volunteers  with  officers  of 
experience;  then  Thorneycroft's  Mounted 
Infantry.  *  Lived  in  Natal  all  our  lives ! 
Know  every  inch  of  it,  sir ! '  And  behind 
these  alert  mounted  riflemen  moved  the 
ponderous  and  terrible  regulars,  13th  Hussars 
and  Royals,  with  the  dreaded  anne  blanche, 
*  Wait  till  we  get  among  them.'  Altogether 
a  formidable  brigade. 

There  were    many  halts,  and    no    one 
hurried,  so  that  at  two  o'clock  the  whole 
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cavalry  formed  a  line  of  observation  along 
the  lower  kopjes  by  the  river  about  five 
miles  long.  The  composite  regiment  was  not, 
however,  to  be  seen.  Major  Graham,  who 
commanded  it,  had  been  observed  trotting 
swiftly  off  to  the  westward.  Two  hundred 
Boers  had  also  been  reported  moving  in  that 
direction.  Presently  came  the  sound  of  dis- 
tant musketry — not  so  very  distant  either. 
Everyone  pricked  up  his  ears.  Two  miles 
away  to  the  left  was  a  green  hill  broken 
by  rocky  kopjes.  Looking  through  my 
glasses  I  could  see  ten  or  twelve  riderless 
horses  grazing.  A  mile  further  on  a  group 
of  Boers  sheltering  behind  a  kopje  from  the 
continual  fire  was  visible.  Suddenly  one 
galloped  away  madly,  and  even  at  the  dis- 
tance it  was  possible  to  see  the  cloud  of  dust 
from  pursuing  bullets.  A  straggling  column 
of  Boers  was  trekking  away  across  the  plain 
back  to  their  main  position.  Then  came 
reports  and  rumours.  'Ambuscaded  the 
Dutchmen — shot  *em  to  bits — some  of  them 
cut  off— come  and  bag  the  lot'  Behind  the 
rumours   Barnes,  adjutant  of  the   Imperial 
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Light  Horse,  joyful,  with  a  breathless  horse ; 
he  explained  how  they  had  seen  two  hundred 
Boers  moving  towards  distant  hills,  to  make 
sure  of  their  line  of  retreat  by  the  Acton 
Homes  road  into  the  Free  State ;  galloped 
to  cut  them  off;  reached  the  hills  first,  with 
just  five  minutes  to  spare  ;  dismounted, 
commanding  the  road,  and  waited. 

The  Boers  admitted  afterwards  that  they 
thought  that  the  squadrons  visible  on  the  other 
hills  two  miles  back  were  the  head  of  our 
column,  and  they  also  blamed  their  scouts,  par- 
ticularly one,  an  Austrian.  *  It  all  comes  of 
trusting  these  cursed  foreigners  !  If  we  had 
only  had  a  veldt  Boer  out  we  should  never 
have  been  caught.*  Caught,  however,  they 
undoubtedly  were.  The  Carabineers  and  the 
Imperial  Light  Horse  held  their  fire  until 
the  scouts  walked  into  their  midst,  and  then 
let  drive  at  the  main  body,  300  yards  range, 
mounted  men,  smooth  open  grass  plain. 
There  was  a  sudden  furious,  snapping  fusil- 
lade. The  Boer  column  stopped  paralysed  ; 
then  they  broke  and  rushed  for  cover.  The 
greater  number  galloped  fast  from  the  field  ; 
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some  remained  on  the  ground  dead  or 
wounded.  Others  took  refuge  among  the 
rocks  of  the  kopjes  and  apparently  proposed 
to  hold  out  until  dark,  and  hence  the  arrival 
of  Lieutenant  Barnes  demanding  reinforce- 
ments, 6oth  Rifles,  Mounted  Infantry,  and 
anything  else,  so  as  to  attack  these  fellows 
in  flank  and  '  bag  the  lot.'  Meanwhile  Lord 
Dundonald  had  arrived  on  our  hill.  '  Cer- 
tainly, every  man  we  can  spare.'  Off  gallops 
the  Mounted  Infantry  and  one  squadron  of 
the  South  African  Light  Horse,  and  later  on 
some  of  Thorneycroft's,  and  later  still  the 
Brigadier  himself.  I  arrived  in  time  to  see 
the  end.  The  Boers — how  many  we  could 
not  tell — were  tenaciously  holding  the  black 
rocks  of  a  kopje  and  were  quite  invisible. 
The  British  riflemen  curved  round  them  in 
a  half-moon,  tiring  continually  at  the  rocks. 
The  squadron  of  South  African  Light  Horse 
had  worked  almost  behind  the  enemy,  and 
every  Dutchman  who  dared  make  a  dash 
for  liberty  ran  a  terrible  gauntlet.  Still  the 
surrender  did  not  come.  The  white  flag 
flickered  for  a  moment  above  the  rocks,  but 
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neither  side  stopped    firing.      Evidently  a 
difference    of   opinion  among   the    enemy. 
What  do  we  care  for  that  ?    Night  is  coming 
on.     Let  us  rush  them  with  the  bayonet  and 
settle  the  matter.     This  from  the   Rifles — 
nobody  else   had   bayonets.     So  a  section 
pushes  forward  against  the  rocks,  crawling 
along  the  ground.     Anxious  to  see  the  sur- 
render, I  followed  on  my  pony,  but  on  the 
instant  there  broke  out  a  savage  fire  from 
the  kopje,  and  with  difficulty  I  found  shelter 
in  a  donga.     Here  were  two  of  the  Natal 
Carabineers — one  a  bearded  man  of  the  well- 
to-do   farmer  class,  the  other  a  young  fair- 
haired  gentleman — both   privates,   both    as 
cool  as  ice.     *  Vewy  astonishing  outburst  of 
fire,'  said   the   younger   man   in   a  delicate 
voice.     *  I  would  recommend  your  remaining 
here  with  your  horse  for  the  present'     Ac- 
cordingly we  lay  still  on  the  grass  slope  and 
awaited  developments.     The  young  gentle- 
man put  his  helmet  over  the  crest  on  the 
end  of  his  rifle,  and  was  much  diverted  to 
hear    the    bullets    whistle    round    it.      At 
intervals    he   substituted  his   head   for  the 
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helmet  and  reported  the  state  of  the  game. 
*  Bai  Jove,  the  Rifles  are  in  a  hot  place/     I 
peered   cautiously.     A  hundred  yards  away 
the  Mounted  Infantry  section  were  extended. 
The  dust  spurts  rose  around  the  men,  who 
remained  pinned  to  the  earth,  scarcely  able 
to    raise    their    heads    to    fire.      Whatever 
passed   over  them   came   whizzing    in    our 
direction.     The   Natal  Volunteer,  however, 
was  too  much  interested  in  the  proceedings 
to  forego  his  view.     '  Deah,  deah,  they've 
fixed  bayonets !     Why,  they're  coming  back. 
They've  had  someone  hurt.'     I  looked  again 
for  a  moment.      The  line  of  riflemen  was 
certainly     retiring,      wriggling     backwards 
slowly  on  their  bellies.     Two  brown  forms 
lay  still  and  hunched  in  the  abandoned  posi- 
tion.    Then  suddenly  the  retiring  Riflemen 
sprang  up  and  ran  for  shelter  in  our  donga. 
One  lad  jumped  right  in  among  us  laughing 
and  panting,  and  the  whole  party  turned  at 
once  and   lined   the   bank.     First-class   in- 
fantry can  afford  to  retire  at  the  double,  sure 
that  they  will  stop  at  a  word.     '  We  got  to 
within  fifty  yards   of  the   Dutchmen,'  they 
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said ;  '  but  it  was  too  hot  to  go  further. 
They've  shot  two  fellows  through  the  head.' 
Eventually  we  all  retired  to  the  main  posi- 
tion on  the  ridge  above  us.  Lord  Dun- 
donald  and  his  staff  had  just  arrived. 

*  There!  there's  the  white  flag  again. 
Shoot  the  devils ! '  cried  a  soldier,  and  the 
musketry  crashed  out  fiercely.  'What's  to 
be  done,  sir  ? '  said  the  Captain,  turning  to 
the  Brigadier ;  *  the  white  flag  has  been  up 
off  and  on  for  the  last  half-hour,  but  they 
don't  stop  firing,  and  they've  just  killed  two 
of  my  men.' 

'  Give  them  one  more  chance.'  '  Cease  fire 
— ceasefire  there,  will  you?'  for  the  men  were 
very  angry,  and  so  at  last  the  musketry  died 
away,  and  there  was  silence.  Then  from 
among  the  rocks  three  dark  figures  stood  up 
holding  up  their  hands,  and  at  this  tangible 
evidence  of  surrender  we  got  on  our  horses  and 
galloped  towards  them  waving  pocket  hand- 
kerchiefs and  signalling  flags  to  show  them 
that  their  surrender  was  accepted.  Altogether 
there  were  twenty-four  prisoners — all  Boers 
of  the  most  formidable  type — a  splendid  haul, 
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and  I  thought  with  delight  of  my  poor  friends 
the  prisoners  at  Pretoria.    This  might  redeem 
a  few.    Then  we  searched  the  ground,  finding 
ten  dead  or  dying  and  twenty  loose  horses, 
ten   dead   and   eight   badly   wounded   men. 
The    soldiers    crowded    round    these    last, 
covering  them  up  with  blankets  or  mackin- 
toshes, propping  their  heads  with  saddles  for 
pillows,  and  giving  them  water  and  biscuits 
from  their  bottles  and  haversacks.     Anger 
had  turned  to  pity  in  an  instant     The  desire 
to  kill  was  gone.     The  desire  to  comfort  re- 
placed it.      A    little  alert   officer — Hubert 
Gough,  now  a  captain,  soon  to  command  a 
regiment — came  up   to   me.     Two  minutes 
before  his  eyes  were  bright  and  joyous  with 
the  excitement  of  the  man  hunt.     He  had 
galloped  a  mile — mostly  under  fire^ — to  bring 
the   reinforcements  to  surround  the  Boers. 
'  Bag  the  lot,  you  know.'     Now  he  was  very 
sad.     *  There's  a  poor  boy  dying  up  there — 
only  a  boy,  and  so  cold — ^who  s  got  a  blanket  ? ' 
So    the    soldiers    succoured    the     Boer 
wounded,  and   we   told   the   prisoners   that 
they  would   be  shown   courtesy  and  kind- 
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ness  worthy  of  brave  men  and  a  famous 
quarrel.  The  Boer  dead  were  collected 
and  a  flag  of  truce  was  sent  to  the  enemy's 
lines  to  invite  a  burying  and  identification 
party  at  dawn.  I  have  often  seen  dead 
men,  killed  in  war — thousands  at  Omdur- 
man — scores  elsewhere,  black  and  white, 
but  the  Boer  dead  aroused  the  most 
painful  emotions.  Here  by  the  rock  under 
which  he  had  fought  lay  the  Field  Cornet  of 
Heilbronn,  Mr.  de  Mentz — a  grey-haired 
man  of  over  sixty  years,  with  firm  aquiline 
features  and  a  short  beard.  The  stony  face 
was  grimly  calm,  but  it  bore  the  stamp  of 
unalterable  resolve  ;  the  look  of  a  man  who 
had  thought  it  all  out,  and  was  quite  certain 
that  his  cause  was  just,  and  such  as  a  sober 
citizen  might  give  his  life  for.  Nor  was  I 
surprised  when  the  Boer  prisoners  told  me 
that  Mentz  had  refused  all  suggestions  of 
surrender,  and  that  when  his  left  leg  was 
smashed  by  a  bullet  he  had  continued  to  load 
and  fire  until  he  bled  to  death;  and  they 
found  him,  pale  and  bloodless,  holding  his 
wife's  letter  in  his  hand.     Beside  him  was  a 
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boy  of  about  seventeen  shot  through  the 
heart.  Further  on  lay  our  own  two  poor 
riflemen  with  their  heads  smashed  like  egg- 
shells ;  and  I  suppose  they  had  mothers  or 
wives  far  away  at  the  end  of  the  deep-sea 
cables.  Ah,  horrible  war,  amazing  medley 
of  the  glorious  and  the  squalid,  the  pitiful 
and  the  sublime,  if  modern  men  of  light  and 
leading  saw  your  face  closer,  simple  folk 
would  see  it  hardly  ever. 

It  could  not  be  denied  that  the  cavalry 
had  scored  a  brilliant  success.  We  had 
captured  twenty-four,  killed  ten,  and 
wounded  eight — total,  forty-two.  Moreover, 
we  had  seen  the  retreating  Boers  dragging 
and  supporting  their  injured  friends  from  the 
field,  and  might  fairly  claim  fifteen  knocked 
out  of  time,  besides  those  in  our  hands,  total 
fifty-seven  ;  a  fine  bag,  for  which  we  had  had 
to  pay  scarcely  anything.  Two  soldiers  of 
the  Mounted  Infantry  killed  ;  one  trooper  of 
the  Imperial  Light  Horse  slightly,  and  one 
officer,  Captain  Shore — the  twenty-third 
officer  of  this  regiment  hit  during  the  last 
three  months — severely  wounded. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

THE   BATTLE   OF   SPION    KOP 

Venter's  Spruit :  January  25,  1900. 

It  is  the  remarkable  characteristic  of  strong 
races,  as  of  honourable  men,  to  keep  their 
tempers  in  the  face  of  disappointment,  and 
never  to  lose  a  just  sense  of  proportion  ;  and 
it  is,  moreover,  the  duty  of  every  citizen  in 
times  of  trouble  to  do  or  say  or  even  to  think 
nothing  that  can  weaken  or  discourage  the 
energies  of  the  State.  Sir  Redvers  BuUer's 
army  has  met  with  another  serious  check  in 
the  attempt  to  relieve  Ladysmith.  We  have 
approached,  tested,  and  assailed  the  Boer 
positions  beyond  the  Tugela,  fighting  more 
or  less  continuously  for  five  days,  and  the 
result  is  that  we  find  they  cannot  be  pierced 
from  the  direction  of  Trichardt's  Drift  any 
more  than  at  Colenso.     With  the  loss  of 
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more  than  two  thousand  men  out  of  a  small 
army,  we  find  it  necessary  to  recross  the 
river  and  seek  for  some  other  line  of  attack  ; 
and  meanwhile  the  long  and  brave  resistance 
of  Ladysmith  must  be  drawing  to  a  close. 
Indeed,  it  is  the  opinion  of  many  good 
judges  that  further  efforts  to  relieve  the 
town  will  only  be  attended  with  further  loss. 
As  to  this  I  do  not  pronounce,  but  I  am 
certain  of  one  thing — that  further  efforts 
must  be  made,  without  regard  to  the  loss  of 
life  which  will  attend  them. 

I  have  seen  and  heard  a  good  deal  of 
what  has  passed  here.  I  have  often  been 
blamed  for  the  freedom  with  which  I  have 
written  of  other  operations  and  criticised 
their  commanders.  I  respectfully  submit 
that  I  am  as  venomous  an  amateur  strategist 
as  exists  at  this  time.  It  is  very  easy — and 
much  more  easy  than  profitable — when  freed 
from  all  responsibility  to  make  daring 
suggestions  and  express  decided  opinions. 
I  assert  that  I  would  not  hesitate  to  criticise 
mercilessly  if  I  was  not  myself  sobered  by 
the   full    appreciation   of  the   extraordinary 
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difficulties  which  the  relief  of  Ladysmith 
presents ;  and  if  there  be  anyone  who  has 
any  confidence  in  my  desire  to  write  the 
truth  I  appeal  to  him  to  be  patient  and  calm, 
to  recognise  that  perhaps  the  task  before 
Sir  Redvers  Buller  and  his  subordinates 
is  an  actual  impossibility,  that  if  these 
generals  are  not  capable  men — ^among  the 
best  that  our  times  produce — it  is  difficult  to 
know  where  and  how  others  may  be  obtained, 
and  finally  to  brutally  face  the  fact  that  Sir 
George  White  and  his  heroic  garrison  may 
be  forced  to  become  the  prisoners  of  the 
Boers,  remembering  always  that  nothing 
that  happens,  either  victory  or  defeat,  in 
northern  Natal  can  affJect  the  ultimate  result 
of  the  war.  In  a  word,  let  no  one  despair 
of  the  Empire  because  a  few  thousand 
soldiers  are  killed,  wounded,  or  captured. 
Now  for  the  story  as  plainly  and  briefly  as 
possible. 

When  Buller  had  arrived  at  Potgieter's 
he  found  himself  confronted  by  a  horseshoe 
position  of  great  strength,  enclosing  and 
closing  the  debouches  from  the  ford  where 
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he  had  secured  a  practical  bridgehead.  He 
therefore  masked  Potgieter's  with  seven 
battalions  and  twenty-four  guns,  and  sent 
Warren  with  twelve  battalions  and  thirty-six 
guns  to  turn  the  right,  which  rested  on  the 
lofty  hill — almost  mountain — of  Spion  Kop. 
The  Boers,  to  meet  this  turning  movement, 
extended  their  line  westwards  along  the 
heights  of  the  Tugela  valley  almost  as  far 
as  Acton  Homes.  Their  whole  position 
was,  therefore,  shaped  like  a  note  of  inter- 
rogation laid  on  its  side,  — '^^,  the  curve  in 
front  of  General  Lyttelton,  the  straight  line 
before  Sir  Charles  Warren.  At  the  angle 
formed  by  the  junction  of  the  curve  and 
the  line  stands  Spion  Kop — *  look-out  hill* 
The  curved  position  in  front  of  General 
Lyttelton  has  been  already  described  in  a 
previous  letter.  The  straight  position  in 
front  of  Sir  Charles  Warren  ran  in  two  lines 
along  the  edge  and  crest  of  a  plateau  which 
rises  steeply  two  miles  from  the  river,  but  is 
approachable  by  numerous  long  arites  and 
dongas.  These  letters  have  completed  the 
chronicle  down  to  the  evening  of  the  i8th, 
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when  the  successful  cavalry  action  was  fought 
on  the  extreme  left. 

I  do  not  know  why  nothing  was  done  on 
the  19th,  but  it  does  not  appear  that  any- 
thing was  lost  by  the  delay.  The  enemy's 
entrenchments  were  already  complete,  and 
neither  his  numbers  nor  the  strength  of  his 
positions  could  increase. 

On  the  20th  Warren,  having  crept  up  the 
arites  and  dongas,  began  his  attack.  The 
brigades  of  Generals  Woodgate  and  Hart 
pushed  forward  on  the  right,  and  the 
Lancashire  and  Irish  regiments,  fighting  with 
the  usual  gallantry  of  her  Majesty's  troops, 
succeeded,  in  spite  of  a  heavy  fire  of  rifles 
and  artillery,  in  effecting  lodgments  at  various 
points  along  the  edge  of  the  plateau,  capturing 
some  portions  of  the  enemy's  first  line  of 
entrenchments.  On  the  extreme  left  the 
cavalry  under  Lord  Dundonald  demonstrated 
effectively,  and  the  South  African  Light 
Horse  under  Colonel  Byng  actually  took  and 
held  without  artillery  support  of  any  kind  a 
high  hill,  called  henceforward  *  Bastion  Hill,' 
between  the  Dutch  right  and  centre.     Major 
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Childe,  the  officer  whose  squadron  performed 
this  daring  exploit,  was  killed  on  the  summit 
by  the  shell  fire  to  which  the  successful 
assailants  were  subjected  by  the  Boers.  In 
the  evening  infantry  reinforcements  of  Hild- 
yard's  Brigade  arrived,  and  at  dawn  the 
cavalry  handed  over  the  hill  to  their  charge. 
The  losses  during  the  day  did  not  exceed 
three  hundred  and  fifty  officers  and  men 
wounded — with  fortunately,  a  small  proportion 
of  killed — ^and  fell  mainly  on  the  Lancashire 
Fusiliers,  the  Dublin  Fusiliers  (always  in 
the  front),  and  the  Royal  Lancaster  Regi- 
ment. They  were  not  disproportioned  to 
the  apparent  advantage  gained. 

On  the  2 1  St  the  action  was  renewed. 
Hart's  and  Woodgate's  brigades  on  the  right 
made  good  and  extended  their  lodgments, 
capturing  all  the  Boer  trenches  of  their  first 
defensive  line  along  the  edge  of  the  plateau. 
To  the  east  of  'Bastion  Hill*  there  runs  a 
deep  re-entrant,  which  appeared  to  open  a 
cleft  between  the  right  and  centre  of  the 
Boer  position.  The  tendency  of  General 
Hildyard's   action,  with  five  battalions   and 
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two  batteries,  on  the  British  left  this  day  was 
to  drive  a  wedge  of  infantry  into  this  cleft 
and  so  split  the  Boer  position  in  two.  But 
as  the  action  developed,  the  great  strength  of 
the  second  line  of  defence  gradually  revealed 
itself.  It  ran  along  the  crest  of  the  plateau, 
which  rises  about  a  thousand  yards  from  the 
edge  in  a  series  of  beautiful  smooth  grassy 
slopes  of  concave  surface,  forming  veritable 
glacis  for  the  musketry  of  the  defence  to 
sweep ;  and  it  consisted  of  a  line  of  low  rock 
and  earth  redoubts  and  shelter  trenches,  ap- 
parently provided  with  overhead  cover,  and 
cleverly  arranged  to  command  all  approaches 
with  fire— often  with  crossfire,  sometimes  with 
converging  fire.  Throughout  the  2 1  st,  as  dur- 
ing the  20th,  the  British  artillery,  consisting  of 
six  field  batteries  and  four  howitzers,  the  latter 
apparently  of  tremendous  power,  bombarded 
the  whole  Boer  position  ceaselessly,  firing  on 
each  occasion  nearly  three  thousand  shells. 
They  claim  to  have  inflicted  considerable 
loss  on  the  enemy,  and  must  have  inflicted 
some,  but  failed  utterly  and  painfully  to 
silence  the  musketry,  to  clear  the  trenches, 
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or  reach  and  overpower  the  Dutch  artillery, 
which  did  not  number  more  than  seven  or 
eight  guns  and  two  Maxim  shell-guns,  but 
which  were  better  served  and  manoeuvred 
and  of  superior  quality.  The  losses  in  the 
action  of  the  20th  were  about  one  hundred 
and  thirty  officers  and  men  killed  and 
wounded,  but  this  must  be  regarded  as  severe 
in  the  face  of  the  fact  that  no  serious  collision 
or  even  contact  took  place. 

During  the  22nd  and  23rd  the  troops  held 
the  positions  they  had  won,  and  the  infantry 
were  subjected  to  a  harassing  shell  fire  from 
the  Boer  guns,  which,  playing  from  either 
flank,  searched  the  re-entrants  in  which  the 
battalions  sheltered,  and  which,  though  they 
did  not  cause  a  greater  loss  than  forty  men 
on  the  22nd  and  twenty-five  on  the  23rd, 
nevertheless  made  their  position  extremely 
uncomfortable.  It  was  quite  evident  that 
the  troops  could  not  be  fairly  required  to 
endure  this  bombardment,  against  which 
there  was  no  protection,  indefinitely.  Nor 
was  any  good  object,  but  rather  the  contrary, 
to  be  gained  by  waiting. 
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Three  alternatives  presented  themselves 
to  the  council  of  war  held  on  the  22  nd. 
First,  to  attack  the  second  Boer  position 
frontally  along  the  crest  by  moonlight.  This 
would  involve  a  great  slaughter  and  a  terrible 
risk.  Secondly,  to  withdraw  again,  beyond 
the  Tugela,  and  look  elsewhere  for  a  passage  : 
a  moral  defeat  and  a  further  delay  in  the 
relief  of  Ladysmith ;  and  thirdly,  to  attack 
by  night  the  mountain  of  Spion  Kop,  and 
thence  to  enfilade  and  command  the  Boer 
entrenchments.  Sir  Redvers  BuUer,  who 
has  always  disdained  effect,  was  for  the 
second  course — unpalatable  as  it  must  have 
been  to  a  fearless  man  ;  miserable  as  it  is  to 
call  off  infantry  after  they  have  made  sacrifices 
and  won  positions,  and  to  call  them  off  a 
second  time.  The  discussion  was  an  informal 
one,  and  no  votes  were  taken,  but  the  General 
yielded  to  the  advice  of  his  subordinate, 
righdy,  I  hold,  because  now  at  least  we  know 
the  strength  of  the  enemy's  position,  whereas 
before  we  only  dreaded  it ;  and  knowledge 
is  a  better  reason  for  action  than  appre- 
hension. 
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It  was  therefore  decided  to  attack  Spioii 
Kop  by  night,  rush  the  Boer  trenches  with , 
the  bayonet,  entrench  as  far  as  possible 
before  dawn,  hold  on  during  the  day,  drag 
guns  up  at  night,  and  thus  dominate  the 
Boer  lines.  There  is,  of  course,  no  possible 
doubt  that  Spion  Kop  is  the  key  of  the  whole 
position,  and  the  reader  has  only  to  think 
of  the  horizontal  note  of  interrogation,  and 
remember  that  the  mountain  at  the  angle 
divides,  commands,  and  enfilades  the  enemy's 
lines,  to  appreciate  this  fact.  The  questions 
to  be  proved  were  whether  the  troops  could 
hold  out  during  the  day,  and  whether  the 
place  could  be  converted  into  a  fort  proof 
against  shell  fire  and  armed  with  guns 
during  the  following  night  Fate  has  now 
decided  both. 

General  Woodgate  was  entrusted  with 
the  command,  and  Colonel  Thorneycroft  with 
much  of  the  arrangement  and  direction  of 
the  night  attack.  It  does  not  seem  that  any- 
thing but  good  resulted  from  this  too  soon 
broken  co-operation.  Thorneycroft  declined 
to  attack  on  the  night  of  the  22  nd  because 
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the  ground  had  not  been  reconnoitred,  and 
,  he  wanted  to  be  sure  of  his  way.  The  in- 
fantry therefore  had  another  day's  shelling 
on  the  23rd.  Good  reconnaissances  were, 
however,  made,  Lyttelton  was  strengthened 
by  two  Fusilier  battalions  from  Chieveley, 
Warren  was  reinforced  by  Talbot  Coke's 
Brigade  and  the  Imperial  Light  Infantry, 
and  at  one  o'clock  on  the  morning  of 
January  24  General  Woodgate  started  from 
his  camp  with  the  Lancashire  Fusiliers,  the 
Royal  Lancaster  Regiment,  two  companies 
of  the  South  Lancashires,  and  Thorneycroft's 
Mounted  Infantry.  Guided  by  Colonel 
Thorneycroft  the  force  made  its  way  success- 
fully up  the  southern  spur  of  the  mountain, 
over  most  difficult  and  dangerous  ground, 
and  surprised  the  Boers  guarding  the  en- 
trenchments on  the  summit.  At  three  o'clock 
those  listening  in  the  plain  heard  the  sudden 
outburst  of  musketry,  followed  by  the  loud 
cheers  of  the  troops,  and  knew  that  the  posi- 
tion had  been  carried.  Ten  soldiers  were 
killed  and  wounded  in  the  firing.  Six  Boers 
perished  by  the  bayonet.     The  force   then 
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proceeded  to  fortify  itself,  but  the  surface  of 
the  hill  was  extremely  unsuited  to  defence. 
The  rocks  which  covered  the  summit  made 
digging  2m  impossibility,  and  were  them- 
selves mostly  too  large  to  be  built  into 
sangars.  Such  cover,  however,  as  had  been 
made  by  the  Boers  was  utilised  and  im- 
proved. 

Morning  broke,  and  with  it  the  attack. 
The  enemy,  realising  the  vital  importance  of 
the  position,  concentrated  every  man  and 
gun  at  his  disposal  for  its  recapture.  A  fierce 
and  furious  shell  fire  was  opened  forthwith 
on  the  summit,  causing  immediate  and  con- 
tinual loss.  General  Woodgate  was  wounded, 
and  the  command  devolved  on  a  regimental 
officer,  who,  at  half-past  six,  applied  for  re- 
inforcements in  a  letter  which  scarcely  dis- 
played that  composure  and  determination 
necessary  in  such  a  bloody  debate. 

Sir  Redvers  BuUer  then  took  the  extreme 
step  of  appointing  Major  Thorneycroft — 
already  only  a  local  lieutenant-colonel — 
local  Brigadier-General  commanding  on  the 
summit  of  Spion  Kop.     The  Imperial  Light 
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Infantry,  the  Middlesex  Regiment,  and  a 
little  later  the  Somersets,  from  General 
Talbot  Coke's  Brigade,  were  ordered  to  re- 
inforce the  defence,  but  General  Coke  was 
directed  to  remain  below  the  summit  of  the 
hill,  so  that  the  fight  might  still  be  conducted 
by  the  best  fighting  man. 

The  Boers  followed,  and  accompanied 
their  shells  by  a  vigorous  rifle  attack  on  the 
hill,  and  about  half-past  eight  the  position 
became  most  critical.  The  troops  were 
driven  almost  entirely  off  the  main  plateau 
and  the  Boers  succeeded  in  reoccupying 
some  of  their  trenches.  A  frightful  disaster 
was  narrowly  averted.  About  twenty  men 
in  one  of  the  captured  trenches  abandoned 
their  resistance,  threw  up  their  hands,  and 
called  out  that  they  would  surrender.  Colonel 
Thorneycroft,  whose  great  stature  made  him 
everywhere  conspicuous,  and  who  was  from 
dawn  till  dusk  in  the  first  firing  line,  rushed 
to  the  spot.  The  Boers  advancing  to  take 
the  prisoners — as  at  Nicholson's  Nek — were 
scarcely  thirty  yards  away.  Thorneycroft 
shouted  to  the  Boer  leader  :  *  You  may  go  to 
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hell.     I  command  on  this  hill  and  allow  no 
surrender.     Go  on  with  your  firing.'     Which 
latter  they  did   with  terrible  effect,  killing 
many.     The  survivors,  with  the  rest  of  the 
firing  line,    fled   two   hundred   yards,    were 
rallied  by  their  indomitable  commander,  and, 
being  reinforced  by  two  brave  companies  of 
the  Middlesex  Regiment,  charged  back,  re- 
covering all  lost  ground,  and  the  position  was 
maintained   until   nightfall.      No   words   in 
these  days  of  extravagant  expression  can  do 
justice  to  the  glorious  endurance  which  the 
English  regiments — for  they  were  all  English 
— displayed   throughout  the  long  dragging 
hours  of  hell  fire.     Between  three  and  four 
o'clock  the  shells   were  falling  on   the  hill 
from  both  sides,  as  I  counted,  at  the  rate  of 
seven  a  minute,  and  the  strange  discharges  of 
the  Maxim  shell  guns — the  '  pom-poms '  as 
these  terrible  engines  are  called  for  want  of 
a  correct  name — lacerated  the  hillsides  with 
dotted  chains  of  smoke  and  dust.     A  thick 
and    continual   stream   of   wounded   flowed 
rearwards.     A  village  of  ambulance  waggons 
grew  up  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain.     The 
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dead  and  injured,  smashed  and  broken  by 
the  shells,  littered  the  summit  till  it  was  a 
bloody,  reeking  shambles.  Thirst  tormented 
the  soldiers,  for  though  water  was  at  hand 
the  fight  was  too  close  and  furious  to  give 
even  a  moment's  breathing  space.  But  no- 
thing could  weaken  the  stubborn  vigour  of 
the  defence.  The  Dorset  Regiment — the 
last  of  Talbot  Coke's  Brigade — was  ordered 
to  support  the  struggling  troops.  The  gallant 
Lyttelton  of  his  own  accord  sent  the  Scottish 
Rifles  and  the  3rd  King's  Royal  Rifles  from 
Potgieter's  to  aid  them.  But  though  their 
splendid  attack  did  not  help  the  main  action  ; 
though  the  British  artillery,  unable  to  find  or 
reach  the  enemy's  guns,  could  only  tear  up 
the  ground  in  impotent  fury  ;  though  the 
shell  fire  and  rifle  fire  never  ceased  for  an 
instant — the  magnificent  infantry  maintained 
the  defence,  and  night  closed  in  with  the 
British  still  in  possession  of  the  hill. 

I  find  it  convenient,  and  perhaps  the 
reader  will  allow  me,  to  break  into  a  more 
personal  account  of  what  followed.  It  drove 
us  all  mad  to  watch  idly  in  camp  the  horrible 

X2 


308  LONDON    TO   LADYSMITH 

shelling  that  was  directed  on  the  captured 
position,  and  at  about  four  o'clock  I  rode 
with  Captain  R.  Brooke,  7th  Hussars,  to 
Spion  Kop,  to  find  out  what  the  true 
situation  was.  We  passed  through  the 
ambulance  village,  and  leaving  our  horses 
climbed  up  the  spur.  Streams  of  wounded 
met  us  and  obstructed  the  path.  Men  were 
staggering  along  alone,  or  supported  by 
comrades,  or  crawling  on  hands  and  knees, 
or  carried  on  stretchers.  Corpses  lay  here 
and  there.  Many  of  the  wounds  were  of 
a  horrible  nature.  The  splinters  and  frag- 
ments of  the  shell  had  torn  and  mutilated  in 
the  most  ghastly  manner.  I  passed  about 
two  hundred  while  I  was  climbing  up. 
There  was,  moreover,  a  small  but  steady 
leakage  of  unwounded  men  of  all  corps. 
Some  of  these  cursed  and  swore.  Others 
were  utterly  exhausted  and  fell  on  the  hill- 
side in  stupor.  Others  again  seemed  drunk, 
though  they  had  had  no  liquor.  Scores 
were  sleeping  heavily.  Fighting  was  still 
proceeding,  and  stray  bullets  struck  all  over 
the  ground,    while    the  Maxim   shell   guns 
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scourged  the  flanks  of  the  hill  and  the  shelter- 
ing infantry  at  regular  intervals  of  a  minute. 
The  3rd  King's  Royal  Rifles  were  out  of  reach. 
The  Dorset  Regiment  was  the  only  battalion 
not  thrown  into  the  fight,  and  intact  as  an 
effective  unit. 

I  had  seen  some  service  and  Captain 
Brooke  has  been  through  more  fighting  than 
any  other  officer  of  late  years.  We  were  so 
profoundly  impressed  by  the  spectacle  and 
situation  that  we  resolved  to  go  and  tell  Sir 
Charles  Warren  what  we  had  seen.  The 
fight  had  been  so  close  that  no  proper 
reports  had  been  sent  to  the  General,  so  he 
listened  with  great  patience  and  attention. 
One  thing  was  quite  clear — unless  good  and 
efficient  cover  could  be  made  during  the 
night,  and  unless  guns  could  be  dragged  to 
the  summit  of  the  hill  to  match  the  Boer 
artillery,  the  infantry  could  not,  perhaps 
would  not,  endure  another  day.  The  human 
machine  will  not  stand  certain  strains  for 
long. 

The  questions  were,  could  guns  be  brought 
up  the  hill ;   and,   if  so,  could   the  troops 
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maintain  themselves  ?  The  artillery  officers 
had  examined  the  track.  They  said  '  No/ 
and  that  even  if  they  could  reach  the  top  of 
the  hill  they  would  only  be  shot  out  of  action. 
Two  long-range  naval  12 -pounders,  much 
heavier  than  the  field-guns,  had  arrived. 
The  naval  lieutenant  in  charge  said  he  could 
go  anywhere,  or  would  have  a  try  any  way. 
He  was  quite  sure  that  if  he  could  get  on  the 
top  of  the  hill  he  would  knock  out  the  Boer 
guns  or  be  knocked  out  by  them,  and  that 
was  what  he  wanted  to  find  out.  I  do  not 
believe  that  the  attempt  would  have  suc- 
ceeded, or  that  the  guns  could  have  been  in 
position  by  daylight,  but  the  contrast  in  spirit 
was  very  refreshing. 

Another  informal  council  of  war  was 
called.  Sir  Charles  Warren  wanted  to  know 
Colonel  Thorneycroft's  views.  I  was  sent  to 
obtain  them.  The  darkness  was  intense. 
The  track  stony  and  uneven.  It  was  hope- 
lessly congested  with  ambulances,  stragglers, 
and  wounded  men.  I  soon  had  to  leave 
my  horse,  and  then  toiled  upwards,  finding 
everywhere  streams  of  men  winding  about 
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the  almost  precipitous  sides  of  the  mountain, 
and  an  intermittent  crackle  of  musketry  at  the 
top.  Only  one  solid  battalion  remained — the 
Dorsets.  All  the  others  were  intermingled. 
Officers  had  collected  little  parties,  companies 
and  half-companies ;  here  and  there  larger 
bodies  had  formed,  but  there  was  no  possi- 
bility, in  the  darkness,  of  gripping  anybody 
or  anything.  Yet  it  must  not  be  imagined 
that  the  infantry  were  demoralised.  Strag- 
glers and  weaklings  there  were  in  plenty. 
But  the  mass  of  the  soldiers  were  determined 
men.  One  man  I  found  dragging  down  a 
box  of  ammunition  quite  by  himself.  'To 
do  something,'  he  said.  A  sergeant  with 
twenty  men  formed  up  was  inquiring  what 
troops  were  to  hold  the  position.  Regimental 
officers  everywhere  cool  and  cheery,  each 
with  a  little  group  of  men  around  him,  all  full 
of  fight  and  energy.  But  the  darkness  and 
the  broken  ground  paralysed  everyone. 

I  found  Colonel  Thorneycroft  at  the  top 
of  the  mountain.  Everyone  seemed  to  know, 
even  in  the  confusion,  where  he  was.  He 
was  sitting  on  the  ground  surrounded  by  the 
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reninaiits  ot  the  regiment  he  had  raised,  who 
had  fought  for  him  h*ke  lions  and  followed  him 
like  dogs.  I  explained  the  situation  as  I  had 
been  told  and  as  I  thought.  Naval  guns  were 
prepared  to  try,  sappers  and  working  parties 
were  already  on  the  road  with  thousands  of 
sandbags.  What  did  he  think?  But  the 
decision  had  already  been  taken,  H  e  had  never 
received  any  messages  from  the  General,  had 
not  had  time  to  write  any.  Messages  had  been 
sent  him,  he  had  wanted  to  send  others  himself 
The  fight  had  been  too  hot,  too  close,  too 
interlaced  for  him  to  attend  to  anything,  but 
to  support  this  company,  clear  those  rocks, 
or  line  that  trench.  So,  having  heard  nothing 
and  expecting  no  guns,  he  had  decided  to 
retire.  As  he  put  it  tersely :  *  Better  six 
good  battalions  safely  down  the  hill  than  a 
mop  up  in  the  morning.'  Then  we  came 
home,  drawing  down  our  rearguard  after  us 
very  slowly  and  carefully,  and  as  the  ground 
grew  more  level  the  regiments  began  to  form 
again  into  their  old  solid  blocks. 

Such  was  the  fifth  of  the  series  of  actions 
called  the  Battle  of  Spion   Kop.     It  is  an 
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event  which  the  British  people  may  regard 
with  feelings  of  equal  pride  and  sadness.  It 
redounds  to  the  honour  of  the  soldiers,  though 
not  greatly  to  that  of  the  generals.  But 
when  all  that  will  be  written  about  this  has 
been  written,  and  all  the  bitter  words  have 
been  said  by  the  people  who  never  do 
anything  themselves^  the  wise  and  just 
citizen  will  remember  that  these  same 
generals  are,  after  all,  brave,  capable,  noble 
English  gentlemen,  trying  their  best  to  carry 
through  a  task  which  may  prove  to  be 
impossible,  and  is  certainly  the  hardest  ever 
set  to  men. 

The  Lancashire  Fusiliers,  the  Imperial 
Light  Infantry — ^ whose  baptism  of  fire  it  was 
— T  homey  croft's,  and  the  Middlesex  Regi- 
ment sustained  the  greater  part  of  the  losses. 

We  will  have  another  try,  and,  if  it  pleases 
God,  do  better  next  time. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 

THROUGH   THE   FIVE    DAYS'   ACTION 

Venter's  Spruit :  January  25,  1900. 

The  importance  of  giving  a  general  and 
comprehensive  account  of  the  late  actions 
around  and  on  Spion  Kop  prevented  me 
from  describing  its  scenes  and  incidents. 
Events,  like  gentlemen  at  a  levee,  in  these 
exciting  days  tread  so  closely  on  each  other's 
heels  that  many  pass  unnoticed,  and  most 
can  only  claim  the  scantiest  attention.  But 
I  will  pick  from  the  hurrying  procession  a 
few — distinguished  for  no  other  reason  than 
that  they  have  caught  my  eye — and  from 
their  quality  the  reader  may  judge  of  the 
rest. 

The  morning  of  the  20th  discovered  the 
cavalry  still  encamped  behind  the  hills  near 
the  Acton  Homes  road,  on  which  they  had 
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surprised  the  Boers  two  days  before.  The 
loud  and  repeated  discharge  of  the  artillery 
advised  us  that  the  long-expected  general 
action  had  begun.  What  part  were  the 
cavalry  to  play  ?  No  orders  had  been  sent 
to  Lord  Dundonald  except  that  he  was  to 
cover  the  left  flank  of  the  infantry.  But 
the  cavalry  commander,  no  less  than  his 
brigade,  proposed  to  interpret  these  instruc- 
tions freely.  Accordingly,  at  about  half-past 
nine,  the  South  African  Light  Horse,  two 
squadrons  of  the  13th  Hussars,  and  a  battery 
of  four  machine  guns  moved  forward  towards 
the  line  of  heights  along  the  edge  and  crest 
of  which  ran  the  Boer  position  with  the 
intention  of  demonstrating  against  them,  and 
the  daring  idea — somewhere  in  the  back- 
ground— of  attacking  and  seizing  one  pro- 
minent feature  which  jutted  out  into  the 
plain,  and  which,  from  its  boldness  and 
shape,  we  had  christened  *  Bastion  Hill/ 
The  composite  regiment,  who  watched  the 
extreme  left,  were  directed  to  support  us  if 
all  was  clear  in  their  front  at  one  o'clock,  and 
Thomeycroft's  Mounted  Infantry,  who  kept 
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touch  between  the  main  cavalry  force  and 
the  infantry  left  flank,  had  similar  orders  to 
co-operate. 

At  ten  o'clock  Lord  Dundonald  ordered 
the  South  African  Light  Horse  to  advance 
against  Bastion  Hill.  If  the  resistance  was 
severe  they  were  not  to  press  the  attack,  but 
to  content  themselves  with  a  musketry  de- 
monstration. If,  however,  they  found  it 
convenient  to  get  on  they  were  to  do  so  as 
far  as  they  liked.  Colonel  Byng  thereon 
sent  two  squadrons  under  Major  Childe  to 
advance,  dismounted  frontally  on  the  hill, 
and  proposed  to  cover  their  movements  by 
the  fire  of  the  other  two  squadrons,  who 
were  to  gallop  to  the  shelter  of  a  wood  and 
creep  thence  up  the  various  dongas  to  within 
effective  range. 

Major  Childe  accepted  his  orders  with 
alacrity,  and  started  forth  on  what  seemed, 
as  I  watched  from  a  grassy  ridge,  a  most 
desperate  enterprise.  The  dark  brown 
mass  of  Bastion  Hill  appeared  to  dominate 
the  plain.  On  its  crest  the  figures  of  the 
Boers    could    be    seen    frequently    moving 
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about     Other  spurs  to  either  flanks  looked 
as  if  they  afforded  facilities  for  cross  fire.   And 
to  capture  this  formidable  position  we  could 
dismount   only  about  a  hundred   and   fifty 
men  ;   and  had,  moreover,  no  artillery  sup- 
port of  any  kind.     Yet  as  one  examined  the 
hill  it  became  evident  that  its  strength  was 
apparent  rather  than  real.     Its  slopes  were 
so  steep  that  they  presented  no  good  field 
of  fire.     Its  crest  was  a  convex  curve,  over 
and  down  which  the  defenders  must  advance 
before  they  could  command  the  approaches, 
and  when  so  advanced  they  would  be  ex- 
posed without  shelter  of  any  kind  to  the  fire 
of  the  covering  troops.     The  salient  was  so 
prominent  and  jutted  out  so   far   from  the 
general  line  of  hills,  and  was  besides  shaped 
so  like  a  blunted  redan,  that  its  front  face  was 
secure  from  flanking  fire.     In  fact  there  was 
plenty  of  dead  ground  in  its  approaches,  and, 
moreover,  dongas — ^which  are  the  same  as 
nullahs  in  India  or  gullies  in  Australia — ran 
agreeably  to  our  wishes  towards  the  hill  in 
all  directions.     When  first  we  had  seen  the 
hill  three  days  before  we  had  selected  it  as  a 
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weak  point  in  the  Dutch  line.  It  afterwards 
proved  that  the  Boers  had  no  illusions  as  to 
its  strength  and  had  made  their  arrangements 
accordingly. 

So  soon  as  the  dismounted  squadrons 
had  begun  their  advance,  Colonel  Byng  led 
the  two  who  were  to  cover  it  forward.  The 
wood  we  were  to  reach  and  find  shelter  in 
was  about  a  thousand  yards  distant,  and  had 
been  reported  unoccupied  by  the  Boers, 
who  indeed  confined  themselves  strictly  to 
the  hills  after  their  rough  handling  on  the 
1 8th  by  the  cavalry.  We  moved  off  at  a 
walk,  spreading  into  a  wide  open  order,  as 
wise  colonial  cavalry  always  do.  And  it  was 
fortunate  that  our  formation  was  a  dispersed 
one,  for  no  sooner  had  we  moved  into  the 
open  ground  than  there  was  the  flash  of  a 
gun  far  away  among  the  hills  to  the  westward. 
I  had  had  some  experience  of  artillery  fire  in 
the  armoured  train  episode,  but  there  the 
guns  were  firing  at  such  close  quarters  that 
the  report  of  the  discharge  and  the  explosion 
of  the  shell  were  almost  simultaneous.  Nor 
had  I  ever  heard  the  menacing  hissing  roar 
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which  heralds  the  approach  of  a  long-range 
projectile.  It  came  swiftly,  passed  overhead 
with  a  sound  like  the  rending  of  thin  sheets 
of  iron,  and  burst  with  a  rather  dull  explosion 
in  the  ground  a  hundred  yards  behind  the 
squadrons,  throwing  up  smoke  and  clods  of 
earth.  We  broke  into  a  gallop,  and  moved 
in  curving  course  towards  the  wood.  I 
suppose  we  were  a  target  a  hundred  yards 
broad  by  a  hundred  and  fifty  deep.  The 
range  was  not  less  than  seven  thousand 
yards,  and  we  were  at  the  gallop.  Think  of 
this,  Inspector-General  of  Artillery  :  the  Boer 
gunners  fired  ten  or  eleven  shells,  every  one 
of  which  fell  among  or  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  our  ranks.  Between  us  and  the 
wood  ran  a  deep  donga  with  a  river  only 
fordable  in  places  flowing  through  it  Some 
confusion  occurred  in  crossing  this,  but  at 
last  the  whole  regiment  was  across,  and 
found  shelter  from  the  terrible  gun — perhaps 
there  were  two — on  the  further  bank. 
Thanks  to  our  dispersed  formation  only  two 
horses  had  been  killed,  and  it  was  possible 
to  admire  without  having  to  deplore  the  skill 
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of   the    artillerists    who    could  make   such 
beautiful  practice  at  such  a  range. 

Colonel  Byng  thought  it  advisable  to 
leave  the  horses  in  the  cover  of  the  protect- 
ing river  bank,  and  we  therefore  pushed  on, 
dismounted,  and,  straggling  through  the  high 
maize  crop  without  presenting  any  target  to 
the  guns,  reached  the  wood  safely.  Through 
this  we  hurried  as  far  as  its  further  edge. 
Here  the  riflemen  on  the  hill  opened  with 
long-range  fire.  It  was  only  a  hundred 
yards  into  the  donga,  and  the  troopers 
immediately  began  running  across,  in  twos 
and  threes.  In  the  irregular  corps  all  ap- 
pearances are  sacrificed  to  the  main  object 
of  getting  where  you  want  to  without  being 
hurt.     No  one  was  hurt. 

Colonel  Byng  made  his  way  along  the 
donga  to  within  about  twelve  or  fourteen 
hundred  yards,  and  from  excellent  cover 
opened  fire  on  the  Boers  holding  the  summit 
of  the  hill.  A  long  musketry  duel  ensued 
without  any  loss  to  our  side,  and  with 
probably  no  more  to  the  enemy.  The 
colonial   troopers,   as   wary  as   the    Dutch, 
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showed  very  little  to  shoot  at,  so  that,  though 
there  were  plenty  of  bullets,  there  was  no 
bloodshed.  Regular  infantry  would  pro- 
bably have  lost  thirty  or  forty  men. 

I  went  back  for  machine  guns,  and  about 
half  an  hour  later  they  were  brought  into 
action  at  the  edge  of  the  wood.  Boers  on 
the  sky-line  at  two  thousand  yards — tat-tat- 
tat-tat-tat  half  a  dozen  times  repeated ;  Boers 
galloping  to  cover ;  one — yes,  by  Jupiter ! — 
one  on  his  back  on  the  grass  ;  after  that  no 
more  targets  to  shoot  at ;  continuous  searching 
of  the  sky-line,  however,  on  the  chance  of 
killing  someone,  and,  in  any  case,  to  support 
the  frontal  attack.  We  had  altogether  three 
guns — the  13th  Hussars*  Maxim  under 
Lieutenant  Clutterbuck,  detached  from  the 
4th  Hussars  ;  one  of  Lord  Dundonald  s 
battery  of  Colts  under  Mr.  Hill,  who  is  a 
member  of  Parliament,  and  guides  the 
majestic  course  of  Empire  besides  managing 
machine  guns;  and  our  own  Maxim,  all 
under  Major  Villiers. 

These  three  machines  set  up  a  most 
exhilarating  splutter,  flaring  and  crackling  all 
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along  the  edge  of  the  wood,  and  even 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  Boers.  All  of 
a  sudden  there  was  a  furious  rush  and  roar 
overhead  ;  two  or  three  little  cassarina  trees 
and  a  shower  of  branches  fell  to  the  ground. 
What  on  earth  could  this  be?  The  main 
action  was  crashing  away  on  the  right. 
Evidently  a  shell  had  passed  a  few  feet  over 
our  heads,  but  was  it  from  our  guns  shelling 
the  hills  in  front,  or  from  the  enemy?  In 
another  minute  the  question  was  answered 
by  another  shell.  It  was  our  old  friend  the 
gun  to  the  westward,  who,  irritated  by  the 
noisy  Maxims,  had  resolved  to  put  his  foot 
down.  Whizz !  Bang !  came  a  third  shot, 
exploding  among  the  branches  just  behind 
the  Colt  gun,  to  the  great  delight  of  Mr. 
Hill,  who  secured  a  large  fragment,  which  I 
have  advised  him  to  lay  on  the  table  in  the 
smoking-room  of  the  House  for  the  gratifi- 
cation, instruction,  and  diversion  of  other 
honourable  members.  The  next  shell 
smashed  through  the  roof  of  a  farmhouse 
which  stood  at  the  corner  of  the  wood,  and 
near  which  two  troops  of  the  13th  Hussars, 
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who  were  escorting  the  Maxims  and  watch- 
ing the  flanks,  had  left  their  led  horses.  The 
next,  in  quick  succession,  fell  right  among 
them,  killing  one,  but  luckily,  very  luckily, 
failed  to  burst  The  officer  then  decided  to 
move  the  horses  to  a  safer  place.  The  two 
troops  mounted  and  galloped  off.  They 
were  a  tiny  target,  only  a  moving  speck 
across  the  plain.  But  the  Boer  gunners 
threw  a  shell  within  a  yard  of  the  first  troop 
leader.  All  this  at  seven  thousand  yards ! 
English  artillery  experts,  please  note  and  if 
possible  copy. 

While  these  things  were  passing  the  ad- 
vancing squadrons  had  begun  to  climb  the 
hill,  and  found  to  their  astonishment  that 
they  were  scarcely  fired  at.  It  was  of  great 
importance,  however,  that  the  Boers  should 
be  cleared  from  the  summit  by  the  Maxim 
fire,  and  lest  this  should  be  diverted  on  our 
own  men  by  mistake  I  left  the  wood  for  the 
purpose  of  signalling  back  how  far  the  ad- 
vance had  proceeded  and  up  to  what  point 
the  guns  could  safely  fire.  The  ground  was 
broken ;    the  distance  considerable.     Before 

Y  2 
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I  reached  the  hill  the  situation  had  changed. 
The  enemy's  artillery  had  persuaded  the 
Maxims  that  they  would  do  better  to  be 
quiet — at  any  rate  until  they  could  see  some- 
thing to  shoot  at.  Major  Childe  had  reached 
the  top  of  the  hill,  one  man  of  his  squadron, 
ten  minutes  in  front  of  anyone  else,  waving 
his  hat  on  his  rifle  at  the  summit  to  the 
admiration  of  thousands  of  the  infantry,  all 
of  whom  saw  this  act  of  conspicuous  reck- 
lessness and  rejoiced.  Lord  Dundonald  had 
galloped  up  to  support  the  attack  with 
Thorneycroft*s  Mounted  Infantry  and  the 
rest  of  the  13th  Hussars.  We,  the  South 
African  Light  Horse,  had  taken  Bastion 
Hill. 

To  advance  further  forward,  however, 
proved  quite  impossible.  The  Boers  had 
withdrawn  to  a  second  position  a  thousand 
yards  in  rear  of  the  top  of  the  hill.  From 
this  they  directed  a  most  accurate  and  damn- 
able fire  on  all  who  showed  themselves  on 
the  plateau.  Beneath  the  crest  one  sat  in 
safety  and  listened  to  the  swish  of  bullets 
passing  overhead.      Above,  the   men  were 
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content  to  lie  quite  still  underneath  the  rocks 
and  wait  for  darkness.  I  had  a  message  for 
Major  Childe  and  found  him  sitting  on  this 
dangerous  ground,  partly  sheltered  by  a 
large  rock — a  serene  old  gentleman,  ex- 
hausted with  his  climb,  justly  proud  of  its 
brilliant  success. 

I  found  no  reason  to  remain  very  long 
on  the  plateau,  and  had  just  returned  to  the 
Brigadier  when  the  Boer  guns  began  to  shell 
the  tip  of  the  hill.     The  first  two  or  three 
projectiles  skimmed   over  the   surface,  and 
roared    harmlessly  away.     But    the    Boers 
were  not  long  in  striking  their  mark.     Two 
percussion  shells  burst  on  the  exposed  side 
of  the  hill,  and  then  a  well-exploded  shrapnel 
searched   its  summit,   searched    and    found 
what  it  sought.     Major  Childe  was  instantly 
killed  by  a  fragment  that  entered  his  brain, 
and  half  a  dozen  troopers  were  more  or  less 
seriously  wounded.    After  that,  as  if  satisfied, 
the  enemy's  gun   turned  its  attention  else- 
where. 

I  think  this  death  of  Major  Childe  was  a 
very  sad  event  even  among   the  inevitable 
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incidents  of  war.  He  had  served  many 
years  ago  in  the  Blues,  and  since  then  a  con- 
nection with  the  Turf  had  made  him  not 
unknown  and  well  liked  in  sporting  circles. 
Old  and  grey  as  he  was,  the  call  to  arms  had 
drawn  him  from  home,  and  wife,  and  comfort, 
as  it  is  drawing  many  of  all  ages  and  fortunes 
now.  And  so  he  was  killed  in  his  first  fight 
against  the  Boers  after  he  had  performed  an  ex- 
ploit— ^his  first  and  last  in  war — which  would 
most  certainly  have  brought  him  honourable 
distinction.  He  had  a  queer  presentiment 
of  impending  fate,  for  he  had  spoken  a  good 
deal  to  us  of  the  chances  of  death,  and  had 
even  selected  his  own  epitaph,  so  that  on 
the  little  wooden  cross  which  stands  at  the 
foot  of  Bastion  Hill — the  hill  he  himself  took 
and  held — there  is  written  :  *  Is  it  well  with 
the  child?     It  is  well! ' 

The  coign  of  vantage  which  I  found  on 
the  side  of  the  hill  was  not  only  to  a  great 
extent  sheltered  from  the  bullets,  but  afforded 
an  extensive  view  of  the  general  action,  and 
for  the  rest  of  the  day  I  remained  with 
Lord  Dundonald  watching  its  development. 


THROUGH   THE   FIVE   DAYS    ACTION      327 

But  a  modern  action  is  very  disappointing 
as  a  spectacle.  There  is  no  smoke  except 
that  of  the  bursting  shells.  The  combatants 
are  scattered,  spread  over  a  great  expanse  of 
ground,  concealed  wherever  possible,  clad  in 
neutral  tint 

All  the  pomp  and  magnificence  of 
Omdurman,  the  solid  lines  of  infantry,  the 
mighty  Dervish  array,  bright  with  flashing 
spears  and  waving  flags,  were  excluded. 
Rows  of  tiny  dots  hurried  forward  a  few 
yards  and  vanished  into  the  brown  of  the 
earth.  Bunches  and  clusters  of  brown  things 
huddled  among  the  rocks  or  in  sheltered 
spots.  The  six  batteries  of  artillery  un- 
limbered,  and  the  horses,  hidden  in  some 
safe  place,  were  scarcely  visible. 

Once  I  saw  in  miniature  through  glasses 
a  great  wave  of  infantry  surge  forward  along 
a  spur  and  disappear  beyond  a  crest  line. 
The  patter  of  the  Mauser  rifles  swelled  into 
a  continuous  rumbling  like  a  train  of  waggons 
passing  over  a  pontoon  bridge,  and  presently 
the  wave  recoiled  ;  the  minute  figures  that 
composed  it  squeezed  themselves  into  cover 
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among  some  rocks,  a  great  many  groups  of 
men  began  carrying  away  black  objects.  A 
trickle  of  independent  dots  dispersed  itself 
Then  we  groaned.  There  had  been  a  check. 
The  distant  drama  continued.  The  huddling 
figures  began  to  move  again — lithe,  active 
forms  moved  about  rearranging  things — 
officers,  we  knew,  even  at  the  distance. 
Then  the  whole  wave  started  again  full  of 
impetus — started — went  forward,  and  never 
came  back.  And  at  this  we  were  all 
delighted,  and  praised  the  valour  of  our 
unequalled  infantry,  and  wished  we  were 
near  enough  to  give  them  a  cheer. 

So  we  watched  until  nightfall,  when  some 
companies  of  the  Queen's,  from  General 
Hildyard's  Brigade,  arrived,  and  took  over 
the  charge  of  our  hill  from  us,  and  we 
descended  to  get  our  horses,  and  perhaps 
some  food,  finding,  by  good  luck,  all  we 
wanted,  and  lay  down  on  the  ground  to 
sleep,  quite  contented  with  ourselves  and  the 
general  progress  of  the  army. 

The  action  of  the  21st  had  begun  before 
I  awoke,  and  a  brisk  fusillade  was  going  on 
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all  along  the  line.     This  day  the  right  attack 
stood   still,   or   nearly  so,    and  the  activity 
was   confined   to   the   left,    where    General 
Hildyard,    with    five    battalions     and    two 
batteries,  skilfully  felt  and  tested  the  enemy's 
positions  and  found  them  most  unpleasantly 
strong.     The  main   difficulty   was  that  our 
guns  could  not  come  into  action  to  smash 
the  enemy  in  his  trenches  without  coming 
under  his  rifle  fire,  because  the  edge  of  the 
plateau  was  only  a  thousand  yards  from  the 
second  and  main   Boer  position,  and  unless 
the  guns  were  on  the  edge  of  the  plateau 
they  could  see  very  little  and  do  less.     The 
cavalry  guarded  the  left  flank  passively,  and 
I   remember  no   particular   incident  except 
that  our  own  artillery  flung  the  fragments  of 
two  premature  shells  among  us  and  wounded 
a  soldier  in  the  Devonshire  Regiment.     The 
following  fact,  however,  is  instructive.     Cap- 
tain Stewart's  squadron  of  the  South  African 
Light  Horse  dismounted,  held  an  advanced 
kopje    all   day   long    under    a    heavy  fire, 
and     never    lost    a    man.      Two    hundred 
yards  further  back  was  another  kopje  held 
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by  two  companies  of  regular  infantry  under 
equal  fire.  The  infantry  had  more  than 
twenty  men  hit. 

On  the  22  nd  the  action  languished  and 
the  generals  consulted.  The  infantry  had 
made  themselves  masters  of  all  the  edge  of 
the  plateau,  and  the  regiments  clustered  in 
the  steep  re-entrants  like  flies  on  the  side  of 
a  wall.  The  Boers  endeavoured  to  reach 
them  with  shells,  and  a  desultory  musketry 
duel  also  proceeded. 

During  the  afternoon  I  went  with 
Captain  Brooke  to  visit  some  of  the 
battalions  of  General  Hart's  Brigade  and  see 
what  sort  of  punishment  they  were  receiving. 
As  we  rode  up  the  watercourse  which  marks 
the  bottom  of  the  valley  a  shrapnel  shell 
cleared  the  western  crest  line  and  exploded 
among  one  of  the  battalions.  At  first  it 
seemed  to  have  done  no  harm,  but  as  we 
climbed  higher  and  nearer  we  met  a 
stretcher  carried  by  six  soldiers.  On  it  lay 
a  body  with  a  handkerchief  thrown  across 
the  face.  The  soldiers  bearing  the  stretcher 
were  all  covered  with  blood. 
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We  proceeded  and  soon  reached  the 
battalions.  A  company  of  the  Dublin 
Fusiliers  were  among  those  captured  in  the 
armoured  train,  and  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
knowing  most  of  the  officers  of  this  regiment 
So  we  visited  them  first — a  dozen  gentlemen 
— begrimed,  unwashed,  unshaven,  sitting  on 
the  hillside  behind  a  two-foot  wall  of  rough 
stones  and  near  a  wooden  box,  which  they 
called  the  *  Officers'  Mess.'  They  were  in 
capital  spirits  in  spite  of  every  abominable 
circumstance. 

'  What  did  you  lose  in  the  action  ? ' 

*  Oh,  about  fifty.  Poor  Hensley  was 
killed,  you  know  ;  that  was  the  worst  of  it' 

Captain  Hensley  was  one  of  the  smallest 
and  bravest  men  in  the  Army,  and  the 
Dublin  Fusiliers,  who  should  be  good  judges, 
regarded  him  as  their  very  best  officer  for 
all  military  affairs,  whether  attack,  retreat, 
or  reconnaissance.  Each  had  lost  a  friend, 
but  collectively  as  a  regiment  they  had  lost 
a  powerful  weapon. 

'Very  few  of  us  left  now,'  said  the 
colonel,  surveying  his  regiment  with  pride. 
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*  How  many  ?  ' 

*  About  four  hundred  and  fifty.' 

*  Out  of  a  thousand  ? ' 

*  Well,  out  of  about  nine  hundred.' 
This   war  has   fallen    heavily   on    some 

regiments.  Scarcely  any  has  suffered  more 
severely,  none  has  won  greater  distinction, 
than  the  Dublin  Fusiliers — everywhere  at 
the  front — Dundee,  Lombard's  Kop,  Colenso, 
Chieveley,  Colenso  again,  and  even  here  at 
Spion  Kop.  Half  the  regiment,  more  than 
half  the  officers  killed  or  wounded  or 
prisoners. 

But  the  survivors  were  as  cheery  as 
ever. 

*  Do  these  shells  catch  anyone  ? ' 

*  Only  two  or  three  an  hour.  They  don't 
come  always :  every  half-hour  we  get  half  a 
dozen.  That  last  one  killed  an  officer  in  the 
next  regiment.  Rather  bad  luck,  picking  an 
officer  out  of  all  these  men — only  one  killed 
to-day  so  far,  a  dozen  wounded.' 

I  inquired  how  much  more  time  remained 
before  the  next  consignment  of  shells  was 
due.      They  said    about    ten    minutes.      I 
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thought  that  would  just  suit  me,  and  bade 
them  good  morning,  for  I  have  a  horror  of 
being  killed  when  not  on  duty ;  but  Captain 
Brooke  was  anxious  to  climb  to  the  top  and 
examine  the  Boer  position,  and  since  we  had 
come  so  far  it  was  perhaps  worth  while 
going  on.  So  we  did,  and  with  great  punc- 
tuality the  shells  arrived. 

We  were  talking  to  the  officers  of  another 
regiment  when  they  began.  Two  came  in 
quick  succession  over  the  eastern  wall  of  the 
valley  and  then  one  over  the  western.  All 
three  burst — two  on  impact,  one  in  the  air. 
A  fourth  ripped  along  a  stone  shelter  behind 
which  skirmishers  were  firing.  A  fifth 
missed  the  valley  altogether  and  screeched 
away  into  the  plain  clear  of  the  hills.  The 
officers  and  men  were  quite  callous.  They 
scarcely  troubled  to  look  up.  The  soldiers 
went  on  smoking  or  playing  cards  or  sleeping 
as  if  nothing  had  happened.  Personally  I 
felt  no  inclination  to  any  of  these  pursuits, 
and  I  thought  to  sit  and  wait  indefinitely,  for 
the  caprice  of  one  of  these  shrieking  iron 
devils  would  be  most  trying  to  anyone.     But 
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apparently  you  can  get  accustomed  to  any- 
thing. The  regiment  where  the  officer  had 
been  killed  a  few  minutes  before  was  less 
cheerful  and  callous.  The  little  group  of 
officers  crouching  in  the  scanty  shelter  had 
seen  one  of  their  number  plucked  out  of  their 
midst  and  slain — uselessly  as  it  seemed.  They 
advised  us  to  take  cover,  which  we  would 
gladly  have  done  had  there  been  any  worth 
speaking  of ;  for  at  this  moment  the  Boers 
discharged  their  Vickers- Maxim  gun — the 
'pom-pom' — and  I  have  never  heard  such 
an  extraordinary  noise.  Seven  or  eight 
bangs,  a  rattle,  an  amazing  cluttering  and 
whistling  overhead,  then  the  explosions  of 
the  little  shells,  which  scarred  the  opposite 
hillside  in  a  long  row  of  puffs  of  brown  dust 
and  blue-white  smoke,  suggesting  a  lash 
from  a  knotted  scourge. 

*  Look  out ! '  we  were  told,  *  they  always 
follow  that  with  a  shell.*  And  so  they  did, 
but  it  passed  overhead  without  harming  any- 
one. Again  the  Vickers-Maxim  flung  its 
covey  of  projectiles.  Again  we  crouched  for 
the  following  shell ;  but  this  time  it  did  not 
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come — immediately.  I  had  seen  quite 
enough,  however,  so  we  bade  our  friends 
good  luck — never  good-bye  on  active  service 
— and  hurried,  slowly,  on  account  of  appear- 
ances, from  this  unhealthy  valley.  As  we 
reached  our  horses  I  saw  another  shell  burst 
among  the  infantry.  After  that  there  was 
another  interval.  Further  on  we  met  a 
group  of  soldiers  returning  to  their  regiment. 
One  lad  of  about  nineteen  was  munching  a 
biscuit.  His  right  trouser  leg  was  soaked 
with  blood.  I  asked  whether  he  was 
wounded.  *  No,  sir  ;  it's  only  blood  from  an 
officer's  head,'  he  answered,  and  went  on — 
eating  his  biscuit.  Such  were  the  fortunes 
for  four  days  of  the  two  brigades  forming 
Warren's  left  attack. 

I  have  already  written  a  general  account 
of  the  final  action  of  Spion  Kop  on  January  24, 
and  have  little  to  add.  As  soon  as  the  news 
spread  through  the  camps  that  the  British 
troops  were  occupying  the  top  of  the  moun- 
tain  I  hurried  to  Gun  Hill,  where  the  batteries 
were  arrayed,  and  watched  the  fight  from 
a  flank.      The  spectacle  was  inconsiderable 
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but  significant.  It  was  like  a  shadow  peep- 
show.  Along  the  mighty  profile  of  the  hill 
a  fringe  of  little  black  crotchets  advanced. 
Then  there  were  brown  and  red  smudges  of 
dust  from  shells  striking  the  ground  and 
white  puffs  from  shrapnel  bursting  in  the  air 
— ^variations  from  the  black  and  white. 
Presently  a  stretcher  borne  by  five  tiny 
figures  jerks  slowly  forward,  silhouetted  on 
the  sky-line  ;  more  shells ;  back  goes  the 
stretcher  laden,  a  thicker  horizontal  line  than 
before.  Then — a  rush  of  crotchets  rearwards 
— one  leading  two  mules,  mules  terrified, 
jibbing,  hanging  back — all  in  silhouette  one 
moment,  the  next  all  smudged  with  dust 
cloud  ;  God  help  the  driver  ;  shadows  clear 
again  ;  driver  still  dragging  mules — no,  only 
one  mule  now;  other  figures  still  running 
i;earwards.  Suddenly  reinforcements  arrive, 
hundreds  of  them  ;  the  whole  sky-line  bristles 
with  crotchets  moving  swiftly  along  it,  bend- 
ing forward  almost  double,  as  if  driving 
through  a  hailstorm.  Thank  heaven  for  that 
— only  just  in  time  too — and  then  more 
smudges  on  the  shadow  screen. 


THROUGH   THE    FIVE   DAYS     ACTION       337 

Sir  Charles  Warren  was  standing  near 
me  with  his  staff.  One  of  his  officers  came 
up  and  told  me  that  they  had  been  disturbed 
at  breakfast  by  a  Boer  shell,  which  had 
crashed  through  their  waggon,  killing  a 
servant  and  a  horse.  Presently  the  General 
himself  saw  me.  I  inquired  about  the  situa- 
tion, and  learned  for  the  first  time  of  General 
Woodgate's  wound — death  it  was  then 
reported — and  that  Thorneycroft  had  been 
appointed  brigadier-general.  '  We  have  put 
what  we  think  is  the  best  fighting  man  in 
command  regardless  of  seniority.  We  shall 
support  him  as  he  may  request.  We  can 
do  no  more.' 

I  will  only  relate  one  other  incident — a 
miserable  one.  The  day  before  the  attack 
on  Spion  Kop  I  had  chanced  to  ride  across 
the  pontoon  bridge.  I  heard  my  name 
called,  and  saw  the  cheery  face  of  a  boy  I 
had  known  at  Harrow — a  smart,  clean-look- 
ing young  gentleman — quite  the  rough 
material  for  Irregular  Horse.  He  had  just 
arrived  and  pushed  his  way  to  the  front; 
hoped,  so   he   said,    *  to   get   a  job.'     This 
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morning  they  told  me  that  an  unauthorised 
Press  correspondent  had  been  found  among 
the  killed  on  the  summit.  At  least  they 
thought  at  first  it  was  a  Press  correspondent, 
for  no-one  seemed  to  know  him.  A  man  had 
been  found  leaning  forward  on  his  rifle,  dead. 
A  broken  pair  of  field  glasses,  shattered  by 
the  same  shell  that  had  killed  their  owner, 
bore  the  name  *  M'Corquodale.'  The  name 
f  and  the  face  flew  together  in  my  mind.      It 

was  the  last  joined  subaltern  of  Thorneycroft's 
Mounted  Infantry — joined  in  the  evening, 
shot  at  dawn. 

Poor  gallant  young  Englishman  !  he  had 
soon  *got  his  job.'  The  great  sacrifice  had 
been  required  of  the  Queen's  latest  recruit. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

A   FRESH    EFFORT   AND   AN    ARMY    CHAPLAIN 
Spearman's  Hill :  February  4,  iqcx). 

The  first  gleams  of  day  light  crept  underneath 
the  waggon,  and  the  sleepers,  closely  packed 
for  shelter  from  the  rain  showers,  awoke. 
Those  who  live  under  the  conditions  of  a 
civilised  city,  who  lie  abed  till  nine  and  ten 
of  the  clock  in  artificially  darkened  rooms, 
gain  luxury  at  the  expense  of  joy.  But  the 
soldier,  who  fares  simply,  sleeps  soundly,  and 
rises  with  the  morning  star,  wakes  in  an 
elation  of  body  and  spirit  without  an  effort 
and  with  scarcely  a  yawn.  There  is  no  more 
delicious  moment  in  the  day  than  this,  when 
we  light  the  fire  and,  while  the  kettle  boils, 
watch  the  dark  shadows  of  the  hills  take  form, 
perspective,  and  finally  colour,  knowing  that 
there  is  another  whole  day  begun,  bright  with 
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chance  and  interest,  and  free  from  all  cares. 
All  cares — for  who  can  be  worried  about  the 
little  matters  of  humdrum  life  when  he  may 
be  dead  before  the  night  ?     Such  a  one  was 
with  us  yesterday — see,  there  is  a  spare  mug 
for  coffee  in  the  mess — but  now  gone  for  ever. 
And  so  it  may  be  with  us  to-morrow.    What 
does  it  matter  that  this  or  that  is  misunder- 
stood or  perverted  ;  that  So-and-so  is  envious 
and  spiteful  ;  that  heavy  difficulties  obstruct 
the  larger  schemes  of  life,  clogging  nimble 
aspiration  with  the  mud  of  matters  of  fact  ? 
Here  life  itself,  life  at  its  best  and  healthiest, 
awaits  the  caprice  of  the  bullet     Let  us  see 
the  development  of  the  day.     All  else  may 
stand  over,  perhaps  for  ever.     Existence  is 
never  so  sweet  as  when  it  is  at  hazard.     The 
bright  butterfly  flutters  in  the  sunshine,  the 
expression  of  the  philosophy  of  Omar  Khay- 
ydm,  without  the  potations. 

But  we  awoke  on  the  morning  of  the 
25th  in  most  gloomy  spirits.  I  had  seen  the 
evacuation  of  Spion  Kop  during  the  night, 
and  I  did  not  doubt  that  it  would  be  followed 
by  the  abandonment  of  all  efforts  to  turn  the 
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Boer  left  from  the  passages  of  the  Tugela  at 
and  near  Trichardt  s  Drift.  Nor  were  these 
forebodings  wrong.  Before  the  sun  was 
fairly  risen  orders  arrived,  *A11  baggage  to 
move  east  of  Venter's  Spruit  immediately. 
Troops  to  be  ready  to  turn  out  at  thirty 
minutes*  notice.'  General  retreat,  that  was 
their  meaning.  Buller  was  withdrawing  his 
train  as  a  preliminary  to  disengaging,  if  he 
could,  the  fighting  brigades,  and  retiring 
across  the  river.  Buller!  So  it  was  no 
longer  Warren!  The  Commander-in-Chief 
had  arrived,  in  the  hour  of  misfortune,  to 
take  all  responsibility  for  what  had  befallen 
the  army,  to  extricate  it,  if  possible,  from  its 
position  of  peril,  to  encourage  the  soldiers, 
now  a  second  time  defeated  without  being 
beaten,  to  bear  the  disappointment.  Every- 
one knows  how  all  this,  that  looked  so 
difficult,  was  successfully  accomplished. 

The  army  was  irritated  by  the  feeling  that 
it  had  made  sacrifices  for  nothing.  It  was 
puzzled  and  disappointed  by  failure  which  it 
did  not  admit  nor  understand.  The  enemy 
were   flushed  with   success.     The  opposing 
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lines  in  many  places  were  scarcely  a  thousand 
yards  apart.  As  the  infantry  retired  the 
enemy  would  have  commanding  ground  from 
which  to  assail  them  at  every  point  Behind 
flowed  the  Tugela,  a  deep,  rapid,  only  occa- 
sionally fordable  river,  eighty-five  yards  broad, 
with  precipitous  banks.  We  all  prepared  our- 
selves for  a  bloody  and  even  disastrous  rear- 
guard action.  But  now,  I  repeat,  when  things 
had  come  to  this  pass,  BuUer  took  personal 
command.  He  arrived  on  the  field  calm, 
cheerful,  inscrutable  as  ever,  rode  hither  and 
thither  with  a  weary  staff  and  a  huge  note- 
book, gripped  the  whole  business  in  his  strong 
hands,  and  so  shook  it  into  shape  that  we 
crossed  the  river  in  safety,  comfort,  and  good 
order,  with  most  remarkable  mechanical 
precision,  and  without  the  loss  of  a  single 
man  or  a  pound  of  stores. 

The  fighting  troops  stood  fast  for  two 
days,  while  the  train  of  waggons  streamed 
back  over  the  bridges  and  parked  in  huge 
black  squares  on  the  southern  bank.  Then, 
on  the  night  of  the  26th,  the  retreat  began. 
It  was  pitch  dark,  and  a  driving  rain  veiled 
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all  lights.  The  ground  was  broken.  The 
enemy  near.  It  is  scarcely  possible  to 
imagine  a  more  difficult  operation.  But  it 
was  performed  with  amazing  ease.  Buller 
himself — not  Buller  by  proxy  or  Buller  at 
the  end  of  a  heliograph — Buller  himself 
managed  it.  He  was  the  man  who  gave 
orders,  the  man  whom  the  soldiers  looked  to. 
He  had  already  transported  his  train.  At 
dusk  he  passed  the  Royals  over  the  ford. 
By  ten  o'clock  all  his  cavalry  and  g^ns  were 
across  the  pontoon  bridges.  At  ten  he 
began  disengaging  his  infantry,  and  by  day- 
light the  army  stood  in  order  on  the  southern 
bank.  While  the  sappers  began  to  take  the 
pontoon  bridges  to  pieces  the  Boers,  who 
must  have  been  astonished  by  the  unusual 
rapidity  of  the  movement,  fired  their  first 
shell  at  the  crossing.  We  were  over  the 
river  none  too  soon. 

A  successful  retreat  is  a  poor  thing  for  a 
relieving  army  to  boast  of  when  their  gallant 
friends  are  hard  pressed  and  worn  out.  But 
this  withdrawal  showed  that  this  force 
possesses   both   a   leader  and  machinery  of 
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organisation,  and  it  is  this,  and  this  alone, 
that  has  preserved  our  confidence.  We 
believe  that  Buller  gauged  the  capacity  of 
one  subordinate  at  Colenso,  of  another  at 
Spion  Kop,  and  that  now  he  will  do  things 
himself,  as  he  was  meant  to  do.  I  know  not 
why  he  has  waited  so  long.  Probably  some 
pedantic  principle  of  military  etiquette : 
*  Commander-in-Chief  should  occupy  a  cen- 
tral position ;  turning  movements  should  be 
directed  by  subordinates.'  But  the  army 
believes  that  this  is  all  over  now,  and  that 
for  the  future  Buller  will  trust  no  one  but 
himself  in  great  matters  ;  and  it  is  because 
they  believe  this  that  the  soldiers  are  looking 
forward  with  confidence  and  eagerness  to  the 
third  and  last  attempt — for  the  sands  at 
Ladysmith  have  run  down  very  low — to 
shatter  the  Boer  lines. 

We  have  waited  a  week  in  the  camp 
behind  Spearman's  Hill.  The  General  has 
addressed  the  troops  himself.  He  has  pro- 
mised that  we  shall  be  in  Ladysmith  soon. 
To  replace  the  sixteen  hundred  killed  and 
wounded  in  the  late  actions,  drafts  of  twenty- 


FRESH    EFFORT   AND   AN   ARMY   CHAPLAIN     345 

four  hundred  men  have  arrived.  A  mountain 
battery,  A  Battery  R.H.A.,  and  two  great 
fortress  guns  have  strengthened  the  artillery. 
Two  squadrons  of  the  14th  Hussars  have 
been  added  to  the  cavalry,  so  that  we  are 
actually  to-day  numerically  stronger  by 'more 
than  a  thousand  men  than  when  we  fought 
at  Spion  Kop,  while  the  Boers  are  at  least 
five  hundred  weaker — attrition  versus  re- 
cuperation. Everyone  has  been  well  fed, 
reinforced  and  inspirited,  and  all  are  prepared 
for  a  supreme  effort,  in  which  we  shall  either 
reach  Ladysmith  or  be  flung  back  truly  beaten 
with  a  loss  of  six  or  seven  thousand  men. 

I  will  not  try  to  foreshadow  the  line  ot 
attack,  though  certain  movements  appear  to 
indicate  where  it  will  be  directed.  But  it  is 
generally  believed  that  we  fight  to-morrow  at 
dawn,  and  as  I  write  this  letter  seventy  guns 
are  drawing  up  in  line  on  the  hills  to  open 
the  preparatory  bombardment. 

It  is  a  solemn  Sunday,  and  the  camp, 
with  its  white  tents  looking  snug  and  peace- 
ful in  the  sunlight,  holds  its  breath  that  the 
beating  of  its  heart  may  not  be  heard.     On 


346  LONDON    TO   LADVSMITH 

such  a  day  as  this  the  services  of  religion 
would  appeal  with  passionate  force  to 
thousands.  I  attended  a  church  parade  this 
morning.  What  a  chance  this  was  for  a  man 
of  great  soul  who  feared  God !  On  every  side 
were  drawn  up  deep  masses  of  soldiery,  rank 
behind  rank — perhaps,  in  all,  five  thousand. 
In  the  hollow  square  stood  the  General,  the 
man  on  whom  everything  depended.  All 
around  were  men  who  within  the  week  had 
been  face  to  face  with  Death,  and  were  going 
to  face  him  again  in  a  few  hours.  Life 
seemed  very  precarious,  in  spite  of  the  sunlit 
landscape.  What  was  it  all  for  ?  What  was 
the  good  of  human  effort  ?  How  should  it 
befall  a  man  who  died  in  a  quarrel  he  did 
not  understand  ?  All  the  anxious  question- 
ings of  weak  spirits.  It  was  one  of  those 
occasions  when  a  fine  preacher  might  have 
given  comfort  and  strength  where  both  were 
sorely  needed,  and  have  printed  on  many 
minds  a  permanent  impression.  The  bride 
groom  Opportunity  had  come.  But  the 
Church  had  her  lamp  untrimmed.  A 
chaplain  with  a  raucous  voice  discoursed  on 
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the  details  of  '  The  siege  and  surrender  of 
Jericho/  The  soldiers  froze  into  apathy, 
and  after  a  while  the  formal  perfunctory 
service  reached  its  welcome  conclusion. 

As  I  marched  home  an  of5ficer  said  to  me  : 
*  Why  is  it,  when  the  Church  spends  so  much 
on  missionary  work  among  heathens,  she 
does  not  take  the  trouble  to  send  good  men 
to  preach  in  time  of  war  ?  The  medical  pro- 
fession is  represented  by  some  of  its  greatest 
exponents.  Why  are  men's  wounded  souls 
left  to  the  care  of  a  village  practitioner  ?  * 
Nor  could  I  answer ;  but  I  remembered  the 
venerable  figure  and  noble  character  of 
Father  Brindle  in  the  River  War,  and 
wondered  whether  Rome  was  again  seizing 
the  opportunity  which  Canterbury  disdained 
— the  opportunity  of  telling  the  glad  tidings 
to  soldiers  about  to  die. 
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CHAPTER  XX 

THE   COMBAT   OF   VAAL   KRANTZ 
General  Buller's  Headquarters  :  February  9,  190a 

During  the  ten  days  that  passed  peace- 
fully after  the  British  retreat  from  the 
positions  beyond  Trichardt's  Drift,  Sir 
Redvers  Buller's  force  was  strengthened  by 
the  arrival  of  a  battery  of  Horse  Artillery, 
two  powerful  siege  guns,  two  squadrons  of 
the  14th  Hussars,  and  drafts  for  the  Infantry 
battalions,  amounting  to  2,400  men.  Thus 
not  only  was  the  loss  of  1,600  men  in  the 
five  days'  fighting  round  Spion  Kop  made 
good,  but  the  army  was  actually  a  thousand 
stronger  than  before  its  repulse.  Good  and 
plentiful  rations  of  meat  and  vegetables  were 
given  to  the  troops,  and  their  spirits  were 
restored  by  the  Generals  public  declaration 
that    he   had   discovered   the    key    to    the 
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enemy's  position,  and  the  promise  that  with- 
in a  week  from  the  beginning  of  the  impend- 
ing operation  Ladysmith  should  be  relieved. 
The  account  of  the  straits  to  which  the 
gallant  garrison  was  now  reduced  by  famine, 
disease,  and  war  increased  the  earnest  desire 
of  officers  and  men  to  engage  the  enemy  and, 
even  at  the  greatest  price,  to  break  his  lines. 
In  spite  of  the  various  inexplicable  features 
which  the  actions  of  Colenso  and  Spion  Kop 
presented,  the  confidence  of  the  army  in  Sir 
Redvers  Buller  was  still  firm,  and  the 
knowledge  that  he  himself  would  personally 
direct  the  operations,  instead  of  leaving  their 
conduct  to  a  divisional  commander,  gave 
general  satisfaction  and  relief. 

On  the  afternoon  of  February  4  the 
superior  officers  were  made  acquainted  with 
the  outlines  of  the  plan  of  action  to  be 
followed.  The  reader  will,  perhaps,  re- 
member the  description  in  a  former  letter  of 
the  Boer  position  before  Potgieter  s  and 
Trichardt's  Drift  as  a  horizontal  note  of 
interrogation,  of  which  Spion  Kop  formed 
the  centre  angle  — -^.     The  fighting  of  the 
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previous  week  had  been  directed  towards  the 
straight  line,  and  on  the  angle.  The  new 
operation  was  aimed  at  the  curve.  The 
general  scheme  was  to  seize  the  hills  which 
formed  the  left  of  the  enemy's  position  and 
roll  him  up  from  left  to  right.  It  was  known 
that  the  Boers  were  massed  mainly  in  their 
central  camp  behind  Spion  Kop,  and  that,  as 
no  demonstration  was  intended  against  the 
position  in  front  of  Trichardt*s  Drift,  their 
whole  force  would  be  occupying  the  curve 
and  guarding  its  right  flank.  The  details  of 
the  plan  were  well  conceived. 

The  battle  would  begin  by  a  demonstra- 
tion against  the  Brakfontein  position,  which 
the  Boers  had  fortified  by  four  tiers  of 
trenches,  with  bombproof  casemates,  barbed 
wire  entanglements,  and  a  line  of  'redoubts, 
so  that  it  was  obviously  too  strong  to  be 
carried  frontally.  This  demonstration  would 
be  made  by  Wynne's  Brigade  (formerly 
Woodgate's),  supported  by  six  batteries  of 
Artillery,  the  Howitzer  Battery,  and  the  two 
47  naval  guns.  These  troops  crossed  the 
river  by  the  pontoon  bridge  at  Potgieter's  on 
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the  3rd  and  4th,  relieving  Lyttelton's  Brigade 
which  had  been  in  occupation  of  the  advanced 
position  on  the  low  kopjes. 

A  new  pontoon  bridge  was  thrown  at  the 
angle  of  the  river  a  mile  below  Potgieter's, 
the  purpose  of  which  seemed  to  be  to  enable 
the  frontal  attack  to  be  fully  supported. 
While  the  Artillery  preparation  of  the 
advance  against  Brakfontein  and  Wynne's 
advance  was  going  on,  Clery's  Division  (con- 
sisting of  Hart's  Brigade  and  Hildyard's)  and 
Lyttelton  s  Brigade  were  to  mass  near  the 
new  pontoon  bridge  (No.  2),  as  if  about  to 
support  the  frontal  movement.  When  the 
bombardment  had  been  in  progress  for  two 
hours  these  three  brigades  were  to  move,  not 
towards  the  Brakfontein  position,  but  east- 
wards to  Munger  s  Drift,  throw  a  pontoon 
bridge  covered  first  by  one  battery  of  Field 
Artillery  withdrawn  from  the  demonstration, 
secondly  by  the  fire  of  guns  which  had  been 
dragged  to  the  summit  of  Swartkop,  and 
which  formed  a  powerful  battery  of  fourteen 
pieces,  viz.,  six  12-pounder  long  range  naval 
guns,  two  15-pounder  guns  of  the  64th  Field 
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Battery,  six  9-pounder  mountain  guns,  and 
lastly  by  the  two  50-pounder  siege  guns. 
As  soon  as  the  bridge  was  complete 
Lyttelton's  Brigade  would  cross,  and,  ignor- 
ing the  fire  from  the  Boer  left,  extended  along 
the  Doornkloof  heights,  attack  the  Vaal 
Krantz  ridge,  which  formed  the  left  of  the 
horseshoe  curve  around  the  debouches  of 
Potgieter's.  This  attack  was  to  be  covered 
on  its  right  by  the  guns  already  specified 
on  Swartkop  and  the  64th  Field  Battery, 
and  prepared  by  the  six  artillery  batteries 
employed  in  the  demonstration,  which  were 
to  withdraw  one  by  one  at  intervals  of  ten 
minutes,  cross  No.  2  pontoon  bridge,  and 
take  up  new  positions  opposite  to  the  Vaal 
Krantz  ridge. 

If  and  when  Vaal  Krantz  was  captured 
all  six  batteries  were  to  move  across  No.  3 
bridge  and  take  up  positions  on  the  hill, 
whence  they  could  prepare  and  support  the 
further  advance  of  Clery's  Division,  which, 
having  crossed,  was  to  move  past  Vaal 
Krantz,  pivot  to  the  left  on  it,  and  attack  the 
Brakfontein  position  from  its  left  flank.    The 
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1st  Cavalry  Brigade  under  Burn-Murdoch 
(Royals,  13th  and  14th  Hussars,  and  A 
Battery  R.H.A.)  would  also  cross  and  run 
the  gauntlet  of  Doornkloof  and  break  out  on 
to  the  plateau  beyond  Clery's  Division.  The 
2nd  Cavalry  Brigade  (South  African  Light 
Horse,  Composite  Regiment,  Thorneycroft  s, 
and  Bethune's  Mounted  Infantry,  and  the 
Colt  Battery)  were  to  guard  the  right  and 
rear  of  the  attacking  troops  from  any  attack 
coming  from  Doornkloof.  Wynne  was  to 
co-operate  as  opportunity  offered.  Talbot 
Coke  was  to  remain  in  reserve.  Such  was 
the  plan,  and  it  seemed  to  all  who  heard  it 
good  and  clear.  It  gave  scope  to  the  whole 
force,  and  seemed  to  offer  all  the  conditions 
for  a  decisive  trial  of  strength  between  the 
two  armies. 

On  Sunday  afternoon  the  Infantry 
Brigades  began  to  move  to  their  respective 
positions,  and  at  daylight  on  the  5th  the 
Cavalry  Division  broke  its  camp  behind 
Spearman's.  At  nine  minutes  past  seven 
the  bombardment  of  the  Brakfontein  position 
began,  and  by  half-past  seven  all  the  Artillery 
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except  the  Swartkop  guns  were  firing  in  a 
leisurely  fashion  at  the  Boer  redoubts  and 
entrenchments.     At  the  same  time  Wynne  s 
Brigade  moved  forward  in  dispersed  forma- 
tion  towards  the  enemy,  and  the   Cavalry 
began  to  defile  across  the  front  and  to  mass 
near  the   three  Infantry  Brigades  collected 
near  No.  2  pontoon  bridge.     For  some  time 
the  Boers  made  no  reply,  but  at  about  ten 
o'clock  their  Vickers-Maxim  opened  on  the 
batteries  firing  from   the   Potgieter's  plain, 
and  the  fire  gradually  increased  as  other  guns, 
some  of  great   range,   joined   in,  until   the 
Artillery  was  sharply  engaged  in  an  unsatis- 
factory duel — fifty  guns  exposed  in  the  open 
against   six   or  seven   guns   concealed   and 
impossible  to  find.     The  Boer  shells  struck 
all   along   the   advanced  batteries,   bursting 
between  the  guns,  throwing  up  huge  fountains 
of  dust  and  smoke,  and  covering  the  gunners 
at  times  completely  from  view.     Shrapnel 
shells  were  also  flung  from  both  flanks  and 
ripped  the  dusty  plain  with  their  scattering 
bullets.     But  the  Artillery  stood  to  their  work 
like  men,  and  though  they  apparently  pro- 
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duced  no  impression  on  the  Boer  guns,  did 
not  suffer  as  severely  as  might  have  been 
expected,  losing  no  more  than  fifteen  officers 
and  men  altogether.  At  intervals  of  ten 
minutes  the  batteries  withdrew  in  beautiful 
order  and  ceremony  and  defiled  across  the 
second  pontoon  bridge.  Meanwhile  Wynne's 
Brigade  had  advanced  to  within  twelve 
hundred  yards  of  the  Brakfontein  position 
and  retired,  drawing  the  enemy's  heavy 
fire ;  the  three  brigades  under  Clery  had 
moved  to  the  right  near  Munger's  Drift ;  the 
Cavalry  were  massed  in  the  hollows  at  the 
foot  of  Swartkop ;  and  the  Engineers  had 
constructed  the  third  pontoon  bridge,  per- 
forming their  business  with  excellent  method 
and  despatch  under  a  sharp  fire  from  Boer 
skirmishers  and  a  Maxim. 

The  six  batteries  and  the  howitzers  now 
took  up  positions  opposite  Vaal  Krantz,  and 
seventy  guns  began  to  shell  this  ridge  in 
regular  preparation  and  to  reply  to  three 
Boer  guns  which  had  now  opened  from 
Doomkloof  and  our  extreme  right.  A  loud 
and    crashing    cannonade   developed.       At 
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midday  the  Durham  Light  Infantry  of 
Lyttelton's  Brigade  crossed  the  third  pontoon 
bridge  and  advanced  briskly  along  the 
opposite  bank  on  the  Vaal  Krantz  ridge. 
They  were  supported  by  the  3rd  King's 
Royal  Rifles,  and  behind  these  the  other  two 
battalions  of  the  Brigade  strengthened  the 
attack.  The  troops  moved  across  the  open 
in  fine  style,  paying  no  attention  to  the 
enemy's  guns  on  Doornkloof,  which  burst 
their  shrapnel  at  seven  thousand  yards 
(shrapnel  at  seven  thousand  yards!)  with 
remarkable  accuracy.  In  an  hour  the  leading 
companies  had  reached  the  foot  of  the  ridge, 
and  the  active  riflemen  could  be  seen 
clambering  swiftly  up.  As  the  advance 
continued  one  of  the  Boer  Vickers-Maxim 
guns  which  was  posted  in  rear  of  Vaal  Krantz 
found  it  wise  to  retire  and  galloped  off 
unscathed  through  a  tremendous  fire  from 
our  artillery :  a  most  wonderful  escape. 

The  Durham  Light  Infantry  carried  the 
hill  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  losing  seven 
officers  and  sixty  or  seventy  men,  and 
capturing  five   Boer  prisoners,  besides  ten 
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horses  and  some  wounded.  Most  of  the 
enemy,  however,  had  retired  before  the 
attack,  unable  to  endure  the  appalling  con- 
centration of  artillery  which  had  prepared  it 
Among  those  who  remained  to  fight  to  the 
last  were  five  or  six  armed  Kaffirs,  one  of 
whom  shot  an  officer  of  the  Durhams.  To 
these  no  quarter  was  given.  Their  employ- 
ment by  the  Dutch  in  this  war  shows  that 
while  they  furiously  complain  of  Khama's 
defence  of  his  territory  against  their  raiding 
parties  on  the  ground  that  white  men  must 
be  killed  by  white  men,  they  have  themselves 
no  such  scruples.  There  is  no  possible 
doubt  about  the  facts  set  forth  above,  and 
the  incident  should  be  carefully  noted  by  the 
public. 

By  nightfall  the  whole  of  General  Lyttel- 
ton's  Brigade  had  occupied  Vaal  Krantz,  and 
were  entrenching  themselves.  The  losses  in 
the  day's  fighting  were  not  severe,  and  though 
no  detailed  statement  has  yet  been  compiled, 
I  do  not  think  they  exceeded  one  hundred 
and  fifty.  Part  of  Sir  Redvers  Buller's  plan 
had  been  successfully  executed.      The  fact 
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that  the  action  had  not  been  opened  until 
7  A.M.  and  had  been  conducted  in  a  most 
leisurely  manner  left  the  programme  only 
half  completed.  It  remained  to  pass  Clery's 
Division  across  the  third  bridge,  to  plant  the 
batteries  in  their  new  position  on  Vaal  Krantz, 
to  set  free  the  ist  Cavalry  Brigade  in  the 
plain  beyond,  and  to  begin  the  main  attack 
on  Brakfontein.  It  remained  and  it  still 
remains. 

During  the  night  of  the  5th  Lyttelton's 
Brigade  made  shelters  and  traverses  of  stones, 
and  secured  the  possession  of  the  hill ;  but  it 
was  now  reported  that  field  guns  could  not 
occupy  the  ridge  because,  first,  it  was  too 
steep  and  rocky — though  this  condition  does 
not  apparently  prevent  the  Boers  dragging 
their  heaviest  guns  to  the  tops  of  the  highest 
hills — and,  secondly,  because  the  enemy's 
long-range  rifle  fire  was  too  heavy.  The 
hill,  therefore,  which  had  been  successfully 
captured,  proved  of  no  value  whatever. 
Beyond  it  was  a  second  position  which  was 
of  great  strength,  and  which  if  it  was  ever 
to  be  taken  must  be  taken  by  the  Infantry 
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without  Artillery  support.  This  was  con- 
sidered impossible  or  at  any  rate  too  costly 
and  too  dangerous  to  attempt. 

During  the  next  day  the  Boers  continued 
to  bombard  the  captured  ridge,  and  also  main- 
tained a  harassing  long-range  musketry  fire. 
A  great  gun  firing  a  hundred-pound  6-in.  shell 
came  into  action  from  the  top  of  Doornkloof, 
throwing  its  huge  projectiles  on  Vaal  Krantz 
and  about  the  bivouacs  generally  ;  one  of 
them  exploded  within  a  fe\*  yards  of  Sir 
Redvers  BuUer.  Two  Vickers- Maxims  from 
either  side  of  the  Boer  position  fired  at  brief 
intervals,  and  other  guns  burst  shrapnel 
effectively  from  very  long  range  on  the 
solitary  brigade  which  held  Vaal  Krantz. 
To  this  bombardment  the  Field  Artillery  and 
the  naval  guns — seventy-two  pieces  in  all, 
both  big  and  little — made  a  noisy  but  futile 
response.  The  infantry  of  Lyttelton's 
Brigade,  however,  endured  patiently  through- 
out the  day,  in  spite  of  the  galling  cross-fire 
and  severe  losses.  At  about  four  in  the 
afternoon  the  Boers  made  a  sudden  attack 
on  the  hill,  creeping  to  within  short  range, 
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and  then  opened  a  quick  fire.  The  Vickers- 
Maxim  guns  supported  this  vigorously.  The 
pickets  at  the  western  end  of  the  hill  were 
driven  back  with  loss,  and  for  a  few  minutes 
it  appeared  that  the  hill  would  be  retaken. 
But  General  Lyttelton  ordered  half  a  battalion 
of  the  Durham  Light  Infantry,  supported  by 
the  King's  Royal  Rifles,  to  clear  the  hill,  and 
these  fine  troops,  led  by  Colonel  Fitzgerald, 
rose  up  from  their  shelters  and,  giving  three 
rousing  cheers — the  thin,  distant  sound  of 
which  came  back  to  the  anxious,  watching 
army — swept  the  Boers  back  at  the  point  of 
the  bayonet.  Colonel  Fitzgerald  was,  how- 
ever, severely  wounded. 

While  these  things  were  passing  a  new 
pontoon  bridge  was  being  constructed  at  a 
bend  of  the  Tugela  immediately  under  the 
Vaal  Krantz  ridge,  and  by  five  o'clock  this 
was  finished.  Nothing  else  was  done  during 
the  day,  but  at  nightfall  Lyttelton's  Brigade 
was  relieved  by  Hildyard's,  which  marched 
across  the  new  pontoon  (No.  4)  under  a 
desultory  shell  fire  from  an  extreme  range, 
Lyttelton's  Brigade  returned  under  cover  of 
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darkness  to  a  bivouac  underneath  the  Swart- 
kop  guns.  Their  losses  in  the  two  days' 
operations  had  been  225  officers  and  men. 

General  Hildyard,  with  whom  was 
Prince  Christian  Victor,  spent  the  night  in 
improving  the  defences  of  the  hill  and  in 
building  new  traverses  and  head  cover.  At 
midnight  the  Boers  made  a  fresh  effort  to 
regain  the  position,  and  the  sudden  roar  of 
musketry  awakened  the  sleeping  army. 
The  attack,  however,  was  easily  repulsed. 
At  daybreak  the  shelling  began  again,  only 
now  the  Boers  had  brought  up  several  new 
guns,  and  the  bombardment  was  much 
heavier.  Owing,  however,  to  the  excellent 
cover  which  had  been  arranged  the  casual- 
ties during  the  day  did  not  exceed  forty. 
The  Cavalry  and  Transport,  who  were 
sheltering  in  the  hollows  underneath .  Zwart- 
kop,  were  also  shelled,  and  it  was  thought 
desirable  to  move  them  back  to  a  safer 
position. 

In  the  evening  Sir  Redvers  Buller,  who 
throughout  these  two  days  had  been  sitting 
under  a  tree  in  a  somewhat  exposed  position, 
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and  who  had  bivouacked  with  the  troops, 
consulted  with  his  generals.  Many  plans 
were  suggested,  but  there  was  a  general 
consensus  of  opinion  that  it  was  impossible 
to  advance  further  along  this  line.  At  eleven 
at  night  Hildyard's  Brigade  was  withdrawn 
from  Vaal  Krantz,  evacuating  the  position 
in  good  order,  and  carrying  with  them  their 
wounded,  whom  till  dark  it  had  been  im- 
possible to  collect.  Orders  were  issued  for 
the  general  retirement  of  the  army  to 
Springfield  and  Spearman's,  and  by  ten 
o'clock  on  the  8th  this  operation  was  in  full 
progress. 

With  feelings  of  bitter  disappointment  at 
not  having  been  permitted  to  fight  the  matter 
out,  the  Infantry,  only  two  brigades  of  which 
had  been  sharply  engaged,  marched  by 
various  routes  to  their  former  camping 
grounds,  and  only  their  perfect  discipline 
enabled  them  to  control  their  grief  and 
anger.  The  Cavalry  and  Artillery  followed 
in  due  course,  and  thus  the  fourth  attempt  to 
relieve  Ladysmith,  which  had  been  begun  with 
such  hopes  and  enthusiasm,  fizzled  out  into 
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failure.  It  must  not,  however,  be  imagined 
that  the  enemy  conducted  his  defence  without 
proportionate  loss. 

What  I  have  written  is  a  plain  record  of 
facts,  and  I  am  so  deeply  conscious  of  their 
significance  that  I  shall  attempt  some  ex- 
planation. 

The  Boer  covering  army  numbers  at 
least  12,000  men,  with  perhaps  a  dozen 
excellent  guns.  They  hold  along  the  line  of 
the  Tugela  what  is  practically  a  continuous 
position  of  vast  strength.  Their  superior 
mobility,  and  the  fact  that  they  occupy  the 
chord,  while  we  must  move  along  the  arc  of 
the  circle,  enables  them  to  forefront  us  with 
nearly  their  whole  force  wherever  an  attack  is 
aimed,  however  it  may  be  disguised.  There- 
fore there  is  no  way  of  avoiding  a  direct 
assault.  Now,  according  to  Continental 
experience  the  attacking  force  should  out- 
number the  defence  by  three  to  one. 
Therefore  Sir  Redvers  Buller  should  have 
36,000  men.  Instead  of  this  he  has  only 
22,000.  Moreover,  behind  the  first  row  of 
positions,   which  practically   runs   along  the 
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edge  of  an  unbroken  line  of  steep  flat-topped 
hills,  there  is  a  second  row  standing  back 
from  the  edge  at  no  great  distance.  Any 
attack  on  this  second  row  the  Artillery  cannot 
support,  because  from  the  plain  below  they 
are  too  far  off"  to  find  the  Boer  guns,  and 
from  the  edge  they  are  too  close  to  the 
enemy's  riflemen.  The  ground  is  too  broken, 
in  the  opinion  of  many  generals,  for  night 
operations.  Therefore  the  attacking  Infan- 
try of  insufficient  strength  must  face  unaided 
the  fire  of  cool,  entrenched  riflemen,  armed 
with  magazine  weapons  and  using  smokeless 
powder. 

Nevertheless,  so  excellent  is  the  quality 
of  the  Infantry  that  if  the  whole  force  were 
launched  in  attack  it  is  not  impossible  that 
they  would  carry  everything  before  them. 
But  after  this  first  victory  it  will  be  necessary 
to  push  on  and  attack  the  Boers  investing 
Ladysmith.  The  line  of  communications 
must  be  kept  open  behind  the  relieving 
army  or  it  will  be  itself  in  the  most  terrible 
danger.  Already  the  Boers'  position  beyond 
Potgieter's   laps  around  us   on   three  sides. 
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What  if  we  should  break  through,  only  to 
have  the  door  shut  behind  us  ?  At  least  two 
brigades  would  have  to  be  left  to  hold  the 
line  of  communications.  The  rest,  weakened 
by  several  fierce  and  bloody  engagements, 
would  not  be  strong  enough  to  effect  the 
relief. 

The  idea  of  setting  all  on  the  turn  of  the 
battle  is  very  grateful  and  pleasant  to  the 
mind  of  the  army,  which  only  asks  for  a  deci- 
sive trial  of  strength,  but  Sir  Redvers  BuUer 
has  to  remember  that  his  army,  besides 
being  the  Ladysmith  Relief  Column,  is  also 
the  only  force  which  can  be  spared  to  protect 
South  Natal.  Is  he,  therefore,  justified  in 
running  the  greatest  risks  ?  On  the  other 
hand,  how  can  we  let  Ladysmith  and  all  its 
gallant  defenders  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy  .^  It  is  agonising  to  contemplate 
such  a  conclusion  to  all  the  efforts  and 
sacrifices  that  have  been  made.  I  believe 
and  trust  we  shall  try  again.  As  long  as 
there  is  fighting  one  does  not  reflect  on  this 
horrible  situation.  I  have  tried  to  explain 
some  of  the  difficulties  which  confront  the 
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General.  I  am  not  now  concerned  with  the 
attempts  that  have  been  made  to  overcome 
them.  A  great  deal  is  incomprehensible, 
but  it  may  be  safely  said  that  if  Sir  Redvers 
Buller  cannot  relieve  Ladysmith  with  his 
present  force  we  do  not  know  of  any  other 
officer  in  the  British  Service  who  would  be 
likely  to  succeed. 
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CHAPTER   XXI 

HUSSAR    HILL 
General  Butler's  Headquarte;rs :  February  15,  1900. 

When  Sir  Redvers  Buller  broke  off  the 
combat  of  Vaal  Krantz,  and  for  the  third  time 
ordered  his  unbeaten  troops  to  retreat,  it 
was  clearly  understood  that  another  attempt 
to  penetrate  the  Boer  lines  was  to  be  made 
without  delay. 

The  army  has  moved  from  Spearman's 
and  Springfield  to  Chieveley,  General 
Lyttelton,  who  had  succeeded  Sir  Francis 
Clery,  in  command  of  the  2nd  Division  and 
4th  Brigade,  marching  vi4  Pretorius's  Farm 
on  the  9th  and  loth,  Sir  Charles  Warren 
covering  the  withdrawal  of  the  supplies  and 
transport  and  following  on  the  loth  and  i  ith. 
The  regular  Cavalry  Brigade,  under  Burn- 
Murdoch,  was  left  with  two  battalions  to  hold 
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the  bridge  at  Springfield,  beyond  which 
place  the  Boers,  who  had  crossed  the  Tugela 
in  some  strength  at  Potgieter's,  were  reported 
to  be  showing  considerable  activity.  The 
left  flank  of  the  marching  Infantry  columns 
was  covered  by  Dundonald  s  Brigade  of 
Light  Horse,  and  the  operations  were  per- 
formed without  interruption  from  the  enemy. 
On  the  1 2th  orders  were  issued  to  re- 
connoitre Hussar  Hill,  a  grassy  and  wooded 
eminence  four  miles  to  the  east  of  Chieveley, 
and  the  direction  of  the  next  attack  was  re- 
vealed. The  reader  of  the  accounts  of  this  war 
is  probably  familiar  with  the  Colenso  position 
and  understands  its  great  strength.  The 
proper  left  of  this  position  rests  on  the  rocky, 
scrub-covered  hill  of  Hlangwani,  which  rises 
on  the  British  side  of  the  Tugela.  If  this 
hill  can  be  captured  and  artillery  placed  on 
it,  and  if  it  can  be  secured  from  cross  fire, 
then  all  the  trenches  of  Fort  Wylie  and  along 
the  river  bank  will  be  completely  enfiladed, 
and  the  Colenso  position  will  become  un- 
tenable, so  that  Hlangwani  is  the  key  of 
the  Colenso  position.     In  order,  however,  to 
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guard  this  key  carefully  the  Boers  have 
extended  their  left — as  at  Trichardt's  Drift 
they  extended  their  right — until  it  occupies  a 
very  lofty  range  of  mountains  four  or  five 
miles  to  the  east  of  Hlangwani,  and  along  all 
this  front  works  have  been  constructed  on  a 
judicious  system  of  defence.  The  long  delays 
have  given  ample  time  to  the  enemy  to 
complete  his  fortifications,  and  the  trenches 
here  are  more  like  forts  than  field  works, 
being  provided  with  overhead  cover  against 
shells  and  carefully  made  loopholes.  In  front 
of  them  stretches  a  bare  slope,  on  either  side 
rise  formidable  hills  from  which  long-range 
guns  can  make  a  continual  cross-fire.  Behind 
this  position,  again,  are  others  of  great 
strength. 

But  there  are  also  encouraging  considera- 
tions. We  are  to  make — at  least  in  spite 
of  disappointments  we  hope  and  believe  we 
are  to  make — a  supreme  effort  to  relieve 
Ladysmith.  At  the  same  time  we  are  the 
army  for  the  defence  of  South  Natal.  If 
we  had  put  the  matter  to  the  test  at  Pot- 
gieter  s  and  failed,  our  line  of  communica- 
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tions  might  have  been  cut  behind  us,  and  the 
whole  army,  weakened  by  the  inevitable 
heavy  losses  of  attacking  these  great  positions, 
might  have  been  captured  or  dispersed. 
Here  we  have  the  railway  behind  us.  We 
are  not  as  we  were  at  Potgieter's  *  formed  to 
a  flank.'  We  derive  an  accession  of  strength 
from  the  fact  that  the  troops  holding  Railhead 
are  now  available  for  the  general  action. 

Besides  these  inducements  this  road  is  the 
shortest  way.  BuUer,  therefore,  has  elected 
to  lose  his  men  and  risk  defeat — without 
which  risk  no  victory  can  be  won — on  this 
line.  Whether  he  will  succeed  or  not  were 
foolish  to  prophesy,  but  it  is  the  common 
belief  that  this  line  offers  as  good  a  chance 
as  any  other  and  that  at  last  the  army  will 
be  given  a  fair  run,  and  permitted  to  begin  a 
general  engagement  and  fight  it  out  to  the 
end  If  BuUer  goes  in  and  wins  he  will  have 
accomplished  a  wonderful  feat  of  arms,  and 
will  gain  the  lasting  honour  and  gratitude  of 
his  country.  If  he  is  beaten  he  will  deserve 
the  respect  and  sympathy  of  all  true  soldiers 
as  a  man  who  has  tried  to  the  best  of  his 
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ability  to  perform  a  task  for  which  his 
resources  were  inadequate.  I  hasten  to 
return  to  the  chronicle-  Hussar  Hill — so- 
called  because  a  small  post  of  the  13th 
Hussars  was  surprised  on  it  six  weeks  ago 
and  lost  two  men  killed — is  the  high  ground 
opposite  Hlangwani  and  the  mountainous 
ridges  called  Monte  Cristo  and  Cingolo,  on 
which  the  Artillery  must  be  posted  to  prepare 
the  attack.  Hence  the  reconnaissance  of 
the  1 2th. 

At  eight  o'clock — we  never  get  up  early 
in  this  war — Lord  Dundonald  started  from 
the  cavalry  camp  near  Stuart  s  Farm  with  the 
South  African  Light  Horse,  the  Composite 
Regiment,  Thorney crofts  Mounted  Infantry, 
the  Colt  Battery,  one  battalion  of  Infantry, 
the  Royal  Welsh  Fusiliers,  and  a  battery  of 
Field  Artillery.  The  Irregular  Horse  were 
familiar  with  the  ground,  and  we  soon  occu- 
pied Hussar  Hill,  driving  back  a  small  Boer 
patrol  which  was  watching  it,  and  wounding 
two  of  the  enemy.  A  strong  picket  line  was 
thrown  out  all  round  the  captured  ground  and 
a  dropping  musketry  fire  began  at  long  range 
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with  the  Boers,  who  lay  hidden  in  the  sur- 
rounding dongas.  At  noon  Sir  Redvers 
Buller  arrived,  and  made  a  prolonged  recon- 
naissance of  the  ground  with  his  telescope. 
At  one  o'clock  we  were  ordered  to  withdraw, 
and  the  difficult  task  of  extricating  the  ad- 
vanced pickets  from  close  contact  with  the 
enemy  was  performed  under  a  sharp  fire, 
fortunately  without  the  loss  of  a  man. 

After  you  leave  Hussar  Hill  on  the  way 
back  to  Chieveley  camp  it  is  necessary  to 
cross  a  wide  dip  of  ground.  We  had  with- 
drawn several  miles  in  careful  rearguard 
fashion,  the  guns  and  the  battalion  had  gone 
back,  and  the  last  two  squadrons  were  walk- 
ing across  this  dip  towards  the  ridge  on  the 
homeward  side.  Perhaps  we  had  not  curled 
in  our  tail  quite  quick  enough,  or  perhaps  the 
enemy  has  grown  more  enterprising  of  late, 
in  any  case  just  as  we  were  reaching  the 
ridge  a  single  shot  was  fired  from  Hussar 
Hill,  and  then  without  more  ado  a  loud  crackle 
of  musketry  burst  forth.  The  distance  was 
nearly  two  thousand  yards,  but  the  squadrons 
in  close  formation  were  a  good  target.    Every- 
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body  walked  for  about  twenty  yards,  and  then 
without  the  necessity  of  an  order  broke  into 
a  brisk  canter,  opening  the  ranks  to  a  dis- 
persed formation  at  the  same  time.  It  was 
very  dry  weather,  and  the  bullets  striking 
between  the  horsemen  raised  large  spurts  of 
dust,  so  that  it  seemed  that  many  men  must 
surely  be  hit.  Moreover,  the  fire  had  swelled 
to  a  menacing  roar.  I  chanced  to  be  riding 
with  Colonel  Byng  in  rear,  and  looking  round 
saw  that  we  had  good  luck.  For  though 
bullets  fell  among  the  troopers  quite  thickly 
enough,  the  ground  two  hundred  yards 
further  back  was  all  alive  with  jumping  dust. 
The  Boers  were  shooting  short. 

We  reached  the  ridge  and  cover  in  a 
minute,  and  it  was  very  pretty  to  see  these 
irregular  soldiers  stop  their  horses  and  dis- 
mount with  their  carbines  at  once  without 
any  hesitation.  Along  the  ridge  Captain 
Hill's  Colt  Battery  was  drawn  up  in  line,  and 
as  soon  as  the  front  was  clear  the  four  little 
pink  guns  began  spluttering  furiously.  The 
whole  of  the  South  African  Light  Horse  dis- 
mounted and,  lining  the  ridge,  opened  fire 
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with  their  rifles.  Thorneycroft's  Mounted 
Infantry  came  into  line  on  our  left  flank,  and 
brought  two  tripod  Maxims  into  action  with 
them.  Lord  Dundonald  sent  back  word  to 
the  battery  to  halt  and  fire  over  our  heads, 
and  Major  Cough's  Regiment  and  the  Royal 
Welsh  Fusiliers,  who  had  almost  reached 
cover,  turned  round  of  their  own  accord  and 
hurried  eagerly  in  the  direction  of  the  firing, 
which  had  become  very  loud  on  both  sides. 

There  now  ensued  a  strange  little  skirmish, 
which  would  have  been  a  bloody  rifle  duel 
but  for  the  great  distance  which  separated 
the  combatants  and  for  the  cleverness  with 
which  friends  and  foes  concealed  and 
sheltered  themselves.  Not  less  than  four 
hundred  men  on  either  side  were  firing  as 
fast  as  modern  rifles  will  allow.  ^  Between  us 
stretched  the  smooth  green  dip  of  ground. 
.  Beyond  there  rose  the  sharper  outlines  of 
Hussar  Hill,  two  or  three  sheds,  and  a  few 
trees.  That  was  where  the  Boers  were.  But 
they  were  quite  invisible  to  the  naked  eye, 
and  no  smoke  betrayed  their  positions. 
With  a  telescope  they  could  be  seen — a  long 
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row  of  heads  above  the  grass.  We  were 
equally  hidden.  Still  their  bullets — a  propor- 
tion of  their  bullets — found  us,  and  I  earnestly 
trust  that  some  of  ours  found  them.  Indeed 
there  was  a  very  hot  fire,  in  spite  of  the 
range.  Yet  no  one  was  hit  Ah,  yes,  there 
was  one,  a  tall  trooper  turned  sharply  on  his 
side,  and  two  of  his  comrades  carried  him 
quickly  back  behind  a  little  house,  shot 
through  the  thigh.  A  little  further  along  the 
firing  line  another  was  being  helped  to  the 
rear.  The  Colt  Battery  drew  the  cream  of 
the  fire,  and  Mr.  Garrett,  one  of  the  experts 
sent  out  by  the  firm,  was  shot  through  the 
ankle,  but  he  continued  to  work  his  gun. 
Captain  Hill  walked  up  and  down  his  battery 
exposing  himself  with  great  delight,  and 
showing  that  he  was  a  very  worthy  represen- 
tative of  an  Irish  constituency. 

I  happened  to  pass  along  the  line  on 
some  duty  or  other  when  I  noticed  my 
younger  brother,  whose  keen  desire  to  take 
some  part  in  the  public  quarrel  had  led  me, 
in  spite  of  misgivings,  to  procure  him  a 
lieutenancy,   lying  on  the  ground,  with   his 
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troop.  As  I  approached  I  saw  him  start  in 
the  quick,  peculiar  manner  of  a  stricken  man. 
I  asked  him  at  once  whether  he  was  hurt, 
and  he  said  something — he  thought  it  must 
be  a  bullet — had  hit  him  on  the  gaiter  and 
numbed  his  leg.  He  was  quite  sure  it  had 
not  gone  in,  but  when  we  had  carried  him 
away  we  found — ^as  I  expected — that  he  was 
shot  through  the  leg.  The  wound  was  not 
serious,  but  the  doctors  declared  he  would  be 
a  month  in  hospital.  It  was  his  baptism  of 
fire,  and  I  have  since  wondered  at  the  strange 
caprice  which  strikes  down  one  man  in  his 
first  skirmish  and  protects  another  time  after 
time.  But  I  suppose  all  pitchers  will  get 
broken  in  the  end.  Outwardly  I  sympathised 
with  my  brother  in  his  misfortune,  which  he 
mourned  bitterly,  since  it  prevented  him 
taking  part  in  the  impending  battle,  but 
secretly  I  confess  myself  well  content  that 
this  young  gentleman  should  be  honourably 
out  of  harm's  way  for  a  month. 

It  was  neither  our  business  nor  our 
pleasure  to  remain  and  continue  this  long- 
range  duel  with  the  Boers,     Our  work  for 
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the  day  was  over,  and  all  were  anxious  to 
get  home  to  luncheon.  Accordingly,  as  soon 
as  the  battery  had  come  into  action  to  cover 
our  withdrawal  we  commenced  withdrawing 
squadron  by  squadron  and  finally  broke  off 
the  engagement,  for  the  Boers  were  not 
inclined  to  follow  further.  At  about  three 
o'clock  our  loss  in  this  interesting  affair  was 
one  officer,  Lieutenant  John  Churchill,  and 
seven  men  of  the  South  African  Light  Horse 
wounded  and  a  few  horses.  Thorneycroft's 
Mounted  Infantry  also  had  two  casualties, 
and  there  were  two  more  in  the  Colt  detach- 
ments. The  Boers  were  throughout  invisible, 
but  two  days  later  when  the  ground  was  re- 
visited we  found  one  dead  burgher — so  that  at 
any  rate  they  lost  more  heavily  than  we.  The 
Colt  guns  worked  very  well,  and  the  effect  of 
the  fire  of  a  whole  battery  of  these  weapons 
was  a  marked  diminution  in  the  enemy's 
musketry.  They  were  mounted  on  the  light 
carriages  patented  by  Lord  Dundonald,  and 
the  advantage  of  these  in  enabling  the  guns  to 
be  run  back  by  hand,  so  as  to  avoid  exposing 
the  horses,  was  very  obvious. 
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I  shall  leave  the  great  operation  which, 
as  I  write,  has  already  begun,  to  another 
letter,  but  since  gaiety  has  its  value  in  these 
troublous  times  let  the  reader  pay  attention 
to  the  story  of  General  Hart  and  the  third- 
class  shot.  Major-General  Hart,  who 
commands  the  Irish  Brigade,  is  a  man  of 
intrepid  personal  courage — indeed,  to  his 
complete  contempt  for  danger  the  heavy 
losses  among  his  battalions,  and  particularly  in 
the  Dublin  Fusiliers,  must  be  to  some  extent 
attributed.  After  Colenso  there  were  bitter 
things  said  on  this  account.  But  the  reckless 
courage  of  the  General  was  so  remarkable  in 
subsequent  actions  that,  being  brave  men 
themselves,  they  forgave  him  everything  for 
the  sake  of  his  daring.  During  the  first  day 
at  Spion  Kop  General  Hart  discovered  a 
soldier  sitting  safely  behind  a  rock  and  a  long 
way  behind  the  firing  line. 

*  Good  afternoon,  my  man,'  he  said  in  his 
most  nervous,  apologetic  voice ;  *  what  are 
you  doing  here  ? ' 

*  Sir,'  replied  the  soldier,  *an  officer  told 
me  to  stop  here,  sir.' 
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'Oh!     Why?' 

*  Vm  a  third-class  shot,  sir/ 

*  Dear  me/  said  the  General  after  some 
reflection,  •  that's  an  awful  pity,  because  you 
see  you'll  have  to  get  quite  close  to  the  Boers 
to  do  any  good.  Come  along  with  me  and 
ril  find  you  a  nice  place,'  and  a  mournful 
procession  trailed  off  towards  the  most  ad- 
vanced skirmishers/ 

*  The  map  at  the  end  of  Chapter  XXV.  illustrates  this 
and  succeeding  chapters. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

THE   ENGAGEMENT   OF   MONTE   CRISTO 

Cingolo  Nek :  February  19,  1900 

Not  since  I  wrote  the  tale  of  my  escape  from 
Pretoria  have  I  taken  up  my  pen  with  such 
feelings  of  satisfaction  and  contentment  as 
I  do  to-night.  The  period  of  doubt  and 
hesitation  is  over.  We  have  grasped  the 
nettle  firmly,  and  as  shrewdly  as  firmly,  and 
have  taken  no  hurt.  It  remains  only  to 
pluck  it.  For  heaven's  sake  no  over- 
confidence  or  premature  elation  ;  but  there  is 
really  good  hope  that  Sir  Redvers  BuUer  has 
solved  the  Riddle  of  the  Tugela — at  last. 
At  last !  I  expect  there  will  be  some  who 
will  inquire— 'Why  not  "at  first"  ?'  All  I 
can  answer  is  this  :  There  is  certainly  no 
more  capable  soldier  of  high  rank  in  all  the 
army   in   Natal   than   Sir    Redvers    Duller. 
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For  three  months  he  has  been  trying  his  best  * 
to  pierce  the  Boer  lines  and  the  barrier  of 
mountain  and  river  which  separates  Lady- 
smith  from  food  and  friends ;  trying  with  an 
army — magnificent  in  everything  but  num- 
bers, and  not  inconsiderable  even  in  that 
respect — trying  at  a  heavy  price  of  blood  in 
Africa,  of  anxiety  at  home.  Now,  for  the 
first  time,  it  seems  that  he  may  succeed. 
Knowing  the  General  and  the  difficulties,  I 
am  inclined  to  ask,  not  whether  he  might 
have  succeeded  sooner,  but  rather  whether 
anyone  else  would  have  succeeded  at  all. 
But  to  the  chronicle ! 

Anyone  who  stands  on  Gun  Hill  near 
Chieveley  can  see  the  whole  of  the  Boer 
position  about  Colenso  sweeping  before  him 
in  a  wide  curve.  The  mountain  wall  looks 
perfectly  unbroken.  The  river  lies  every- 
where buried  in  its  gorge,  and  is  quite 
invisible.  To  the  observer  there  is  only  a 
smooth  green  bay  of  land  sloping  gently 
downward,  and  embraced  by  the  rocky,  scrub- 
covered  hills.  Along  this  crescent  of  high 
ground  runs — or  rather,  by  God's  grace,  ran 
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— the  Boer  line,  strong  in  its  natural  features, 
and  entrenched  from  end  to  end  When  the 
map  is  consulted,  however,  it  is  seen  that 
the  Tugela  does  not  flow  uniformly  along  the 
foot  of  the  hills  as  might  be  expected,  but 
that  after  passing  Colenso  village,  which  is 
about  the  centre  of  the  position,  it  plunges 
into  the  mountainous  country,  and  bends 
sharply  northward  ;  so  that,  though  the  left 
of  the  Boer  line  might  appear  as  strong  as 
the  right,  there  was  this  difference,  that  the 
Boer  right  had  the  river  on  its  front,  the  Boer 
left  had  it  in  its  rear. 

The  attack  of  the  1 5th  of  December  had 
been  directed  against  the  Boer  right,  because 
after  reconnaissance  Sir  Redvers  BuUer 
deemed  that,  in  spite  of  the  river  advantage, 
the  right  was  actually  the  weaker  of  the  two 
flanks.  The  attack  of  the  15th  was  repulsed 
with  heavy  loss.  It  might,  therefore,  seem 
that  little  promise  of  success  attended  an 
attack  on  the  Boer  left  The  situation, 
however,  was  entirely  altered  by  the  great 
reinforcements  in  heavy  artillery  which  had 
reached    the  army,   and  a  position    which 
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formerly  appeared  unassailable  now  looked 
less  formidable. 

Let  us  now  consider  the  Boer  left  by 
itself.  It  ran  in  a  chain  of  sangars,  trenches, 
and  rifle  pits,  from  Colenso  village,  through 
the  scrub  by  the  river,  over  the  rugged  hill 
of  Hlangwani,  along  a  smooth  grass  ridge  we 
called  *The  Green  Hill,' and  was  extended 
to  guard  against  a  turning  movement  on  to 
the  lofty  wooded  ridges  of  Monte  Cristo  and 
Cingolo  and  the  neck  joining  these  two 
features.  Sir  Redvers  BuUer's  determination 
was  to  turn  this  widely  extended  position  on 
its  extreme  left,  and  to  endeavour  to  crumple 
it  from  left  to  right.  As  it  were,  a  gigantic 
right  arm  was  to  reach  out  to  the  eastward, 
its  shoulder  at  Gun  Hill,  its  elbow  on  Hussar 
Hill,  its  hand  on  Cingolo,  its  fingers,  the 
Irregular  Cavalry  Brigade,  actually  behind 
Cingolo. 

On  February  12th  a  reconnaissance  in 
force  of  Hussar  Hill  was  made  by  Lord 
Dundonald.  On  the  14th  the  army  moved 
east  from  Chieveley  to  occupy  this  ground. 
General  Hart  with  one  brigade  held  Gun 
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Hiir  and  Railhead.  The  First  Cavalry 
Brigade  watched  the  left  flank  at  Springfield, 
but  with  these  exceptions  the  whole  force 
marched  for  Hussar  Hill.  The  Irregular 
Cavalry  covered  the  front,  and  the  South 
African  Light  Horse,  thrown  out  far  in 
advance,  secured  the  position  by  half-past 
eight,  just  in  time  to  forestall  a  force  of  Boers 
which  had  been  despatched,  so  soon  as  the 
general  movement  of  the  British  was  evident, 
to  resist  the  capture  of  the  hill.  A  short 
sharp  skirmish  followed,  in  which  we  lost  a 
few  horses  and  men,  and  claim  to  have  killed 
six  Boers,  and  which  was  terminated  after 
half  an  hour  by  the  arrival  of  the  leading 
Infantry  battalion — the  Royal  Welsh  Fusi- 
liers. During  the  day  the  occupation  was 
completed,  and  the  brigades  of  Generals 
Wynne,  Coke,  and  Barton,  then  joining 
Warren's  Division  with  the  Artillery,  en- 
trenched themselves  strongly  arid  bivouacked 
on  the  hill.  Meanwhile  Lyttelton's  Division 
marched  from  its  camp  in  the  Blue  Krantz 
Valley,  east  of  Chieveley,  along  the  valley  to 
a  position  short    of   the  eastern   spurs  of 
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Hussar  Hill.  These  spurs  are  more  thickly 
wooded  and  broken  than  the  rest  of  the 
hill,  and  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 
some  hundred  Boers  established  themselves 
among  the  rocks  and  opened  a  sharp  fire. 
They  were,  however,  expelled  from  their 
position  by  the  Artillery  and  by  the  fire 
of  the  advanced  battalions  of  Lyttel ton's 
Division  operating  from  the  Blue  Krantz 
Valley. 

During  the  15th  and  i6th  a  desultory 
artillery  duel  proceeded  on  both  sides  with 
slight  loss  to  us.  The  water  question  pre- 
sented some  difficulty,  as  the  Blue  Krantz 
River  was  several  miles  from  Hussar  Hill 
and  the  hill  itself  was  waterless.  A  system 
of  iron  tanks  mounted  on  ox  waggons  was 
arranged,  and  a  sufficient  though  small  supply 
maintained.  The  heavy  artillery  was  also 
brought  into  action  and  strongly  entrenched. 
The  formidable  nature  of  the  enemy's  position 
and  the  evident  care  with  which  he  had 
fortified  it  may  well  have  added  to  the  delay 
by  giving  cause  for  the  gravest  reflection. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  i6th  Sir  Redvers 

cc 
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BuUer  resolved  to  plunge,  and  orders  were 
issued  for  a  general  advance  at  dawn. 
Colonel  Sandbach,  under  whose  supervision 
the  Intelligence  Department  has  attained  a 
new  and  a  refreshing  standard  of  efficiency, 
made  comprehensive  and,  as  was  afterwards 
proved,  accurate  reports  of  the  enemy's 
strength  and  spirit,  and  strongly  recom- 
mended the  attack  on  the  left  flank.  Two 
hours  before  dawn  the  army  was  on  the 
move.  Hart's  Brigade,  the  6-inch  and  other 
great  guns  at  Chieveley,  guarded  Railhead. 
Hlangwani  Hill,  and  the  long  line  of  entrench- 
ments rimming  the  Green  Hill,  were  masked 
and  fronted  by  the  display  of  the  field  and 
siege  batteries,  whose  strength  in  guns  was 
as  follows : 

Guns 

Four  5 -inch  siege  guns 4 

Six  naval  twelve-pounder  long-range  guns        .    6 

Two  47  naval  guns 2 

One  battery  howitzers 6 

One  battery  corps  artillery  (R.F.A.)  .  .  .6 
Two  brigade  divisions  R.F.A.  .  .  .  .36 
One  mountain  battery 6 

66 

and  which  were  also  able  to  prepare  and 


THE  ENGAGEMENT   OF   MONTE   CRISTO     387 

support  the  attack  on  Cingolo  Nek  and 
Monte  Cristo  Ridge.  Cingolo  Ridge  itself, 
however,  was  almost  beyond  their  reach. 
Lyttelton's  Division  with  Wynne's  Fusilier 
Brigade  was  to  stretch  out  to  the  eastward 
and,  by  a  wide  turning  movement  pivoting 
on  the  guns  and  Barton's  Brigade,  attack 
the  Cingolo  Ridge.  Dundonald's  Cavalry 
Brigade  was  to  make  a  far  wider  detour  and 
climb  up  the  end  of  the  ridge,  thus  making 
absolutely  certain  of  finding  the  enemy's  left 
flank  at  last. 

By  daybreak  all  were  moving,  and  as  the 
Irregular  Cavalry  forded  the  Blue  Krantz 
stream  on  their  enveloping  march  we  heard 
the  boom  of  the  first  gun.  The  usual 
leisurely  bombardment  had  begun,  and  I 
counted  only  thirty  shells  in  the  first  ten 
minutes,  which  was  not  very  hard  work  for  the 
gunners  considering  that  nearly  seventy  guns 
were  in  action.  But  the  Artillery  never  hurry 
themselves,  and  indeed  I  do  not  remember 
to  have  heard  in  this  war  a  really  good 
cannonade,  such  as  we  had  at  Omdurman, 
except  for  a  few  minutes  at  Vaal  Krantz. 

CC2 
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The  Cavalry  Brigade  marched  ten  miles 
eastward  through  most  broken  and  difficult 
country,  all  rock,  high  grass,  and  dense 
thickets,  which  made  it  imperative  to  move 
in  single  file,  and  the  sound  of  the  general 
action  grew  fainter  and  fainter.  Gradually, 
however,  we  began  to  turn  again  towards  it. 
The  slope  of  the  ground  rose  against  us. 
The  scrub  became  more  dense.  To  ride 
further  was  impossible.  We  dismounted  and 
led  our  horses,  who  scrambled  and  blundered 
painfully  among  the  trees  and  boulders.  So 
scattered  was  our  formation  that  I  did  not 
care  to  imagine  what  would  have  happened 
had  the  enemy  put  in  an  appearance.  But 
our  safety  lay  in  these  same  natural  diffi- 
culties. The  Boers  doubtless  reflected,  *  No 
one  will  ever  try  to  go  through  such  ground 
as  that  * — besides  which  war  cannot  be  made 
without  running  risks.  The  soldier  must 
chance  his  life. 

The  general  must  not  be  afraid  to  brave 
disaster.  But  how  tolerant  the  arm>chair 
critics  should  be  of  men  who  try  daring 
coups  and   fail!     You  must  put   your  head 


THE   ENGAGEMENT   OF   MONTE   CRISTO     389 

into  the  lion's  mouth  if  the  performance  is  to 
be  a  success.  And  then  I  remembered  the 
attacks  on  the  brave  and  capable  General 
Gatacre  after  Stormberg,  and  wondered  what 
would  be  said  of  us  if  we  were  caught 
*  dismounted  and  scattered  in  a  wood.' 

At  length  we  reached  the  foot  of  the  hill 
and  halted  to  reconnoitre  the  slopes  as  far 
as  was  possible.  After  half  an  hour,  since 
nothing  could  be  seen,  the  advance  was 
resumed  up  the  side  of  a  precipice  and 
through  a  jungle  so  thick  that  we  had  to  cut 
our  road.  It  was  eleven  o'clock  before  we 
reached  the  summit  of  the  ridge  and  emerged 
on  to  a  more  or  less  open  plateau,  diversified 
with  patches  of  wood  and  heaps  of  great 
boulders.  Two  squadrons  had  re-formed 
on  the  top  and  had  deployed  to  cover  the 
others.  The  troopers  of  the  remaining 
seven  squadrons  were  working  their  way  up 
about  four  to  the  minute.  It  would  take 
at  least  two  hours  before  the  command  was 
complete  :  and  meanwhile  !  Suddenly  there 
was  a  rifle  shot.  Then  another,  then  a 
regular  splutter  of  musketry.     Bullets  began 
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to  whizz  overhead.  The  Boers  had  dis- 
covered us. 

Now  came  the  crisis.  There  might  be  a 
hundred  Boers  on  the  hill,  in  which  case  all 
was  well.    On  the  other  hand  there  might  be  a 

thousand,  in  which  case !  and  retreat  down 

the  precipice  was,  of  course,  quite  out  of  the 
question.  Luckily  there  were  only  about  a 
hundred,  and  after  a  skirmish,  in  which  one 
of  the  Natal  Carabineers  was  unhappily  killed, 
they  fell  back  and  we  completed  our  deploy- 
ment on  the  top  of  the  hill. 

The  squadron  of  Imperial  Light  Horse 
and  the  Natal  Carabineers  now  advanced 
slowly  along  the  ridge,  clearing  it  of  the 
enemy,  slaying  and  retrieving  one  field  cornet 
and  two  burghers,  and  capturing  ten  horses. 
Half-way  along  the  Queen's,  the  right 
battalion  of  Hildyard's  attack,  which,  having 
made  a  smaller  detour,  had  now  rushed  the 
top,  came  into  line  and  supported  the 
dismounted  men.  The  rest  of  the  Cavalry 
descended  into  the  plain  on  the  other  side  of 
the  ridge,  outflanking  and  even  threatening  the 
retreat  of  its  defenders,  so  that  in  the  end  the 
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Boers,  who  were  very  weak  in  numbers,  were 
hunted  off  the  ridge  altogether,  and  Cingolo 
was  ours.  Cingolo  and  Monte  Cristo  are 
joined  together  by  a  neck  of  ground  from 
which  both  heights  rise  steeply.  On  either 
side  of  Monte  Cristo  and  Cingolo  long  spurs 
run  at  right  angles  to  the  main  hill. 

By  the  operations  of  the  17th  the  Boer 
line  had  been  twisted  off  Cingolo,  and  turned 
back  along  the  subsidiary  spurs  of  Monte 
Cristo,  and  the  British  forces  had  placed 
themselves  diagonally  across  the  left  of  the 
Boer  position  thus : 


pivot        'if  .       ,    ^ 

find  ArwS'^gaae         r>  •  •  l  V       1    ^ 
«^rm/er>  ^         British  Arracl^/ 

The  advantages  of  this  situation  were  to  be 
enjoyed  on  the  morrow. 

Finding  our  further  advance  barred  by  the 
turned-back  position  the  enemy  had  adopted. 
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and  which  we  could  only  attack  frontally,  the 
Cavalry  threw  out  a  line  of  outposts  which 
were  soon  engaged  in  a  long-range  rifle  duel, 
and  prepared  to  bivouac  for  the  night. 
Cingolo  Ridge  was  meanwhile  strongly 
occupied  by  the  Infantry,  whose  line  ran 
from  its  highest  peak  slantwise  across  the 
valley  of  the  Gomba  Stream  to  Hussar  Hill, 
where  it  found  its  pivot  in  Barton's  Brigade 
and  the  Artillery.  The  Boers,  who  were 
much  disconcerted  by  the  change  in  the 
situation,  showed  themselves  ostentatiously 
on  the  turned-back  ridge  of  their  position  as  if 
to  make  themselves  appear  in  g^reat  strength, 
and  derisively  hoisted  white  flags  on  their 
guns.  The  Colonial  and  American  troopers 
(for  in  the  South  African  Light  Horse  we 
have  a  great  many  Americans,  and  one  even 
who  served  under  Sheridan)  made  some 
exceedingly  good  practice  at  the  extreme 
ranges.  So  the  afternoon  passed,  and  the 
night  came  in  comparative  quiet. 

At  dawn  the  artillery  began  on  both 
sides,  and  we  were  ourselves  awakened  by 
Creusot  shells  bursting  in  our  bivouac.     The 
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enemy's  fire  was  chiefly  directed  on  the 
company  of  the  Queen's  which  was  holding 
the  top  of  Cingolo,  and  only  the  good  cover 
which  the  great  rocks  afforded  prevented 
serious  losses.  As  it  was  several  men  were 
injured.  But  we  knew  that  we  held  the 
best  cards ;  and  so  did  the  Boers.  At  eight 
o'clock  Hildyard's  Brigade  advanced  against 
the  peak  of  the  Monte  Cristo  ridge  which 
lay  beyond  the  neck.  The  West  Yorks  led, 
the  Queen's  and  East  Surrey  supported. 
The  musketry  swelled  into  a  constant  crackle 
like  the  noise  of  a  good  fire  roaring  up  the 
chimney,  but,  in  spite  of  more  than  a  hundred 
casualties,  the  advance  never  checked  for 
an  instant,  and  by  half-past  ten  o'clock  the 
bayonets  of  the  attacking  infantry  began  to 
glitter  among  the  trees  of  the  summit  The 
Boers,  who  were  lining  a  hastily-dug  trench 
half  way  along  the  ridge,  threatened  in  front 
with  an  overwhelming  force  and  assailed  in 
flank  by  the  long-range  fire  of  the  Cavalry, 
began  to  fall  back.  By  eleven  o'clock  the 
fight  on  the  part  of  the  enemy  resolved  itself 
into  a  rearguard  action. 
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Under  the  pressure  of  the  advancing 
and  enveloping  army  this  degenerated  very 
rapidly.  When  the  Dutchman  makes  up 
his  mind  to  go  he  throws  all  dignity  to  the 
winds,  and  I  have  never  seen  an  enemy 
leave  the  field  in  such  a  hurry  as  did  these 
valiant  Boers  who  found  their  flank  turned, 
and  remembered  for  the  first  time  that  there 
was  a  deep  river  behind  them.  Shortly  after 
twelve  o'clock  the  summit  of  the  ridge  of 
Monte  Cristo  was  in  our  hands.  The  spurs 
which  started  at  right  angles  from  it  were, 
of  course,  now  enfiladed  and  commanded. 
The  Boers  evacuated  both  in  great  haste. 
The  eastern  spur  was  what  I  have  called  the 
*  turned-back  '  position.  The  Cavalry  under 
Dundonald  galloped  forward  and  seized  it  as 
soon  as  the  enemy  were  seen  in  motion,  and 
from  this  advantageous  standpoint  we  fired 
heavily  into  their  line  of  retreat  They 
scarcely  waited  to  fire  back,  and  we  had  only 
two  men  and  a  few  horses  wounded. 

The  spur  on  the  Colenso  or  western  side 
was  none  other  than  the  Green  Hill  itself, 
and    judging    rightly     that     its     frowning 


THE   ENGAGEMENT   OF   MONTE  CRISTO     395 

entrenchments  were  now  empty  of  defenders 
Sir  Redvers  Buller  ordered  a  general 
advance  frontally  against  it.  Two  miles  of 
trenches  were  taken  with  scarcely  any  loss. 
The  enemy  fled  in  disorder  across  the  river. 
A  few  prisoners,  some  wounded,  several 
cartloads  of  ammunition  and  stores,  five 
camps  with  all  kinds  of  Boer  material,  and 
last  of  all,  and  compared  to  which  all  else 
was  insignificant,  the  dominating  Monte 
Cristo  ridge  stretching  northward  to  within 
an  easy  spring  of  Bulwana  Hill,  were  the 
prize  of  victory.  The  soldiers,  delighted  at 
the  change  of  fortune,  slept  in  the  Boer  tents 
— or  would  have  done  had  these  not  been 
disgustingly  foul  and  stinking. 

From  the  captured  ridge  we  could  look 
right  down  into  Ladysmith,  and  at  the  first 
opportunity  I  climbed  up  to  see  it  for  my- 
self. Only  eight  miles  away  stood  the  poor 
little  persecuted  town,  with  whose  fate  there 
is  wrapt  up  the  honour  of  the  Empire, 
and  for  whose  sake  so  many  hundred  good 
soldiers  have  given  life  or  limb — a  twenty- 
acre  patch  of  tin  houses  and  blue  gum  trees, 
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but   famous   to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the 
earth. 

The  victory  of  Monte  Cristo  has  revolu- 
tionised the  situation  in  Natal.  It  has  laid 
open  a  practicable  road  to  Ladysmith.  Great 
difficulties  and  heavy  opposition  have  yet 
to  be  encountered  and  overcome,  but  the 
word  *  impossible  *  must  no  longer  be — should, 
perhaps,  never  have  been  used.  The  suc- 
cess was  won  at  the  cost  of  less  than  two 
hundred  men  killed  and  wounded,  and  surely 
no  army  more  than  the  Army  of  Natal 
deserves  a  cheaply  bought  triumph. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE   PASSAGE   OF   THE   TUGELA 

Hospital  Ship  <  Maine' :  March  4,  1900. 

Since  I  finished  my  last  letter,  on  February 
the  2 1  St,  I  have  found  no  time  to  sit  down 
to  write  until  now,  because  we  have  passed 
through  a  period  of  ceaseless  struggle  and 
emotion,  and  I  have  been  seeing  so  many 
things  that  I  could  not  pause  to  record 
anything.  It  has  been  as  if  a  painter 
prepared  himself  to  paint  some  portrait,  but 
was  so  fascinated  by  the  beauty  of  his  model 
that  he  could  not  turn  his  eyes  from  her 
face  to  the  canvas  ;  only  that  the  spectacles 
which  have  held  me  have  not  always  been 
beautiful.  Now  the  great  event  is  over,  the 
long  and  bloody  conflict  around  Ladysmith 
has   been  gloriously  decided,   and  I  take  a 
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few  days'  leisure  on  the  good  ship  Maine, 
where  everyone  is  busy  getting  well,  to  think 
about  it  all  and  set  down  some  things  on 
paper. 

First  and  foremost  there  was  the  Monte 
Cristo  ridge,  that  we  had  captured  on 
the  1 8th,  which  gave  us  the  Green  Hill, 
Hlangwani  Hill,  and,  when  we  chose  to  take 
it,  the  whole  of  the  Hlangwani  plateau. 
The  Monte  Cristo  ridge  is  the  centrepiece 
to  the  whole  of  this  battle.  As  soon  as  we 
had  won  it  I  telegraphed  to  the  Morning 
Post  that  now  at  last  success  was  a  distinct 
possibility.  With  this  important  feature  in 
our  possession  it  was  certain  that  we  held 
the  key  to  Ladysmith,  and  though  we  might 
fumble  a  little  with  the  lock,  sooner  or 
later,  barring  the  accidents  of  war,  we  should 
open  the  door. 

As  Monte  Cristo  had  given  Sir  Redvers 
BuUer  Hlangwani,  so  Hlangwani  rendered 
the  whole  of  the  western  section  (the  eastern 
section  was  already  in  our  hands)  of  the 
Colenso  position  untenable  by  the  enemy, 
and    they,   finding  themselves   commanded 
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and  enfiladed,  forthwith  evacuated  it.  On 
the  19th  General  BuUer  made  good  his  posi- 
tion on  Green  Hill,  occupied  Hlangwani 
with  Barton's  Brigade,  built  or  improved  his 
roads  and  communications  from  Hussar  Hill 
across  the  Gomba  Valley,  and  brought  up 
his  heavy  guns.  The  Boers,  who  were 
mostly  on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  resisted 
stubbornly  with  artillery,  with  their  Vickers- 
Maxim  guns  and  the  fire  of  skirmishers,  so 
that  we  suffered  some  slight  loss,  but  could 
not  be  said  to  have  wasted  the  day.  On 
the  20th  the  south  side  of  the  Tugela  was 
entirely  cleared  of  the  enemy,  who  retired 
across  the  bridge  they  had  built,  and,  more- 
over, a  heavy  battery  was  established  on  the 
spurs  of  Hlangwani  to  drive  them  out  of 
Colenso.  In  the  afternoon  Harts  Brigade 
advanced  from  Chieveley,  and  his  leading 
battalion,  under  Major  Stuart- Wordey,  occu- 
pied Colenso  village  without  any  resistance. 

The  question  now  arose — ^^^here  should 
the  river  be  crossed?  Sir  Redvers  Buller 
possessed  the  whole  of  the  Hlangwani  plat- 
eau, which,  as  the  reader  may  perceive  by 
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looking  at  the  map  opposite  p.  448,  fills  up  the 
re-entrant  angle  made  opposite  Pieters  by  the 
Tugela  after  it  leaves  Colenso.  From  this 
Hlangwani  plateau  he  could  either  cross  the 
river  where  it  ran  north  and  south  or  where 
it  ran  east  and  west  Sir  Redvers  BuUer  de- 
termined to  cross  the  former  reach  beyond 
Colenso  village.  To  do  this  he  had  to  let 
go  his  hold  on  the  Monte  Cristo  ridge  and 
resign  all  the  advantages  which'  its  possession 
had  given  him,  and  had  besides  to  descend 
into  the  low  ground,  where  his  army  must  be 
cramped  between  the  high  hills  on  its  left 
and  the  river  on  its  right. 

There  was,  of  course,  something  to  be 
said  for  the  other  plan,  which  was  advocated 
strongly  by  Sir  Charles  Warren.  The  cross- 
ing, it  was  urged,  was  absolutely  safe,  being 
commanded  on  all  sides  by  our  guns,  and  the 
enemy  could  make  no  opposition  except  with 
artillery.  Moreover,  the  army  would  get  on  its 
line  of  railway  and  could  '  advance  along  the 
railroad'  This  last  was  a  purely  imaginary 
advantage,  to  be  sure,  because  the  railway 
had  no  rolling-stock,  and  was  disconnected 
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from  the  rest  of  the  line  by  the  destruction 
of  the  Tugela  bridge.  But  what  weighed 
with  the  Commander-in-Chief  much  more 
than  the  representations  of  his  lieutenant 
was  the  accumulating  evidence  that  the 
enemy  were  in  full  retreat  The  Intelligence 
reports  all  pointed  to  this  situation.  Boers 
had  ridden  off  in  all  directions.  Waggons 
were  seen  trekking  along  every  road  to  the 
north  and  west  The  camps  between  us  and 
Ladysmith  began  to  break  up.  Everyone 
said,  '  This  is  the  result  of  Lord  Roberts's 
advance :  the  Boers  find  themselves  now 
too  weak  to  hold  us  off.  They  have  raised 
the  siege.' 

But  this  conclusion  proved  false  in  the 
sense  that  it  was  premature.  Undoubtedly 
the  Boers  had  been  reduced  in  strength  by 
about  5,000  men,  who  had  been  sent  into  the 
Free  State  for  its  defence.  Until  the'Monte 
Cristo  ridge  was  lost  to  them  they  deemed 
themselves  quite  strong  enough  to  maintain 
the  siege.  When,  however,  this  position  was 
captured,  the  situation  was  revolutionised. 
They  saw  that  we  had  found  their  flank,  and 
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thoroughly  appreciated  the  significance  and 
value  of  the  long  high  wedge  of  ground, 
which  cut  right  across  the  left  of  their  posi- 
tions, and  seemed  to  stretch  away  almost  to 
Bulwana  Mountain.  They  knew  perfectly 
well  that  if  we  advanced  by  our  right  along 
the  line  of  this  ridge,  which  they  called  *  the 
Bush  Kop,'  supporting  ourselves  by  it  as 
a  man  might  rest  his  hand  on  a  balustrade, 
we  could  turn  their  Pieters  position  just  as 
we  had  already  turned  their  entrenchments 
at  Colenso. 

Therein  lay  the  true  reason  of  their  re- 
tirement, and  in  attributing  it  either  to  Lord 
Roberts's  operations  or  to  the  beating  we  had 
given  them  on  the  i8th  we  made  a  mistake, 
which  was  not  repaired  until  much  blood 
had  been  shed. 

I  draw  a  rough  diagram  to  assist  the 
reader  who  will  take  the  trouble  to  study  the 
map.  It  is  only  drawn  from  memory,  and 
its  object  is  to  show  how  completely  the 
Monte  Cristo  ridge  turned  both  the  line 
of  entrenchments  through  Colenso  and  that 
before  Pieters.     But  no  diagrams,  however 
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exaggerated,  would  convince  so  well  as  would 
the  actual  ground. 
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In  the  belief,  however,  that  the  enemy 
were  in  retreat  the  General  resolved  to  cross 
the  river  at  a  by  a  pontoon  bridge  and 
follow  the  railway  line.  On  the  21st,  there- 
fore, he  moved  his  army  westward  across 
the  Hlangwani  plateau,  threw  his  bridge,  and 
during  the  afternoon  passed  his  two  leading 
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infantry  brigades  over  it  As  soon  as  the 
Boers  perceived  that  he  had  chosen  this  line 
of  advance  their  hopes  revived.  '  Oh/  we 
may  imagine  them  saying,  '  if  you  propose  to 
go  that  way,  things  are  not  so  bad  after  all.' 
So  they  returned  to  the  number  of  about 
nine  thousand  burghers,  and  manned  the 
trenches  of  the  Pieters  position,  with  the  result 
that  Wynne's  Lancashire  Brigade,  which 
was  the  first  to  cross,  soon  found  itself 
engaged  in  a  sharp  action  among  the  low 
kopjes,  and  suffered  a  hundred  and  fifty 
casualties,  including  its  General,  before  dark. 
Musketry  fire  was  continuous  throughout  the 
night.  The  ist  Cavalry  Brigade  had  been 
brought  in  from  Springfield  on  the  20th,  and 
on  the  morning  of  the  22nd  both  the  Regular 
and  Irregular  Cavalry  were  to  have  crossed 
the  river.  We  accordingly  marched  from 
our  camp  at  the  neck  between  Cingolo  and 
Monte  Cristo  and  met  the  ist  Cavalry 
Brigade,  which  had  come  from  Chieveley,  at 
the  pontoon  bridge.  A  brisk  action  was 
crackling  away  beyond  the  river,  and  it 
looked  as  if  the  ground  scarcely  admitted  of 
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our  intervention.  Indeed,  we  had  hardly 
arrived  when  a  Staff  Officer  came  up,  and 
brought  us  orders  to  camp  near  Hlangwani 
Hill,  as  we  should  not  cross  that  day. 

Presendy  I  talked  to  the  Staff  Officer,  who 
chanced  to  be  a  friend  of  mine,  and  chanced, 
besides,  to  be  a  man  with  a  capacity  for  sus- 
tained thought,  an  eye  for  country,  and  some 
imagination.  He  said :  '  I  don't  like  the 
situation  ;  there  are  more  of  them  than  we 
expected.  We  have  come  down  off  our  high 
ground.  We  have  taken  all  the  big  guns 
off  the  big  hills.  We  are  getting  ourselves 
cramped  up  among  these  kopjes  in  the  valley 
of  the  Tugela.  It  will  be  like  being  in 
the  Coliseum  and  shot  at  by  every  row  of 
seats.' 

Sir  Redvers  BuUer,  however,  still  believ- 
ing he  had  only  a  rearguard  in  front  of  him, 
was  determined  to  persevere.  It  is,  perhaps, 
his  strongest  characteristic  obstinately  to  pur- 
sue his  plan  in  spite  of  all  advice,  in  spite, 
too,  of  his  horror  of  bloodshed,  until  him- 
self convinced  that  it  is  impracticable.  The 
moment  he  is  satisfied  that  this  is  the  case 
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no  considerations  of  sentiment  or  effect  pre- 
vent him  from  coming  back  and  starting 
afresh.  No  modern  General  ever  cared  less 
for  what  the  world  might  say.  However 
unpalatable  and  humiliating  a  retreat  might 
be,  he  would  make  one  so  soon  as  he  was 
persuaded  that  adverse  chances  lay  before 
him.  *To  get  there  in  the  end/  was  his 
guiding  principle.  Nor  would  the  General 
consent  to  imperil  the  ultimate  success  by 
asking  his  soldiers  to  make  a  supreme  effort 
to  redress  a  false  tactical  move.  It  was  a 
principle  which  led  us  to  much  blood  and 
bitter  disappointment,  but  in  the  end  to 
victory. 

Not  yet  convinced,  General  BuUer,  press- 
ing forward,  moved  the  whole  of  his  infantry, 
with  the  exception  of  Barton  s  Brigade,  and 
nearly  all  the  artillery,  heavy  and  field,  across 
the  river,  and  in  the  afternoon  sent  two 
battalions  from  Norcott's  Brigade  and  the 
Lancashire  Brigade — to  the  vacant  command 
of  which  Colonel  Kitchener  had  been  ap- 
pointed— forward  against  the  low  kopjes. 
By  nightfall  a  good  deal  of  this  low,  rolling 
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ground  was  in  our  possession,  though  at 
some  cost  in  men  and  officers. 

At  dusk  the  Boers  made  a  fierce  and 
furious  counter-attack.  I  was  watching  the 
operations  from  Hlangwani  Hill  through  a 
powerful  telescope.  As  the  light  died  my 
companions  climbed  down  the  rocks  to  the 
Cavalry  camp  and  left  me  alone  staring  at  the 
bright  flashes  of  the  guns  which  stabbed  the 
obscurity  on  all  sides.  Suddenly,  above  the 
booming  of  the  cannon,  there  arose  the  harsh 
rattling  roar  of  a  tremendous  fusillade.  With- 
out a  single  intermission  this  continued  for 
several  hours.  The  Howitzer  Battery,  in 
spite  of  the  darkness,  evidently  considered 
the  situation  demanded  its  efforts,  and  fired 
salvoes  of  lyddite  shells,  which,  bursting  in 
the  direction  of  the  Boer  positions,  lit  up  the 
whole  scene  with  flaring  explosions.  I  went 
anxiously  to  bed  that  night,  wondering  what 
was  passing  beyond  the  river,  and  the  last 
thing  I  can  remember  was  the  musketry 
drumming  away  with  unabated  vigour. 

There  was  still  a  steady  splutter  at  dawn 
on  the   23rd,  and  before  the  light  was  full 
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grown  the  guns  joined  in  the  din.  We 
eagerly  sought  for  news  of  what  had  passed. 
Apparently  the  result  was  not  unfavourable 
to  the  army.  *  Push  for  Ladysmith  to-day, 
horse,  foot,  and  artillery*  was  the  order, 
•  Both  cavalry  brigades  to  cross  the  river  at 
once.'  Details  were  scarce  and  doubtful. 
Indeed,  I  cannot  yet  give  any  accurate  de- 
scription of  the  fighting  on  the  night  of  the 
22  nd,  for  it  was  of  a  confused  and  desperate 
nature,  and  many  men  must  tell  their  tale 
before  any  general  account  can  be  written. 

What  happened,  briefly  described,  was 
that  the  Boers  attacked  heavily  at  nightfall 
with  rifle  fire  all  along  the  line,  and,  in  their 
eagerness  to  dislodge  the  troops,  came  to 
close  quarters  on  several  occasions  at  various 
points.  At  least  two  bayonet  charges  are 
recorded.  Sixteen  men  of  Stuart- Wortleys 
Composite  Battalion  of  Reservists  of  the 
Rifle  Brigade  and  King's  Royal  Rifles 
showed  blood  on  their  bayonets  in  the  morn- 
ing. About  three  hundred  officers  and  men 
were  killed  or  wounded.  The  Boers  also 
suffered  heavily,  leaving  dead  on  the  ground, 
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among  others  a  grandson  of  President 
Kruger.  Prisoners  were  made  and  lost, 
taken  and  rescued  by  both  sides ;  but  the 
daylight  showed  that  victory  rested  with  the 
British,  for  the  infantry  were  revealed  still 
tenaciously  holding  all  their  positions. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  cavalry  crossed  the 
river  under  shell  fire  directed  on  the  bridge, 
and  were  massed  at  Fort  Wylie,  near 
Colenso.  I  rode  along  the  railway  line  to 
watch  the  action  from  one  of  the  low  kopjes. 
A  capricious  shell  fire  annoyed  the  whole 
army  as  it  sheltered  behind  the  rocky  hills, 
and  an  unceasing  stream  of  stretchers  from 
the  front  bore  true  witness  to  the  serious 
nature  of  the  conflict,  for  this  was  the  third 
and  bloodiest  day  of  the  seven  days'  fighting 
called  the  battle  of  Pieters. 

I  found  Sir  Redvers  Buller  and  his  Staff 
in  a  somewhat  exposed  position,  whence 
an  excellent  view  could  be  obtained.  The 
General  displayed  his  customary  composure, 
asked  me  how  my  brother's  wound  was 
getting  on,  and  told  me  that  he  had  just 
ordered  Hart's   Brigade,  supported  by  two 
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battalions  from  Lyttelton's  Division,  to 
assault  the  hill  marked  *  3  '  on  my  diagram, 
and  hereinafter  called  Inniskilling  HilL  'I 
have  told  Hart  to  follow  the  railway.  I  think 
he  can  get  round  to  their  left  flank  under 
cover  of  the  river  bank/  he  said,  *  but  we 
must  be  prepared  for  a  counter-attack  on  our 
left  as  soon  as  they  see  what  Tm  up  to ; '  and 
he  then  made  certain  dispositions  of  his 
cavalry,  which  brought  the  South  African 
Light  Horse  close  up  to  the  wooded  kopje 
on  which  we  stood.  I  must  now  describe 
the  main  Pieters  position,  one  hill  of  which 
was  about  to  be  attacked. 

It  ran,  as  the  diagram  shows,  from  the 
high  and,  so  far  as  we  were  concerned, 
inaccessible  hills  on  the  west  to  the  angle  of 
the  river,  and  then  along  the  three  hills 
marked  3,  2,  and  i.  I  use  this  inverted 
sequence  of  numbers  because  we  were  now 
attacking  them  in  the  wrong  order. 

Sir  Redvers  Buller's  plan  was  as  follows  : 
On  the  22nd  he  had  taken  the  low  kopjes, 
and  his  powerful  artillery  gave  him  complete 
command  of  the  river  gorge.     Behind  the 
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kopjes,  which  acted  as  a  kind  of  shield,  and 
along  the  river  gorge  he  proposed  to 
advance  his  infantry  until  the  angle  of  the 
river  was  passed  and  there  was  room  to 
stretch  out  his,  till  then,  cramped  right 
arm  and  reach  round  the  enemy's  left  on 
Inniskilling  Hill,  and  so  crumple  it. 

This  perilous  and  difficult  task  was  en- 
trusted to  the  Irish  Brigade,  which  comprised 
the  Dublin  Fusiliers,  the  Inniskilling  Fusi- 
liers, the  Connaught  Rangers,  and  the 
Imperial  Light  Infantry,  who  had  temporarily 
replaced  the  Border  Regiment — in  all  about 
three  thousand  men,  supported  by  two 
thousand  more.  Their  commander.  General 
Hart,  was  one  of  the  bravest  officers  in  the 
army,  and  it  was  generally  felt  that  such  a 
leader  and  such  troops  could  carry  the  busi- 
ness through  if  success  lay  within  the  scope 
of  human  efforts. 

The  account  of  the  ensuing  operation  is 
so  tragic  and  full  of  mournful  interest  that  I 
must  leave  it  to  another  letter. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

THE   BATTLE   OF   PIETERS  :   THE   THIRD   DAY 
Hospital  ship  *  Maine ' :  March  5, 190a 

At  half-past  twelve  on  the  23rd  General 
Hart  ordered  his  brigade  to  advance.  The 
battalions,  which  were  sheltering  among 
stone  walls  and  other  hastily  constructed 
cover  on  the  reverse  slope  of  the  kopje 
immediately  in  front  of  that  on  which  we 
stood,  rose  up  one  by  one  and  formed  in 
rank.  They  then  moved  off  in  single  file 
along  the  railroad,  the  Inniskilling  Fusiliers 
leading,  the  Connaught  Rangers,  Dublin 
Fusiliers,  and  the  Imperial  Light  Infantry 
following  in  succession.  At  the  same  time 
the  Durham  Light  Infantry  and  the  2nd  Rifle 
Brigade  began  to  march  to  take  the  place  of 
the  assaulting  brigade  on  the  advanced  kopje. 
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Wishing  to  have  a  nearer  view  of  the 
attack,  I  descended  the  wooded  hill,  cantered 
along  the  railway — down  which  the  proces- 
sion of  laden  stretchers,  now  hardly  inter- 
rupted for  three  days,  was  still  moving — and, 
dismounting,  climbed  the  rocky  sides  of  the 
advanced  kopje.  On  the  top,  in  a  little  half- 
circle  of  stones,  I  found  General  Lyttelton, 
who  received  me  kindly,  and  together  we 
watched  the  development  of  the  operation. 
Nearly  a  mile  of  the  railway  line  was  visible, 
and  along  it  the  stream  of  Infantry  flowed 
steadily.  The  telescope  showed  the  soldiers 
walking  quite  slowly,  with  their  rifles  at  the 
slope.  Thus  far,  at  least,  they  were  not 
under  fire.  The  low  kopjes  which  were  held 
by  the  other  brigades  shielded  the  move- 
ment. A  mile  away  the  river  and  railway 
turned  sharply  to  the  right ;  the  river  plunged 
into  a  steep  gorge,  and  the  railway  was  lost 
in  a  cutting.  There  was  certainly  plenty  of 
cover ;  but  just  before  the  cutting  was 
reached  the  iron  bridge  across  the  Onder- 
brook  Spruit  had  to  be  crossed,  and  this  was 
evidently  commanded  by  the  enemy's  rifle- 
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of  little  shells  spotted  the  bridge  with  puffs 
of  white  smoke.  But  the  advancing  Infantry 
never  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  continued 
to  scamper  across  the  dangerous  ground, 
paying  their  toll  accordingly.  More  than 
sixty  men  were  shot  in  this  short  space.  Yet 
this  was  not  the  attack.  This  was  only  the  pre- 
liminary movement  across  the  enemy's  front. 

The  enemy's  shells,  which  occasionally 
burst  on  the  advanced  kopje,  and  a  whistle 
of  stray  bullets  from  the  left,  advised  us  to 
change  our  position,  and  we  moved  a  little 
further  down  the  slope  towards  the  river. 
Here  the  bridge  was  no  longer  visible.  I 
looked  towards  the  hill-top,  whence  the  roar 
of  musketry  was  ceaselessly  proceeding.  The 
Artillery  had  seen  the  slouch  hats,  too,  and 
forgetting  their  usual  apathy  in  the  joy  of  a 
live  target,  concentrated  a  most  hellish  and 
terrible  fire  on  the  trenches. 

Meanwhile  the  afternoon  had  been  pass- 
ing. The  Infantry  had  filed  steadily  across 
the  front,  and  the  two  leading  battalions  had 
already  accumulated  on  the  eastern  spurs  of 
Inniskilling  Hill.     At   four  o'clock   General 


THE   BATTLE  OF   PIETERS  :   THIRD   DAY     417 

Hart  ordered  the  attack,  and  the  troops 
forthwith  began  to  climb  the  slopes.  The 
broken  ground  delayed  their  progress,  and  it 
was  nearly  sunset  by  the  time  they  had 
reached  the  furthest  position  which  could  be 
gained  under  cover.  The  Boer  entrench- 
ments were  about  four  hundred  yards  away. 
The  arite  by  which  the  InniskilHngs  had 
advanced  was  bare,  and  swept  by  a  dreadful 
frontal  fire  from  the  works  on  the  summit 
and  a  still  more  terrible  flanking  fire  from 
the  other  hills.  It  was  so  narrow  that, 
though  only  four  companies  were  arranged 
in  the  firing  line,  there  was  scarcely  room  for 
two  to  deploy.  There  was  not,  however,  the 
slightest  hesitation,  and  as  we  watched  with 
straining  eyes  we  could  see  the  leading  com- 
panies rise  up  together  and  run  swiftly 
forward  on  the  enemy's  works  with  inspiring 
dash  and  enthusiasm. 

But  if  the  attack  was  superb,  the  defence 
was  magnificent;  nor  could  the  devoted 
heroism  of  the  Irish  soldiers  surpass  the 
stout  endurance  of  the  Dutch.  The  Artillery 
redoubled  their  efforts.    The  whole  summit  of 
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the  hill  was  alive  with  shell.  Shrapnel  flashed 
into  being  above  the  crests,  and  the  ground 
sprang  up  into  dust  whipped  by  the  showers 
of  bullets  and  splinters.  Again  and  again 
whole  sections  of  the  entrenchments  vanished 
in  an  awful  uprush  of  black  earth  and  smoke, 
smothering  the  fierce  blaze  of  the  lyddite 
shells  from  the  howitzers  and  heavy  artillery. 
The  cannonade  grew  to  a  tremendous  thunder- 
ing hum.  Not  less  than  sixty  guns  were 
firing  continuously  on  the  Boer  trenches. 
But  the  musketry  was  never  subdued  for  an 
instant.  Amid  the  smoke  and  the  dust  the 
slouch  hats  could  still  be  seen.  The  Dutch, 
firm  and  undaunted,  stood  to  their  parapets 
and  plied  their  rifles  with  deadly  effect 

The  terrible  power  of  the  Mauser  rifle 
was  displayed.  As  the  charging  companies 
met  the  storm  of  bullets  they  were  swept  away. 
Officers  and  men  fell  by  scores  on  the  narrow 
ridge.  Though  assailed  in  front  and  flank 
by  the  hideous  whispering  Death,  the 
survivors  hurried  obstinately  onward,  until 
their  own  artillery  were  forced  to  cease  firing, 
and  it  seemed  that,  in  spite  of  bullets,  flesh 
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and  blood  would  prevail.  But  at  the  last 
supreme  moment  the  weakness  of  the  attack 
was  shown.  The  Inniskillings  had  almost 
reached  their  goal.  They  were  too  few  to 
effect  their  purpose ;  and  when  the  Boers 
saw  that  the  attack  had  withered  they  shot 
all  the  straighter,  and  several  of  the  boldest 
leapt  out  from  their  trenches  and,  running 
forward  to  meet  the  soldiers,  discharged  their 
magazines  at  the  closest  range.  It  was  a 
frantic  scene  of  blood  and  fury. 

Thus  confronted,  the  Irish  perished 
rather  than  retire.  A  few  men  indeed  ran 
back  down  the  slope  to  the  nearest  cover, 
and  there  savagely  turned  to  bay,  but  the 
greater  part  of  the  front  line  was  shot  down. 
Other  companies,  some  from  the  Connaught 
Rangers,  some  headed  by  the  brave  Colonel 
Sitwell,  from  the  Dublin  Fusiliers,  advanced 
to  renew — it  was  already  too  late  to  sup- 
port— ^the  attack,  and  as  the  light  faded 
another  fierce  and  bloody  assault  was  de- 
livered and  was  repulsed.  Yet  the  Irish 
soldiers  would  not  leave  the  hill,  and,  per- 
suaded at  length  that  they  could  not  advance 
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further,  they  lay  down  on  the  ground  they 
had  won,  and  began  to  build  walls  and 
shelters,  from  behind  which  they  opened  a 
revengeful  fire  on  the  exulting  Boers.  In 
the  two  attacks  both  colonels,  three  majors, 
twenty  officers,  and  six  hundred  men  had 
fallen  out  of  an  engaged  force  of  scarcely 
one  thousand  two  hundred.  Then  darkness 
pulled  down  the  curtain,  and  the  tragedy 
came  to  an  end  for  the  day. 

All  through  the  night  of  the  23rd  a 
heavy  rifle  fire  was  maintained  by  both  sides. 
Stray  bullets  whistled  about  the  bivouacs, 
and  the  South  African  Light  Horse,  who 
had  selected  a  most  sheltered  spot  to  sleep 
in,  had  a  trooper  hit.  There  were  a  certain 
number  of  casualties  along  the  whole  front. 
As  soon  as  it  was  daylight  I  rode  out  with 
Captain  Brooke  to  learn  what  had  happened 
in'  the  night.  We  knew  that  the  hill  had 
not  been  carried  before  dusk,  but  hoped, 
since  the  combatants  were  so  close  together, 
that  in  the  darkness  the  bayonet  would  have 
settled  the  matter. 

We  had  just  reached  the  hollow  behind 


THE   BATTLE   OF   PIETERS  :   THIRD   DAY     42 1 

the  advanced  kopje  from  which  I  had 
watched  the  attack  on  the  previous  evening, 
when  suddenly  a  shrapnel  shell  burst  in  the 
air  above  our  heads  with  a  sharp,  startling 
bang.  The  hollow  and  slope  of  the  hill  were 
crowded  with  Infantry  battalions  lying  down 
in  quarter  column.  The  bullets  and  splinters 
of  the  shell  smote  the  ground  on  all  sides. 
We  were  both  mounted  and  in  the  centre  of 
the  cone  of  dispersion.  I  was  immediately 
conscious  that  nothing  had  happened  to  me, 
though  the  dust  around  my  horse  was  flicked 
up,  and  I  concluded  that  everyone  had  en- 
joyed equally  good  fortune.  Indeed,  I 
turned  to  Brooke,  and  was  about  to  elaborate 
my  theory  that  shrapnel  is  comparatively 
harmless,  when  I  saw  some  stir  and  turmoil 
and  no  less  than  eight  men  were  picked  up 
killed  or  wounded  by  this  explosion.  I  have 
only  once  before  seen  in  war  such  a  success- 
ful shell,  and  on  that  occasion  I  was  studying 
the  effect  from  the  other  side. 

My  respect  for  modern  artillery  was 
mightily  increased  by  this  example  of  its 
power.     Two  more  shells  followed  in  quick 
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succession.  The  first  struck  down  four  men, 
and  broke  in  two  the  leg  of  an  Infantry 
officer's  charger,  so  that  the  poor  beast 
galloped  about  in  a  circle,  preventing  his 
rider  from  dismounting  for  some  time ;  the 
second  shore  along  the  Howitzer  Battery, 
killing  one  soldier  and  wounding  an  officer, 
five  soldiers,  and  three  horses.  AH  this 
occurred  in  a  space  of  about  two  minutes,  and 
the  three  shells  between  them  accounted  for 
nineteen  men  and  four  horses.  Then  the 
gun,  which  was  firing  *on  spec,'  and  could 
not  see  the  effect  of  its  fire,  turned  its  atten- 
tion elsewhere  ;  but  the  thought  forced  itself 
on  me,  *  Fancy  if  there  had  been  a  battery.' 
The  crowded  Infantry  waiting  in  support 
would  certainly  have  been  driven  out  of  the 
re-entrant  with  frightful  slaughter.  Yet  in  a 
European  war  there  would  have  been  not 
one,  but  three  or  four  batteries.  I  do  not 
see  how  troops  can  be  handled  in  masses 
under  such  conditions,  even  when  in  support 
and  on  reverse  slopes.  Future  warfare  must 
depend  on  the  individual. 

We  climbed  on  to  the  top  of  the  kopje, 
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which  was  sprinkled  with  staff  officers  and 
others — all  much  interested  in  the  exhibition 
of  shell  fire,  which  they  discussed  as  a  purely- 
scientific  question.  Inniskilling  Hill  was  still 
crowned  with  the  enemy,  though  they  no 
longer  showed  above  their  trenches.  Its 
slopes  were  scored  with  numerous  brown 
lines,  the  stone  walls  built  by  the  attacking 
brigade  during  the  night,  and  behind  these 
the  telescope  showed  the  Infantry  clustering 
thickly.  The  Boers  on  their  part  had  made 
some  new  trenches  in  advance  of  those  on 
the  crest  of  the  hill,  so  that  the  opposing 
firing  lines  were  scarcely  three  hundred  yards 
apart)  which  meant  that  everyone  in  them 
must  lie  still  or  run  grave  risks.  Thus  they 
remained  all  day,  firing  at  each  other  con- 
tinually, while  on  the  bare  ground  between 
them  the  dead  and  wounded  lay  thickly 
scattered,  the  dead  mixed  with  the  living, 
the  wounded  untended,  without  dressings, 
food,  or  water,  and  harassed  by  the  fire  from 
both  sides  and  from  our  artillery.  It  was  a 
very  painful  thing  to  watch  these  poor  fellows 
moving  about   feebly  and  trying  to  wriggle 
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themselves  into  some  position  of  safety,  and 
it  reminded  me  of  the  wounded  Dervishes 
after  Omdurman — only  these  were  our  own 
countrymen. 

It  seems  that  a  misunderstanding,  of  the 
rights  and  wrongs  of  which  the  reader  shall 
be  himself  a  judge,  arose  with  the  enemy. 
When  day  broke,  the  Boers,  who  were  much 
nearer  to  the  wounded  than  were  our  troops, 
came  out  of  their  trenches  with  a  Red  Cross 
flag,  and  the  firing  thereupon  ceased  locally. 
Our  people  ought  then  to  have  been  ready  to 
come  forward  with  another  Red  Cross  flag, 
and  an  informal  truce  might  easily  have  been 
arranged  for  an  hour  or  two.  Unfortunately, 
however,  there  was  some  delay  on  our  part. 
The  Boers  therefore  picked  up  their  own 
wounded,  of  whom  there  were  a  few,  gave 
some  of  our  men  a  little  water,  and  took 
away  their  rifles.  AH  this  was  quite  correct ; 
but  the  Boers  then  proceeded  to  strip  and 
despoil  the  dead  and  wounded,  taking  off 
their  boots  and  turning  out  their  pockets,  and 
this  so  infuriated  the  watching  soldiers  be- 
hind the  wall   that  they  forthwith  fired  on 
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the  Boers,  Red  Cross  flag  notwithstanding. 
This,  of  course,  was  the  signal  for  fighting  to 
recommence  fiercely,  and  during  the  day 
neither  side  would  hear  of  parley.  The  Boers 
behaved  cruelly  in  various  instances,  and 
several  wounded  men  who  tried  to  crawl 
away  were  deliberately  destroyed  by  being 
shot  at  close  quarters  with  many  bullets. 

During  the  24th  there  was  heavy  firing 
on  both  sides,  but  no  movement  of  infantry 
on  either.  The  army  suffered  some  loss 
from  the  Boer  artillery,  particularly  the  auto- 
matic guns,  which  were  well  served,  and 
which  enfiladed  many  of  our  positions  on  the 
slopes  of  the  low  kopjes.  In  this  way  Colonel 
Thorold,  of  the  Royal  Welsh  Fusiliers,  and 
other  officers,  met  their  deaths.  The  casual- 
ties were  principally  in  Hildyard's  English 
and  Kitchener's  Lancashire  Brigades.  Hart's 
six  battalions  found  good  cover  in  the  gorge 
of  the  Tugela. 

Sir  Redvers  Buller  now  saw  that  his  plan 
of  filing  his  army  round  the  angle  of  the 
river  and  across  the  enemy's  front  would,  in 
any  case,  be  very  costly,  and  was  perhaps 
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impossible.  He,  therefore,  determined  to 
get  back  to  the  HIangwani  plateau,  and  try 
the  extreme  left  of  the  enemy's  position. 
He  had  the  strategic  advantage  of  being  on 
interior  lines,  and  was  consequently  able  to 
move  his  troops  with  great  ease  from  one 
flank  to  the  other.  His  new  plan  was  to 
pass  the  brigades  of  his  left  and  centre  across 
the  pontoon  bridge  from  the  left  to  the  right, 
so  that  Hart,  who  was  formerly  the  extreme 
right,  would  now  become  almost  the  extreme 
left,  and,  having  thus  extended  his  right 
arm,  to  cross  the  river  where  it  flowed  east 
and  west,  and  make  a  still  wider  swoop  on 
the  enemy's  flank. 

The  first  thing  to  do  was  to  move  the 
heavy  guns,  and  this,  with  certain  redistribu- 
tions of  the  cavalry,  occupied  the  whole  day. 
A  long-range  four-gun  naval  battery  was 
established  on  the  western  slopes  of  the 
Monte  Cristo  ridge.  Another  similar  battery 
was  placed  on  the  spurs  of  Hlangwani. 
The  47  in.  naval  guns  and  the  5  in.  fortress 
battery  were  brought  into  line  in  the  centre 
of  the   Hlangwani   plateau.      All   this  was 
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good.  The  big  guns  were  getting  back  on 
to  the  big  hills.  The  firing,  which  continued 
all  day,  swelled  into  a  roar  towards  night  as 
the  Boers  made  vigorous  attempts  to  drive 
Hart's  Brigade  from  its  lodgments.  They 
were,  however,  foiled  in  their  endeavour  to 
squeeze  in  between  the  troops  and  the  river. 
The  battalions,  who  were  attacked  front- 
ally,  lay  down  with  fixed  bayonets  and  prayed 
that  the  Boers  might  be  encouraged  by  their 
silence  to  make  an  assault  The  latter, 
however,  were  fully  aware  of  the  eagerness 
of  the  soldiers  for  personal  collision,  and 
kept  their  distance.  The  firing  on  both 
sides  was  unaimed,  and  very  little  harm  was 
done.  No  one,  however,  had  much  sleep. 
The  condition  of  the  wounded,  still  lying  sore 
and  thirsty  on  the  bare  hillside,  was  now  so 
shocking  that  Sir  Redvers  BuUer  was  forced, 
much  against  his  inclination,  at  dawn  on  the 
25th,  to  send  in  a  flag  of  truce  to  the  Boer 
commander  and  ask  for  an  armistice.  This 
the  Boers  formally  refused,  but  agreed  that 
if  we  would  not  fire  on  their  positions  during 
the  day  they  would  not  prevent  our  bearer 
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companies  from  removing  the  wounded  and 
burying  the  dead. 

The  arrangement  worked  well;  the 
enemy  were  polite  to  our  medical  officers, 
and  by  noon  all  the  wounded  had  been 
brought  down  and  the  dead  buried.  The 
neglect  and  exposure  for  forty-eight  hours 
had  much  aggravated  the  case  of  the  former, 
and  the  bodies  of  the  dead,  swollen, 
blackened,  and  torn  by  the  terrible  wounds 
of  the  expansive  bullets,  now  so  generally 
used  by  the  enemy,  were  ugly  things  to  see. 
The  fact  that  no  regular  armistice  was 
agreed  on  was  an  advantage,  as  we  were 
not  thereby  debarred  from  making  military 
movements.  The  Boers  improved  their 
entrenchments,  and  Sir  Redvers  BuUer 
employed  the  day  in  withdrawing  his  train 
across  the  river.  This  movement,  seeming 
to  foreshadow  another  retreat,  sorely  dis- 
quieted the  troops,  who  were  only  reassured 
by  the  promise  of  a  general  onslaught  from 
the  other  flank  at  no  distant  time. 

The  strange  quiet  of  this  Sunday,  the 
first  day  since  the  14th  of  the  month  un- 


THE   BATTLE  OF   PIETERS  :   THIRD   DAY     429 

broken  by  musketry  and  cannonade,  was 
terminated  at  nine  o'clock  at  night 

The  Boers  had  seen  the  waggons  passing 
back  over  the  bridge,  and  were  anxious  to 
find  out  whether  or  not  the  infantry  were 
following,  and  if  the  low  kopjes  were 
evacuated.  They  therefore  opened  a  tre- 
mendous magazine  fire  at  long  range  on 
the  brigades  holding  the  line  from  Colenso 
village  to  the  angle  of  the  river.  The 
fusillade  was  returned,  and  for  ten  minutes 
the  musketry  was  louder  than  at  any  other 
time  in  this  campaign.  Very  few  casualties 
occurred,  however,  and  after  a  while  the 
Boers,  having  learned  that  the  positions 
were  still  occupied,  ceased  firing,  and  the 
British  soon  imitated  them,  so  that,  except 
for  the  ceaseless  '  sniping,'  silence  was 
restored. 

At  dawn  on  the  26th  the  artillery  re- 
opened on  both  sides,  and  during  the  day 
a  constant  bombardment  was  maintained, 
in  which  we,  having  more  guns,  fired  the 
greater  number  of  shells,  and  the  Dutch, 
having  larger  targets,  hit  a  greater  number 
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(B)  wamagcdre^n  beifarom 
bdov  tbe&Dsof  tfaernro;  flotfiv  finm  the 
Mil  tolact  Boer  brif%e.  Hidyaxtf  s  Ei^[&ii 
Brigade  ftood  £iM  oo  tbe  advanced  low 
kopja  brmmg  tbe  extreme  left  of  the  line. 
Hart's  Gommand  bdd  its  position  about  the 
slopes  of  Inniskilling  Hill  and  in  the  gorge 
of  the  river.  Barton's  Fusilier  Brigade » 
Kitchener  s  Lancashire  Brigade,  and  the  two 
remaining  battalions  of  Norcotts  (formerly 
Lyttelton^s)  Brigade  crossed  the  old  bridge 
to  the  Hlangwani  plateau. 

All  was  now  ready  for  the  ftnal  attack  on 
the  left  of  the  Pieters  position,  and  in  spite 
of  the  high  quality  of  the  Infantry  it  was 
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generally  recognised  throughout  the  army 
that  the  fate  of  Ladysmith  must  depend  on 
the  success  of  the  next  day*s  operations. 
The  spirit  of  the  army  was  still  undaunted, 
but  they  had  suffered  much  from  losses, 
exposure,  and  disappointment. 

Since  January  1 1,  a  period  of  more  than 
six  weeks,  the  troops  had  been  continuously 
fighting  and  bivouacking.  The  peaceful 
intervals  of  a  few  days  had  merely  been  in 
order  to  replenish  stores  and  ammunition. 
During  this  time  the  only  reinforcements  to 
reach  the  army  had  been  a  few  drafts,  a 
cavalry  regiment,  a  horse  battery,  and  some 
heavy  guns.  Exclusive  of  the  i,ioo  casual- 
ties suffered  at  Colenso  in  December,  the 
force,  rarely  more  than  20,oco  men,  had  had 
over  3,500  killed  and  wounded,  had  never 
had  a  single  gleam  of  success,  and  had 
hardly  seen  the  enemy  who  hit  them  so 
hard. 

Colenso,  Spion  Kop,  Vaal  Krantz,  and 
the  third  day  at  Pleters  were  not  inspiring 
memories^  and  though  everyone  was  cheered 
by  the  good  news  of  the  entanglement  of 
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Cronje's  army  on  the  western  side,  yet  it 
was  felt  that  the  attempt  to  be  made  on  the 
morrow  would  be  the  last  effort  the  Natal 
Field  Army  would  be  asked  or  allowed  to 
make.  And  oppressed  by  these  reflections 
we  went  anxiously  to  rest  on  the  eve  of 
Majuba  Day. 
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CHAPTER  XXV 

UPON    MAJUBA   DAY 
Commandant's  Office,  Durban  :  March  6,  1900. 

Day  broke  behind  a  cloudy  sky,  and  the 
bang  of  an  early  gun  reminded  us  that  a  great 
business  was  on  hand.  The  bivouac  of  the 
Irregular  Cavalry,  which,  since  they  had  re- 
crossed  the  river,  had  been  set  at  the  neck 
between  Monte  Cristo  and  Cingolo,  was 
soon  astir.  We  arose — all  had  slept  in  their 
boots  and  had  no  need  to  dress — drank  some 
coffee  and  rejoiced  that  the  day  promised  to 
be  cool.  It  would  help  the  infantry,  and  on 
the  infantry  all  depended. 

At  half-past  six  Dundonald's  Brigade 
marched  towards  the  northern  end  of  the 
Hlangwani  plateau,  where  we  were  to  take 
up  positions  on  the  spurs  of  Monte  Cristo 
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and  along  the  bluffs  of  the  south  bank  of 
the  Tugela,  from  which  we  might  assist  the 
infantry  attack,  and  particularly  the  attack 
of  Barton's  Brigade,  by  long-range  rifle  fire, 
and  by  our  Colt  battery  and  Maxim  guns. 
While  we  marched  the  artillery  fire  grew 
more  rapid,  as  battery  after  battery  joined  in 
the  bombardment ;  and  when  we  reached  the 
high  wooded  ridge  which  we  were  ordered 
to  line,  I  could  see  our  shells  bursting  merrily 
in  the  enemy's  trenches. 

The  position  which  had  been  assigned  to 
the  South  African  Light  Horse  afforded  a 
close  yet  extensive  view  of  the  whole  scene. 
Deep  in  its  gorge  below  our  feet  flowed  the 
Tugela,  with  the  new  pontoon  bridge  visible 
to  the  left,  just  below  a  fine  waterfall.  Be- 
hind us,  on  a  rounded  spur  of  Monte  Cristo, 
one  of  the  long-range  batteries  was  firing 
away  busily.  Before  us,  across  the  river, 
there  rose  from  the  water's  edge  first  a 
yellow  strip  of  sandy  foreshore,  then  steep, 
scrub-covered  banks,  and  then  smooth,  brown 
slopes,  terminating  in  the  three  hills  which 
were  to  be  successively  assaulted,  and  which 
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were  surmounted  by  the  dark  lines  of  the 
Boer  forts  and  trenches. 

It  was  like  a  stage  scene  viewed  from 
the  dress  circle.  Moreover,  we  were  very 
comfortable.  There  were  large  convenient 
rocks  to  sit  behind  in  case  of  bullets,  or  to 
rest  a  telescope  on,  and  the  small  trees  which 
sparsely  covered  the  ridge  gave  a  partial 
shade  from  the  sun.  Opposite  our  front  a 
considerable  valley,  thickly  wooded,  ran  back 
from  the  river,  and  it  was  our  easy  and 
pleasant  task  to  *  fan '  this,  as  an  American 
officer  would  say,  by  scattering  a  ceaseless 
shower  of  rifle  and  machine-gun  bullets 
throughout  its  length.  Under  these  satis- 
factory circumstances  I  watched  the  battle. 

It  developed  very  slowly,  and  with  the 
deliberation  which  characterises  all  our 
manoeuvres.  The  guns  gradually  worked 
themselves  into  a  state  of  excitement,  and 
what  with  our  musketry,  supplemented  by 
that  of  the  Border  Regiment  and  the  Com- 
posite Battalion,  whose  duties  were  the  same 
as  ours,  and  the  machine-guns  puffing  like 
steam  engines,  we  soon  had  a  capital  loud 
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noise,  which  I  think  is  a  most  invigorating 
element  in  an  attack.  Besides  this,  the 
enemy's  sharpshooters  were  curiously  sub- 
dued. They  found  an  unexpected  amount 
of  random  bullets  flying  about,  and,  as  they 
confessed  afterwards,  it  puzzled  and  disturbed 
them. 

The  spectacle  of  two  thousand  men  firing 
for  half  a  day  at  nothing  may  provoke  the 
comment  *  shocking  waste  of  ammunition.' 
Very  likely  there  was  waste.  But  all  war  is 
waste,  and  cartridges  are  the  cheapest  item 
in  the  bill.  At  any  rate,  we  made  it  too  hot 
for  the  '  snipers '  to  show  their  heads,  which 
was  certainly  worth  fifty  men  to  the  assault- 
ing brigades.  This  method  of  preparing  an 
attack  by  a  great  volume  of  unaimed — not 
undirected — rifle  fire  is  worthy  of  the  closest 
attention.  I  have  only  once  before  noticed 
its  employment,  and  that  was  when  Sir 
Bindon  Blood  attacked  and  took  the  Tanga 
Pass.     Then,  as  now,  it  was  most  effective. 

While  we  were  thus  occupied  the  Infantry 
of  Barton's  Brigade  were  marching  across 
the  pontoon  bridge,   turning  to  their  right 
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and  filing  along  the  sandy  foreshore.  The 
plan  of  attack  to  which  Sir  Redvers  Buller 
had  finally  committed  himself  was  as  follows  : 
Hildyard's  Brigade  to  hold  its  position  on 
the  low  kopjes  ;  Barton  s  Brigade  to  cross 
the  new  pontoon  bridge  opposite  to  the  left 
of  the  enemy  s  position,  and  assault  the  hill 
marked  *  3 '  on  my  diagram,  and  hereinafter 
called  Barton's  Hill.  Next  Kitchener's 
Brigade  was  to  cross,  covered  by  Barton's 
fire,  to  assault  the  centre  hill  marked  *  2,' 
and  called  Railway  Hill.  Lastly,  Norcott's 
two  untouched  battalions  were  to  join  the 
rest  of  their  brigade,  and,  supported  by 
General  Hart's  Brigade,  to  attack  Innis- 
killing  Hill. 

In  brief,  we  were  to  stretch  out  our  right 
arm,  reach  round  the  enemy's  flank,  and 
pivoting  on  Hildyard's  Brigade  crumple  him 
from  (his)  left  to  right  It  was  the  same 
plan  as  before,  only  that  we  now  had  our 
right  hand  on  the  Monte  Cristo  ridge,  from 
which  commanding  position  our  long-range 
guns  could  enfilade  and  even  take  in  reverse 
some  of  the  enemy's  trenches. 
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The  leading  brigade  was  across  the  river 
by  nine  o'clock,  and  by  ten  had  reached  its 
position  ready  for  attacking  at  the  foot  of 
Barton's  Hill.  The  advance  began  forth- 
with and  the  figures  of  the  Infantry  could 
be  seen  swarming  up  the  steep  slopes 
of  the  river  gorge.  The  Boers  did  very 
little  to  stop  the  attack.  They  knew  their 
weakness.  One  side  of  Barton's  Hill  was 
swept  and  commanded  by  the  guns  on 
Monte  Cristo.  The  other  side,  at  the  back 
of  which  was  the  donga  we  were  'fanning,' 
was  raked  by  the  heavy  artillery  on  the 
Hlangwani  spur  and  by  the  field  batteries 
arranged  along  the  south  side  of  the  river. 
Observe  the  influence  of  the  Monte  Cristo 
ridge!  It  made  Barton's  Hill  untenable  by 
the  Boers ;  and  Barton's  Hill  prepared  the 
way  for  an  attack  on  Railway  Hill,  and 
Railway  Hill — but  I  must  not  anticipate. 
Indeed,  next  to  Monte  Cristo,  Barton's  Hill 
was  the  key  of  the  Boer  position,  and  so 
unfortunate  was  the  enemy's  situation  that 
he  could  not  hold  this  all-important  feature 
once  he  had  lost  the  Monte  Cristo  ridge. 
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What  was  tactically  possible  and  safe — 
for  the  Boer  is  a  cautious  warrior — was  done. 
Knowing  that  his  left  would  be  turned  he 
extended  a  sort  of  false  left  in  the  air  beyond 
the  end  of  the  Monte  Cristo  ridge,  and  here 
he  brought  a  gun  into  action,  which  worried 
us  among  other  people  but  did  not,  of  course, 
prevent  any  military  movement. 

By  noon  the  whole  of  Barton's  Hill 
was  in  the  possession  of  his  brigade,  without, 
as  it  seemed  to  us,  any  serious  opposition. 
The  artillery  then  turned  its  attention  to  the 
other  objectives  of  the  attack.  The  Boer 
detached  left  was,  however,  of  considerable 
strength,  and  as  soon  as  Barton  had  occupied 
this  hill  (which  proved,  moreover,  far  more 
extensive  than  had  been  expected),  he  was 
heavily  attacked  by  rifle  fire  from  its  under 
features  and  from  a  network  of  dongas  to 
the  eastward,  and  as  the  Artillery  were  busy 
preparing  the  attack  on  Railway  Hill,  the 
brigade,  particularly  the  Scots  and  Irish 
Fusiliers,  soon  became  severely  engaged  and 
suffered  grievous  loss. 

The  fact  that  Barton's  Hill  was  in   our 
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possession  made  the  Boers  on  Railway  and 
Inniskilling  Hills  very  insecure.  A  powerful 
Infantry  force  was  holding  the  left  of  their 
position,  and  though  it  was  itself  being 
actively  attacked  on  the  eastern  face,  it  could 
spare  at  least  a  battalion  to  assail  their  flank 
and  threaten  their  rear.  Covered  by  this 
flanking  fire,  by  the  long-range  musketry,  and 
by  a  tremendous  bombardment,  in  which 
every  gun,  from  the  lumbering  5  in.  siege 
guns  to  the  little  9-pounder  mountain 
battery,  joined,  the  main  attack  was  now 
launched.  It  proceeded  simultaneously 
against  Railway  Hill,  Inniskilling  Hill,  and 
the  neck  between  them,  but  as  the  general 
line  was  placed  obliquely  across  the  Boer 
front,  the  attack  fell  first  on  Railway  Hill 
and  the  neck. 

The  right  battalions  drew  up  in  many 
long  lines  on  the  sides  of  the  river  gorge. 
Then  men  began  gradually  to  work  their 
way  upwards,  until  all  the  dead  patches  of 
ground  and  every  scrap  of  cover  sheltered 
a  fierce  little  group.  Behind  the  railway 
embankment,  among  the  rocks,  in  the  scrub, 
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in  a  cutting,  near  a  ruined  house,  clusters  of 
men  eagerly  awaited  the  decisive  moment : 
and  all  this  time  more  than  seventy  guns 
concentrated  their  fire  on  the  entrenchments, 
scattering  the  stones  and  earth  high  in  the 
air.  Then,  suddenly,  shortly  after  four 
o'clock,  all  further  attempts  at  advancing 
under  cover  were  abandoned,  and  the 
Lancashire  Brigade  marched  proudly  into 
the  open  ground  and  on  the  enemy's  works. 
The  Mauser  musketry  burst  forth  at  once, 
and  the  bullets,  humming  through  the 
assaulting  waves  of  infantry,  reached  us  on 
our  hillside  and  wounded  a  trooper  in  spite 
of  the  distance.  But,  bullets  or  no  bullets, 
we  could  not  take  our  eyes  off  the  scene. 

The  Lancashire  Brigade  advanced  on  a 
wide  front  Norcott's  Riflemen  were  already 
prolonging  their  line  to  the  right.  The 
Boer  fire  was  dispersed  along  the  whole 
front  of  attack,  instead  of  converging  on 
one  narrow  column.  The  assault  was  going 
to  succeed.  We  stood  up  on  our  rocks. 
Bayonets  began  to  glitter  on  the  distant 
slope.      The  moving   lines  increased  their 
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pace.  The  heads  of  the  Boers  bobbing  up 
and  down  in  their  trenches  grew  fewer  and 
fewer.  They  knew  the  tide  was  running  too 
strongly.  Death  and  flight  were  thinning 
their  ranks.  Then  the  sky-line  of  Railway 
Hill  bristled  with  men,  who  dropped  on  their 
knees  forthwith  and  fired  in  particular  haste 
at  something  that  was  running  away  down 
the  other  side.  There  was  the  sound  of 
cheering.  Railway  Hill  was  ours.  I  looked 
to  the  left. 

The  neck  between  the  hills  was  lined 
with  trenches.  The  South  Lancashire  Regi- 
ment had  halted,  pinned  to  the  ground  by 
the  Boer  fire.  Were  they  going  to  lose  the 
day  for  us  when  it  was  already  won  ?  The 
question  was  soon  answered.  In  an  instant 
there  appeared  on  the  left  of  the  Boer  trench 
a  dozen — only  a  dozen — violent  forms  rush- 
ing forward.  A  small  party  had  worked 
their  way  to  the  flank,  and  were  at  close 
quarters  with  cold  steel.  And  then — by 
contrast  to  their  former  courage — the  valiant 
burghers  fled  in  all  directions,  and  others 
held   out   their  rifles    and    bandoliers    and 
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begged  for  mercy,  which  was  sometimes 
generously  given,  so  that  by  the  time  the 
whole  attack  had  charged  forward  into  the 
trenches  there  was  a  nice  string  of  thirty-two 
prisoners  winding  down  the  hill :  at  which 
token  of  certain  victory  we  shouted  loudly. 

Inniskilling  Hill  alone  remained,  and 
that  was  almost  in  our  hands.  Its  slopes 
were  on  three  sides  alive  with  the  active 
figures  of  the  Light  Brigade,  and  the 
bayonets  sparkled.  The  hill  ran  into  a 
peak.  Many  of  the  trenches  were  already 
deserted,  but  the  stone  breastwork  at  the 
summit  still  contained  defenders.  There, 
painted  against  the  evening  sky,  were  the 
slouch  hats  and  moving  rifles.  Shell  after 
shell  exploded  among  them  :  overhead,  in 
their  faces,  in  the  trench  itself,  behind  them, 
before  them,  around  them.  Sometimes  five 
and  six  shells  were  bursting  on  the  very 
apex  at  the  same  instant.  Showers  of  rock 
and  splinters  fell  on  all  sides. 

Yet  they  held  their  ground  and  stayed 
in  greater  peril  than  was  ever  mortal  man 
before.      But    the    infantry    were    drawing 
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very  near.  At  last  the  Dutchmen  fled. 
One,  a  huge  fellow  in  a  brown  jersey,  tarried 
to  spring  on  the  parapet  and  empty  his 
magazine  once  more  into  the  approaching 
ranks,  and  while  he  did  so  a  50  lb.  lyddite 
shell  burst,  as  it  seemed,  in  the  midst  of 
him,  and  the  last  defender  of  Inniskilling 
Hill  vanished. 

Then  the  artillery  put  up  their  sights 
and  began  to  throw  their  shells  over  the 
crest  of  hill  and  ridge,  so  that  they  might 
overtake  fugitives.  The  valleys  behind 
fumed  and  stewed.  Wreaths  of  dust  and 
smoke  curled  upward.  The  infantry  crowned 
the  trenches  all  along  the  line,  some  firing 
their  rifles  at  the  flying  enemy,  others 
beckoning  to  nearer  folk  to  surrender,  and 
they  all  cheered  in  the  triumph  of  successful 
attack  till  the  glorious  sound  came  down  to 
us  who  watched,  so  that  the  whole  army 
took  up  the  shout,  and  all  men  knew  that  the 
battle  of  Pieters  was  won. 

Forthwith  came  orders  for  the  cavalry  to 
cross  the  river,  and  we  mounted  in  high 
expectation,  knowing   that  behind  the  cap- 
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tured  hill  lay  an  open  plain  stretching  almost 
to  the  foot  of  Bulwana.  We  galloped  swiftly 
down  to  the  pontoon  bridge,  and  were  about 
to  pass  over  it,  when  the  General-in-Chief  met 
us.  He  had  ridden  to  the  other  bank  to  see 
for  himself  and  us.  The  Boer  artillery  were 
firing  heavily  to  cover  the  retreat  of  their 
riflemen.  He  would  not  allow  us  to  go 
across  that  night  lest  we  should  lose  heavily 
in  horses.  So  the  brigade  returned  dis- 
appointed to  its  former  position,  watered 
horses,  and  selected  a  bivouac.  I  was  sent 
to  warn  the  Naval  Battery  that  a  heavy 
counter-stroke  would  probably  be  made  on 
the  right  of  Barton's  Brigade  during  the 
night,  and,  climbing  the  spur  of  Monte  Cristo, 
on  which  the  guns  were  placed,  had  a  com- 
manding view  of  the  field. 

In  the  gathering  darkness  the  Boer 
artillery,  invisible  all  day,  was  betrayed  by 
its  flashes.  Two  'pom-poms'  flickered 
away  steadily  from  the  direction  of  Doom 
Kloof,  making  a  regular  succession  of  small 
bright  flame  points.  Two  more  guns  were 
firing  from  the  hills  to  our  left.      Another 
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was  in  action  far  away  on  our  right  There 
may  have  been  more,  but  even  so  it  was  not 
much  artillery  to  oppose  our  eleven  batteries. 
But  it  is  almost  an  open  question  whether  it 
is  better  to  have  many  guns  to  shoot  at  very 
little,  or  few  guns  to  shoot  at  a  great  deal ; 
hundreds  of  shells  tearing  up  the  ground 
or  a  dozen  plunging  into  masses  of  men. 
Personally,  I  am  convinced  that  future  war- 
fare will  be  to  the  few,  by  which  I  mean  that 
to  escape  annihilation  soldiers  will  have  to 
fight  in  widely  dispersed  formations,  when 
they  will  have  to  think  for  themselves,  and 
when  each  must  be  to  a  great  extent  his 
own  general ;  and  with  regard  to  artillery, 
it  appears  that  the  advantages  of  defensive 
action,  range,  concealment,  and  individual 
initiative  may  easily  counterbalance  numbers 
and  discipline.  The  night  fell  upon  these 
reflections,  and  I  hastened  to  rejoin  the 
cavalry. 

On  the  way  I  passed  through  Sir  Charles 
Warren's  camp,  and  there  found  a  gang  of 
prisoners — forty-eight  of  them — all  in  a  row, 
almost  the  same  number  that  the  Boers  had 
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taken  in  the  armoured  train.  Looking  at 
these  very  ordinary  people,  who  grinned  and 
chattered  without  dignity,  and  who  might, 
from  their  appearance,  have  been  a  knot  of 
loafers  round  a  public-house,  it  was  difficult 
to  understand  what  qualities  made  them  such 
a  terrible  foe. 

'Only  forty-eight,  sir,'  said  a  private 
soldier,  who  was  guarding  them,  '  and  there 
wouldn't  have  been  so  many  as  that  if  the 
orfcers  hadn't  stopped  us  from  giving  them 
the  bayonet.  I  never  saw  such  cowards  in 
my  life;  shoot  at  you  till  you  come  up  to 
them,  and  then  beg  for  mercy.  I'd  teach 
'em.'  With  which  remark  he  turned  to  the 
prisoners,  who  had  just  been  issued  rations 
of  beef  and  biscuit,  but  who  were  also  very 
thirsty,  and  began  giving  them  water  to 
drink  from  his  own  canteen,  and  so  left  me 
wondering  at  the  opposite  and  contradictory 
sides  of  human  nature  as  shown  by  Briton  as 
well  as  Boer. 

We  got  neither  food  nor  blankets  that 
night,  and  slept  in  our  waterproofs  on  the 
ground ;  but  we  had  at  last  that  which  was 
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better  than  feast  or  couch,  for  which  we  had 
hungered  and  longed  through  many  weary 
weeks,  which  had  been  thrice  forbidden  us, 
and  which  was  all  the  more  splendid  since  it 
had  been  so  long  delayed — Victory. 
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CHAPTER   XXVI 

THE    RELIEF   OF   LADYSMITH 
Commandant's  Office,  Durban  :  March  9,  1900. 

The  successful  action  of  the  27th  had  given 
Sir  Redvers  BuUer  possession  of  the  whole 
of  the  left  and  centre  of  the  Pieters  position, 
and  in  consequence  of  these  large  sections 
of  their  entrenchments  having  fallen  into 
British  hands,  the  Boers  evacuated  the 
remainder  and  retreated  westward  on  to  the 
high  hills  and  northward  towards  Bulwana 
Mountain. 

About  ninety  prisoners  were  captured  in 
the  assault,  and  more  than  a  hundred  bodies 
were  counted  in  the  trenches.  After  making 
allowances  for  the  fact  that  these  men  were 
for  the  most  part  killed  by  shell  fire,  and  that 
therefore  the  proportion  of  killed  to  wounded 
would  necessarily  be  higher  than  if  the  loss 
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were  caused  by  bullets,  it  seems  probable 
that  no  less  than  three  hundred  wounded 
were  removed.  Forty  were  collected  by 
British  ambulance  parties.  Of  the  Boers 
who  were  killed  in  the  retreat  no  accurate 
estimate  can  be  formed,  but  the  dongas  and 
kopjes  beyond  the  position  were  strewn  with 
occasional  corpses.  Undoubtedly  the  enemy 
was  hard  hit  in  personnel,  and  the  fact  that 
we  had  taken  two  miles  of  entrenchments  as 
well  as  considerable  stores  of  ammunition 
proved  that  a  very  definite  and  substantial 
success  had  been  won. 

But  we  were  not  prepared  for  the  complete 
results  that  followed  the  operations  of  the  27th. 
Neither  the  General  nor  his  army  expected 
to  enter  Ladysmith  without  another  action. 
Before  us  a  smooth  plain,  apparently  un- 
obstructed, ran  to  the  foot  of  Bulwana,  but 
from  this  forbidding  eminence  a  line  of 
ridges  and  kopjes  was  drawn  to  the  high 
hills  of  Doom  Kloof,  and  seemed  to  inter- 
pose another  serious  barrier.  It  was  true 
that  this  last  position  was  within  range,  or 
almost  within  range,  of  Sir  George  White's 
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guns,  SO  that  its  defenders  might  be  caught 
between  two  fires,  but  we  knew,  and  thought 
the  Boers  knew,  that  the  Ladysmith  garrison 
was  too  feeble  from  want  of  food  and  other 
privations  to  count  for  very  much.  So  Sir 
Redvers  Buller,  facing  the  least  satisfactory 
assumption,  determined  to  rest  his  army  on 
the  28th,  and  attack  Bulwana  Hill  on  March  i. 
He  accordingly  sent  a  message  by  helio- 
graph into  Ladysmith  to  say  that  he  had 
beaten  the  enemy  thoroughly,  and  was 
sending  on  his  cavalry  to  reconnoitre. 
Ladysmith  had  informed  herself,  however,  of 
the  state  of  the  game.  Captain  Tilney,  from 
his  balloon,  observed  all  that  passed  in  the 
enemy's  lines  on  the  morning  of  the  28th. 
At  first,  when  he  heard  no  artillery  fire,  he 
was  depressed,  and  feared  lest  the  relieving 
army  had  retreated  again.  Then,  as  it 
became  day,  he  was  sure  that  this  was  not 
so,  for  the  infantry  in  crowds  were  occupying 
the  Boer  position,  and  the  mounted  patrols 
pricked  forward  into  the  plain.  Presently  he 
saw  the  Boers  rounding  up  their  cattle  and 
driving  them  off  to  the  north.     Next  they 
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caught  and  began  to  saddle  their  horses. 
The  great  white  tiltedwaggonsof  the  various 
laagers  filed  along  the  road  around  the 
eastern  end  of  Bulwana  Lasdy,  up  went  a 
pair  of  shears  over  '  Long  Tom/  and  at  this 
he  descended  to  the  earth  with  the  good 
news  that  the  enemy  were  off  at  last 

The  garrison,  however,  had  been  mocked 
by  false  hopes  before,  and  all  steeled  them- 
selves to  wait '  at  least  another  ten  days.' 

Meanwhile,  since  there  was  no  fire  from 
the  enemy's  side,  our  cavalry  and  artillery 
were  rapidly  and  safely  crossing  the  river. 
There  was  a  considerable  block  at  the  bridge 
when  the  South  African  Light  Horse 
arrived,  and  we  had  full  leisure  to  examine 
the  traffic.  Guns,  men,  horses,  and  mules 
were  hurrying  across  to  the  northern  bank, 
and  an  opposing  stream  of  wounded  flowed 
steadily  back  to  the  south.  I  watched 
these  with  interest 

First  came  a  young  officer  riding  a  pony 
and  smoking  a  cigarette,  but  very  pale 
and  with  his  left  arm  covered  with  bloody 
bandages.     Brooke  greeted  him  and  asked. 
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'  Bone  ?  *  *  Yes/  replied  the  subaltern 
laconically,  'shoulder  smashed  up.'  We' 
expressed  our  sympathy.  *Oh,  that's  all 
right ;  good  show,  wasn't  it  ?  The  men  are 
awfully  pleased  ; '  and  he  rode  slowly  on  up 
the  hill — the  type  of  an  unyielding  race — 
and  stoical  besides ;  for  wounds,  especially 
shattered  bones,  grow  painful  after  twelve  or 
fourteen  hours.  A  string  of  wounded  passed 
by  on  stretchers,  some  lying  quite  still, 
others  sitting  up  and  looking  about  them  ; 
one,  also  an  officer,  a  dark,  black-moustached 
captain,  whose  eyes  were  covered  with  a 
bandage,  kept  his  bearers  busy  with  con- 
tinual impatient  questions.  '  Yes,  but  what 
I  want  to  know  is  this,  did  they  get  into 
them  with  the  bayonet  ?  *  The  volunteer 
stretcher-bearers  could  make  no  satisfactory 
reply,  but  said,  *  Yes,  they  give  'em  'ell,  sir.' 
'  Where,  on  the  left  of  Railway  Hill  ? '  'Oh, 
everywhere,  sir.'  The  group  passed  by,  and 
the  last  thing  I  heard  was,  '  How  much  of 
the  artillery  has  crossed  ?  Are  they  sending 
the  cavalry  over  ?    What  the.  .  .  .* 

Presently  came  stretchers  with  wounded 
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Boers.  Most  of  these  poor  creatures  were 
fearfully  shattered.  One  tall  man  with  a 
great  fierce  beard  and  fine  features  had  a 
fragment  of  rock  or  iron  driven  through  his 
liver.  He  was,  moreover,  stained  bright 
yellow  with  lyddite,  but  did  not  seem  in 
much  pain,  for  he  looked  very  calm  and 
stolid.  The  less  seriously  injured  among 
the  soldiers  hobbled  back  alone  or  assisted 
by  their  comrades. 

I  asked  a  smart-looking  sergeant  of  the 
Dublin  Fusiliers,  who  was  limping  along 
with  a  broken  foot,  whether  the  regiment 
had  been  again  heavily  engaged.  Of  course 
they  had. 

*  Sure,  weVe  always  in  the  thick  of  it,  sorr. 

Mr. was  hit ;  no,  not  badly ;   only  his 

wrist,  but  there's  not  many  of  the  officers 
left ;  only  two  now  who  were  at  Talana.* 

At  last  the  time  came  for  the  cavalry  to 
cross  the  bridge,  and  as  we  filed  on  to  the 
floating  roadway  we  were  amused  to  see  a 
large  fingerpost  at  the  entrance,  on  which 
the  engineers  had  neatly  painted,  *  To 
Lady  smith.'     The  brigade  passed  over  the 
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neck  between  Railway  and  Inniskilling  Hills, 
and  we  massed  in  a  suitable  place  on  the 
descending  slopes  beyond.  We  looked  at 
the  country  before  us,  and  saw  that  it  was 
good.  Here  at  last  was  ground  cavalry 
could  work  on  at  some  speed.  Ladysmith 
was  still  hidden  by  the  remaining  ridges,  but 
we  thought  that  somehow,  and  with  a  little 
luck,  we  might  have  a  look  at  it  before 
night. 

Under  Bulwana  the  waggons  of  the  Boers 
and  several  hundred  horsemen  could  be  seen 
hurrying  away.  It  was  clearly  our  business 
to  try  to  intercept  them  unless  they  had 
made  good  covering  dispositions.  Patrols 
were  sent  out  in  all  directions,  and  a 
squadron  of  Thorneycroft's  Mounted  Infantry 
proceeded  to  Pieters  Station,  where  a  com- 
plete train  of  about  twenty  trucks  had  been 
abandoned  by  the  enemy.  While  this  re- 
connaissance was  going  on  I  climbed  up 
Inniskilling  Hill  to  examine  the  trenches. 
It  was  occupied  by  the  East  Surrey  Regi- 
ment, and  the  soldiers  were  very  eager  to  do 
the  honours.      They  had  several  things  to 
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show :  *  Come  along  here,  sir ;  there's  a 
bloke  here  without  a  head ;  took  clean  off, 
sir  ; '  and  were  mightily  disappointed  that  I 
would  not  let  them  remove  the  blanket  which 
covered  the  grisly  shape. 

The  trench  was  cut  deep  in  the  ground, 
and,  unlike  our  trenches,  there  was  scarcely 
any  parapet.  A  few  great  stones  had  been 
laid  in  front,  but  evidently  the  Boer  believed 
in  getting  well  into  the  ground.  The 
bottom  was  knee  deep  in  cartridge  cases,  and 
every  few  yards  there  was.  an  enormous  heap 
of  Mauser  ammunition,  thousands  of  rounds, 
all  fastened  neatly,  five  at  a  time,  in  clips, 
A  large  proportion  were  covered  with  bright 
green  slime,  which  the  soldiers  declared  was 
poison,  but  which  on  analysis  may  prove  to 
be  wax,  used  to  preserve  the  bullet. 

The  Boers,  however,  were  not  so  guilt- 
less of  other  charges.  A  field  officer  of  the 
East  Surreys,  recognising  me,  came  up  and 
showed  me  an  expansive  bullet  of  a  particu- 
larly cruel  pattern.  The  tip  had  been  cut 
off,  exposing  the  soft  core,  and  four  slits  were 
scored  down  the  side.     Whole  boxes  of  this 
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ammunition  had  been  found.  An  officer  who 
had  been  making  calculations  told  me  that 
the  proportion  of  illegal  bullets  was  nearly 
one  in  five.  I  should  not  myself  have 
thought  it  was  so  large,  but  certainly  the 
improper  bullets  were  very  numerous.  I 
have  a  specimen  of  this  particular  kind  by 
me  as  I  write,  and  I  am  informed  by  people 
who  shoot  big  game  that  it  is  the  most  severe 
bullet  of  its  kind  yet  invented.  Five  other 
sorts  have  been  collected  by  the  medical 
officers,  who  have  .also  tried  to  classify  the 
wounds  they  respectively  produce. 

I  cannot  be  accused  of  having  written 
unfairly  about  the  enemy  ;  indeed,  I  have 
only  cared  to  write  what  I  thought  was  the 
truth  about  everybody.  I  have  tried  to  do 
justice  to  the  patriotic  virtues  of  the  Boers, 
and  it  is  now  necessary  to  observe  that  the 
character  of  these  people  reveals,  in  stress,  a 
dark  and  spiteful  underside.  A  man — I  use 
the  word  in  its  fullest  sense — does  not  wish 
to  lacerate  his  foe,  however  earnestly  he  may 
desire  his  life. 

The    popping    of   musketry    made    me 
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hasten  to  rejoin  my  regiment.  The  squadron 
of  mounted  infantry  had  reached  Pieters 
Railway  Station,  only  to  be  heavily  fired  on 
from  a  low  hill  to  the  westward  ;  and  they 
now  came  scampering  back  with  half  a  dozen 
riderless  horses.  Happily,  the  riders  mostly 
arrived  on  foot  after  a  few  minutes.  But  it 
was  evidently  necessary  to  push  forward  very 
carefully*  Indeed,  it  is  hard  to  imagine  how 
pursuits  will  occur  in  future  war,  A  hundred 
bold  men  with  magazine  rifles  on  a  ridge 
can  delay  a  whole  army.  The  cavalry  must 
reconnoitre  and  retire.  Infantry  and  guns 
must  push  forward  Meanwhile  the  beaten 
troops  are  moving  steadily  to  safety. 

In  a  little  while — to  revert  to  the 
narrative — the  horse  artillery  battery  came 
up.  and  the  offending  hill  was  conscientiously 
shelled  for  an  hour.  Then  the  patrols  crept 
forward  again,  but  progress  was  necessarily 
slow.  We  were  still  six  miles  from  Lady- 
smith  at  three  o^clock* 

At  this  hour  the  Boer  ambulances  had 
been  invited  to  come  for  such  of  their 
wounded  as  could  be  moved,  for  since  the 
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enemy  returned  our  wounded  from  Spion 
Kop  we  have  followed  the  practice  of  send- 
ing back  theirs  on  all  occasions  should  they 
prefer  it. 

Anxious  to  find  out  the  impression 
produced  on  the  Boers  by  the  late  actions,  I 
hastened  to  meet  the  ambulances,  which, 
preceded  by  three  horsemen  carrying  a  large 
white  flag,  were  now  coming  from  the  direction 
of  Bulwana*  They  were  stopped  at  our 
cavalry  picket  line,  and  a  report  of  their 
arrival  was  sent  back  to  the  nearest  brigadier. 
Their  leader  was  a  fine  old  fellow  of  the 
genuine  veldt  Boer  type.  He  spoke  English 
fluently,  and  we  were  soon  in  conversation. 

Cronje's  surrender  had  been  officially 
announced  to  us  on  the  previous  day.  and  I 
inquired  whether  he  had  heard  of  it.  He 
replied  that  he  knew  Cronje  was  in  difficulties, 
but  understood  he  had  managed  to  escape 
with  his  army.  As  for  the  surrender,  it 
might  be  true  or  it  might  be  false.  '  We  are 
told  so  many  lies  that  we  believe  nothing/ 

But  his  next  remark  showed  that  he 
realised  that  the  tide  had  begun  to  turn*     *  I 
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don't  know  what  we  poor  Afrikanders  have 
done  that  England  won't  let  us  be  a  nation.' 
I  would  have  replied  that  I  remembered 
having  heard  something  about  *  driving  the 
English  into  the  sea,'  but  I  have  been  over 
this  ground  before  in  every  sense,  and  knew 
the  futility  of  any  discussion.  Indeed,  when 
the  debate  is  being  conducted  with  shells, 
bullets,  and  bayonets,  words  are  feeble 
weapons.  So  I  said  with  an  irony  which 
was  quite  lost  on  him,  '  It  must  be  all  those 
damned  capitalists,'  and  this,  of  course,  won 
his  complete  agreement,  so  that  he  confided 
that  losing  the  position  we  had  taken  on  the 
27th  was  *  a  sore  and  bitter  blow.' 

It  happened  that  two  squadrons  of  the 
13th  Hussars  had  ridden  forward  beyond  us 
towards  Bulwana,  and  at  this  moment  the 
Boer  artillery  began  to  shell  them  rather 
heavily.  We  watched  the  proceedings  for 
a  few  minutes,  and  the  Boer  was  much 
astonished  to  see  soldiers  riding  leisurely 
forward  in  regular  though  open  order  without 
paying  the  slightest  attention  to  the  shrapnel. 
Then  several  more  squadrons  were  ordered 
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to  support  the  reconnaissance.  A  great 
company  of  horsemen  jingled  past  the  halted 
ambulances  and  cantered  off  in  the  direction 
of  the  firing.  My  companion  regarded  these 
steadfastly,  then  he  said : 

*  Why  do  they  all  look  so  pleased  ? ' 

'  Because  they  think  they  are  going  to 
fight ;  but  they  will  not  be  allowed  to.  It  is 
only  desired  to  draw  your  fire  and  recon- 
noitre.' 

The  whole  plain  was  now  occupied  by 
cavalry,  both  brigades  being  on  the  move. 

*  Little  did  we  think  a  week  ago,*  said  the 
Boer,  'that  we  should  see  such  a  sight  as 
this,  here  in  this  plain.* 

*  Didn't  you  think  we  should  get 
through  ? ' 

*  No,  we  didn't  believe  it  possible.' 

*  And  you  find  the  soldiers  brave  ? ' 
'  They  do  not  care  for  life.' 

*  And  Ladysmith  ?  ' 

*  Ah,'  his  eye  brightened,  *  there's  pluck, 
if  you  like.     Wonderful ! ' 

Then  we  agreed  that  it  was  a  sad  and 
terrible  war,  and   whoever  won   we   would 
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make  the  gold  mines  pay,  so  that  '  the 
damned  capitalists '  should  not  think  they  had 
scored,  and  thus  we  parted. 

I  afterwards  learned  that  the  Boer 
ambulances  removed  twenty-seven  of  their 
wounded.  The  condition  of  the  others  was 
too  serious  to  allow  of  their  being  moved, 
and  in  spite  of  every  attention  they  all  died 
while  in  our  hands. 

When  I  rejoined  the  South  African 
Light  Horse  the  Irregular  Brigade  had 
begun  to  advance  again.  Major  Gough's 
Composite  Regiment  had  scouted  the  distant 
ridge  and  found  it  unoccupied.  Now  Dun- 
donald  moved  his  whole  command  thither, 
and  with  his  staff  climbed  to  the  top.  But 
to  our  disappointment  Ladysmith  was  not  to 
be  seen.  Two  or  three  other  ridges  hung 
like  curtains  before  us.  The  afternoon  had 
passed,  and  it  was  already  after  six  o'clock. 
The  Boer  artillery  was  still  firing,  and  it 
seemed  rash  to  attempt  to  reconnoitre 
further  when  the  ground  was  broken  and  the 
light  fading. 

The  order  was  given  to  retire  and  the 
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movement  had  actually  begun  when  a 
messenger  came  back  from  Gough  with  the 
news  that  the  last  ridge  between  us  and  the 
town  was  unoccupied  by  the  enemy,  that  he 
could  see  Ladysmith,  and  that  there  was, 
for  the  moment,  a  clear  run  in.  Dundonald 
immediately  determined  to  go  on  himself 
into  the  town  with  the  two  squadrons  who 
were  scouting  in  front,  and  to  send  the  rest 
of  the  brigade  back  to  camp.  He  invited 
me  to  accompany  him,  and  without  delay  we 
started  at  a  gallop. 

Never  shall  I  forget  that  ride.  The 
evening  was  deliciously  cool.  My  horse  was 
strong  and  fresh,  for  I  had  changed  him  at 
midday.  The  ground  was  rough  with  many 
stones,  but  we  cared  little  for  that.  Beyond 
the  next  ridge,  or  the  rise  beyond  that,  or 
around  the  corner  of  the  hill,  was  Ladysmith 
— the  goal  of  all  our  hopes  and  ambitions 
during  weeks  of  almost  ceaseless  fighting. 
Ladysmith — the  centre  of  the  world's  at- 
tention, the  scene  of  famous  deeds,  the  cause 
of  mighty  efforts — Ladysmith  was  within 
our  reach  at  last.     We  were   going   to  be 
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inside  the  town  within  an  hour.  The  ex- 
citement of  the  moment  was  increased  by  the 
exhilaration  of  the  gallop.  Onward  wildly, 
recklessly,  up  and  down  hill,  over  the 
boulders,  through  the  scrub,  Hubert  Gough 
with  his  two  squadrons,  Mackenzie's  Natal 
Carabineers  and  the  Imperial  Light  Horse, 
were  clear  of  the  ridges  already.  We  turned 
the  shoulder  of  a  hill,  and  there  before  us  lay 
the  tin  houses  and  dark  trees  we  had  come 
so  far  to  see  and  save. 

The  British  guns  on  Caesar's  Camp  were 
firing  steadily  in  spite  of  the  twilight.  What 
was  happening?  Never  mind,  we  were 
nearly  through  the  dangerous  ground.  Now 
we  were  all  on  the  flat.  Brigadier,  staff,  and 
troops  let  their  horses  go.  We  raced 
through  the  thorn  bushes  by  Intombi  Spruit. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  challenge.  *  Halt, 
who  goes  there  ?  *  *  The  Ladysmith  Relief 
Column,'  and  thereat  from  out  of  trenches 
and  rifle  pits  artfully  concealed  in  the  scrub 
a  score  of  tattered  men  came  running,  cheer- 
ing feebly,  and  some  were  crying.  In  the 
half  light  they  looked  ghastly  pale  and  thin. 
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A  poor,  white-faced  officer  waved  his  helmet 
to  and  fro,  and  laughed  foolishly,  and  the 
tall,  strong  colonial  horsemen,  standing  up  in 
their  stirrups,  raised  a  loud  resounding  cheer, 
for  then  we  knew  we  had  reached  the  Lady- 
smith  picket  line. 

Presently  we  arranged  ourselves  in  mili- 
tary order,  Natal  Carabineers  and  Imperial 
Light  Horse  riding  two  and  two  abreast  so 
that  there  might  be  no  question  about  pre- 
cedence, and  with  Gough,  the  youngest 
regimental  commander  in  the  army,  and  one 
of  the  best,  at  the  head  of  the  column,  we 
forded  the  Klip  River  and  rode  into  the 
town. 

That  night  I  dined  with  Sir  George 
White,  who  had  held  the  town  for  four 
months  against  all  comers,  and  was  placed 
next  to  Hamilton,  who  won  the  fight  at 
Elandslaagte  and  beat  the  Boers  off  Waggon 
Hill,  and  next  but  one  to  Hunter,  whom 
everyorve  said  was  the  finest  man  in  the 
world.  Never  before  had  I  sat  in  such 
brave  company  nor  stood  so  close  to  a  great 
event     As  the  war  drives  slowly  to  its  close 
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more  substantial  triumphs,  larger  battles, 
wherein  the  enemy  suffers  heavier  loss,  the 
capture  of  towns,  and  the  surrender  of  armies 
may  mark  its  progress.  But  whatever 
victories  the  future  may  have  in  store,  the 
defence  and  relief  of  Ladysmith,  because 
they  afford,  perhaps,  the  most  remarkable 
examples  of  national  tenacity  and  persever- 
ance which  our  later  history  contains,  will 
not  be  soon  forgotten  by  the  British  people, 
whether  at  home  or  in  the  Colonies. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

AFTER   THE   SIEGE 

Durban  :  March  lo,  1900. 

Since  the  road  by  which  Dundonald's  squad- 
rons had  entered  the  town  was  never  again 
closed  by  the  enemy,  the  siege  of  Ladysmith 
may  be  said  to  have  ended  on  the  last  day 
of  February.  During  the  night  the  heavy 
guns  fired  at  intervals,  using  up  the  carefully 
husbanded  ammunition  in  order  to  prevent  the 
Boers  from  removing  their  artillery. 

On  March  i  the  garrison  reverted  to  a 
full  half-ration  of  biscuits  and  horseflesh, 
and  an  attempt  was  made  to  harass  the 
Boers,  who  were  in  full  retreat  towards  the 
Biggarsberg.  Sir  George  White  had  made 
careful  inquiries  among  the  regiments  for  men 
who  would  undertake  to  walk  five  miles  and 
fight  at  the  end  of  the  march.     But  so  reduced 
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were  the  soldiers  through  want  of  food  that, 
though  many  volunteered,  only  two  thousand 
men  were  considered  fit  out  of  the  whole 
garrison.  These  were,  however,  formed  into 
a  column,  under  Colonel  Knox,  consisting  of 
two  batteries  of  artillery,  two  squadrons  of 
the  19th  Hussars  and  5th  Lancers,  '  all  that 
was  left  of  them,'  with  horses,  and  detach- 
ments, each  about  two  hundred  and  fifty 
strong,  from  the  Manchester,  Liverpool,  and 
Devon  Regiments,  the  60th  Rifles,  and  the 
Gordon  Highlanders,  and  this  force  moved 
out  of  Ladysmith  at  dawn  on  the  ist  to  attack 
the  Boers  on  Pepworth's  Hill,  in  the  hope  of 
interfering  with  their  entrainment  at  Modder- 
spruit  Station. 

The  Dutch,  however,  had  left  a  rear 
guard  sufficient  to  hold  in  check  so  small  a 
force,  and  it  was  2  o'clock  before  Pepworth's 
H  ill  was  occupied.  The  batteries  then  shelled 
Modderspruit  Station,  and  very  nearly  caught 
three  crowded  trains,  which  just  managed  to 
steam  out  of  range  in  time.  The  whole  force 
of  men  and  horses  was  by  this  time  quite  ex- 
hausted.    The  men  could  scarcely  carry  their 
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rifles.  In  the  squadron  of  19th  Hussars  nine 
horses  out  of  sixty  fell  down  and  died,  and 
Colonel  Knox  therefore  ordered  the  with- 
drawal into  the  town. 

Only  about  a  dozen  men  were  killed  or 
wounded  in  this  affair,  but  the  fact  that  the 
garrison  was  capable  of  making  any  offensive 
movement  after  their  privations  is  a  manifest 
proof  of  their  soldierly  spirit  and  excellent  dis- 
cipline. 

On  the  same  morning  Sir  Redvers  Buller 
advanced  on  Bulwana  Hill.  Down  from  the 
coinmanding  positions  which  they  had  won 
by  their  courage  and  endurance  marched 
the  incomparable  infantry,  and  by  2  o'clock 
the  plain  of  Pieters  was  thickly  occupied  by 
successive  lines  of  men  in  extended  order, 
with  long  columns  of  guns  and  transport 
trailing  behind  them.  Shortly  before  noon  it 
was  ascertained  that  Bulwana  Hill  was  aban- 
doned by  the  enemy,  and  the  army  was 
thereon  ordered  to  camp  in  the  plain,  no 
further  fighting  being  necessary. 

The  failure  to  pursue  the  retreating  Boers 
when  two  fine  cavalry  brigades  were  standing 
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idle  and  eager  must  be  noticed.  1 1  is  probable 
that  the  Boer  rearguard  would  have  been 
sufficiently  strong  to  require  both  infantry 
and  guns  to  drive  it  back.  It  is  certain  that 
sharp  fighting  must  have  attended  the  effort 
Nevertheless  the  opinion  generally  expressed 
was  that  it  should  have  been  made.  My 
personal  impression  is  that  Sir  Redvers  BuUer 
was  deeply  moved  by  the  heavy  losses  the 
troops  had  suffered,  and  was  reluctant  to  de- 
mand further  sacrifices  from  them  at  this  time. 
Indeed,  the  price  of  victory  had  been  a  high  one. 

In  the  fortnight's  fighting,  from  Feb- 
ruary 14  to  February  28,  two  generals,  six 
colonels  commanding  regiments,  a  hundred 
and  five  other  officers,  and  one  thousand  five 
hundred  and  eleven  soldiers  had  been  killed 
or  wounded  out  of  an  engaged  force  of  about 
eighteen  thousand  men ;  a  proportion  of 
slightly  under  10  per  cent. 

In  the  whole  series  of  operations  for  the 
relief  of  Ladysmith  the  losses  amounted  to 
three  hundred  officers  and  more  than  five 
thousand  men,  out  of  a  total  engaged  force 
of  about  twenty-three  thousand,  a  proportion 
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of  rather  more  than  20  per  cent.  Nor  had 
this  loss  been  inflicted  in  a  single  day's 
victorious  battle,  but  was  spread  over 
twenty-five  days  of  general  action  in  a  period 
of  ten  weeks;  and  until  the  last  week  no 
decided  success  had  cheered  the  troops. 

The  stress  of  the  campaign,  moreover, 
had  fallen  with  peculiar  force  on  certain 
regiments :  the  Lancashire  Fusiliers  sus- 
tained losses  of  over  35  per  cent,  the  Innis- 
killings  of  40  per  cent,  and  the  Dublin 
Fusiliers  of  over  60  per  cent.  It  was  very 
remarkable  that  the  fighting  efficiency  of 
these  regiments  was  in  no  way  impaired 
by  such  serious  reductions.  The  casualties 
among  the  officers  maintained  their  usual 
glorious  disproportion,  six  or  seven  regiments 
in  the  army  having  less  than  eight  officers 
left  alive  and  unwounded.  Among  the 
cavalry  the  heaviest  losses  occurred  in  Dun- 
donald's  Brigade,  the  South  African  Light 
Horse,  Thorneycrofts  Mounted  Infantry, 
and  the  squadron  of  Imperial  Light  Horse, 
each  losing  a  little  less  than  a  quarter  of 
their  strength. 
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The  ceaseless  marching  and  fighting  had 
worn  out  the  clothes  and  boots  of  the  army, 
and  a  certain  number  of  the  guns  of  the  field 
artillery  were  unserviceable  through  constant 
firing.  The  troops,  besides  clothes,  needed 
fresh  meat,  an  exclusive  diet  of  tinned  food 
being  unwholesome  if  unduly  prolonged. 
Sir  Redvers  Buller's  estimate  that  a  week's 
rest  was  needed  does  not  seem  excessive  by 
the  light  of  such  facts,  but  still  one  more 
eflbrt  might  have  saved  much  trouble  later  on. 
On  March  3  the  relieving  army  made  its 
triumphal  entry  into  Ladysmith,  and  passing 
through  the  town  camped  on  the  plain 
beyond.  The  scene  was  solemn  and  stirring, 
and  only  the  most  phlegmatic  were  able  to 
conceal  their  emotions.  The  streets  were 
lined  with  the  brave  defenders,  looking  very 
smart  and  clean  in  their  best  clothes,  but 
pale,  thin,  and  wasp-waisted — their  belts 
several  holes  tighter  than  was  satisfactory. 

Before  the  litde  Town  Hall,  the  tower  of 
which,  sorely  battered,  yet  unyielding,  seemed 
to  symbolise  the  spirit  of  the  garrison.  Sir 
George   White  and   his  staff  sat  on   their 
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skeleton  horses.  Opposite  to  them  were 
drawn  up  the  pipers  of  the  Gordon  High- 
landers. The  townsfolk,  hollow-eyed  but 
jubilant,  crowded  the  pavement  and  the 
windows  of  the  houses.  Everyone  who 
could  find  a  flag  had  hung  it  out,  but  we 
needed  no  bright  colours  to  raise  our  spirits. 

At  eleven  o'clock  precisely  the  relieving 
army  began  to  march  into  the  town.  First 
of  all  rode  Sir  Redvers  BuUer  with  his  head- 
quarters staff  and  an  escort  of  the  Royal 
Dragoons.  The  infantry  and  artillery  fol- 
lowed by  brigades,  but  in  front  of  all,  as  a 
special  recognition  of  their  devoted  valour, 
marched  the  Dublin  Fusiliers,  few,  but 
proud. 

Many  of  the  soldiers,  remembering  their 
emerald  island,  had  fastened  sprigs  of  green 
to  their  helmets,  and  all  marched  with  a 
swing  that  was  wonderful  to  watch.  Their 
Colonel  and  their  four  officers  looked  as 
happy  as  kings  are  thought  to  be.  As  the 
regiments  passed  Sir  George  White,  the  men 
recognised  their  former  general,  and,  dis- 
daining the  rules  of  the  service,  waved  their 
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helmets  and  rifles,  and  cheered  him  with 
intense  enthusiasm.  Some  even  broke  from 
the  ranks.  Seeing  this  the  Gordon  High- 
landers began  to  cheer  the  Dublins,  and 
after  that  the  noise  of  cheering  was  continual, 
every  regiment  as  it  passed  giving  and 
receiving  fresh  ovations. 

All  through  the  morning  and  on  into  the 
afternoon  the  long  stream  of  men  and  guns 
flowed  through  the  streets  of  Ladysmith,  and 
all  marvelled  to  see  what  manner  of  men 
these  were — dirty,  war-worn,  travel-stained, 
tanned,  their  uniforms  in  tatters,  their  boots 
falling  to  pieces,  their  helmets  dinted  and 
broken,  but  nevertheless  magnificent  soldiers, 
striding  along,  deep-chested  and  broad- 
shouldered,  with  the  light  of  triumph  in  their 
eyes  and  the  blood  of  fighting  ancestors  in 
their  veins.  It  was  a  procession  of  lions. 
And  presently,  when  the  two  battalions  of 
Devons  met — both  full  of  honours — ^and  old 
friends  breaking  from  the  ranks  gripped 
each  other's  hands  and  shouted,  everyone 
was  carried  away,  and  I  waved  my  feathered 
hat,  and  cheered  and  cheered  until  I  could 
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cheer  no  longer  for  joy  that  I  had  lived  to 
see  the  day. 

At  length  all  was  over.  The  last  dust- 
brown  battalion  had  passed  away  and  the 
roadway  was  again  clear.  Yet  the  ceremony 
was  incomplete.  Before  the  staff  could  ride 
away  the  Mayor  of  Ladysmith  advanced  and 
requested  Sir  George  White  to  receive  an 
address  which  the  townspeople  had  prepared 
and  were  anxious  to  present  to  him.  The 
General  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and 
standing  on  the  steps  of  the  Town  Hall, 
in  the  midst  of  the  inhabitants  whom  he 
had  ruled  so  rigorously  during  the  hard 
months  of  the  siege,  listened  while  their 
Town  Clerk  read  their  earnest  grateful 
thanks  to  him  for  saving  their  town  from  the 
hands  of  the  enemy.  The  General  replied 
briefly,  complimented  them  on  their  behaviour 
during  the  siege,  thanked  them  for  the  way 
in  which  they  had  borne  their  many  hard- 
ships and  submitted  to  the  severe  restrictions 
which  the  circumstances  of  war  had  brought 
on  them,  and  rejoiced  with  them  that  they 
had  been  enabled  by  their  devotion  and  by 
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the  bravery  of  the  soldiers  to  keep  the 
Queen's  flag  flying  over  Ladysmith.  And 
then  everybody  cheered  everybody  else,  and 
so,  very  tired  and  very  happy,  we  all  went 
home  to  our  belated  luncheons. 

Walking  through  the  streets  it  was  difficult 
to  see  many  signs  of  the  bombardment  The 
tower  of  the  Town  Hall  was  smashed  and 
chipped,  several  houses  showed  large  holes  in 
their  walls,  and  heaps  of  broken  brickwork 
lay  here  and  there.  But  on  the  whole  the 
impression  produced  was  one  of  surprise  that 
the  Boers  had  done  so  little  damage  with  the 
sixteen  thousand  shells  they  had  fired  during 
the  siege. 

On  entering  the  houses,  however,  the 
effect  was  more  apparent.  In  one  the  floor 
was  ripped  up,  in  another  the  daylight  gleamed 
through  the  corrugated  iron  roof,  and  in  some 
houses  the  inner  walls  had  been  completely 
destroyed,  and  only  heaps  of  rubbish  lay  on 
the  floor. 

The  fortifications  which  the  troops  had 
built,  though  of  a  very  strong  and  effective 
character,  were  neither   imposing   nor  con- 
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spicuous ;  indeed,  being  composed  of  heaps 
of  stone  they  were  visible  only  as  dark  lines 
on  the  rugged  kopjes,  and  if  the  fame  of  the 
town  were  to  depend  on  relics  of  the  war  it 
would  not  long  survive  the  siege. 

But  memories  dwell  among  the  tin  houses 
and  on  the  stony  hills  that  will  keep  the  name 
of  Ladysmith  fresh  and  full  of  meaning  in  the 
hearts  of  our  countrymen.  Every  trench, 
every  mound  has  its  own  tale  to  tell,  some  of 
them  sad,  but  not  one  shameful.  Here  and 
there,  scattered  through  the  scrub  by  the 
river  or  on  the  hills  of  red  stones  almost  red 
hot  in  the  sun  blaze,  rise  the  wooden  crosses 
which  mark  the  graves  of  British  soldiers. 
Near  the  iron  bridge  a  considerable  granite 
pyramid  records  the  spot  where  Dick 
Cunyngham,  colonel  of  the  Gordons — what 
prouder  office  could  a  man  hold  i^ — fell 
mortally  wounded  on  the  6th  of  January. 
Another  monument  is  being  built  on  Waggon 
Hill  to  commemorate  the  brave  men  of  the 
Imperial  Light  Horse  who  lost  their  lives 
but  saved  the  day.  The  place  is  also  marked 
where  the  noble  Ava  fell. 
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But  there  was  one  who  found,  to  use  his 
own  words,  '  a  strange  sideway  out  of  Lady- 
smith/  whose  memory  many  English-speak- 
ing people  will  preserve.  I  do  not  write  of 
Steevens  as  a  journalist,  nor  as  the  master 
of  a  popular  and  pleasing  style,  but  as  a  mstn. 
I  knew  him,  though  I  had  met  him  rarely. 
A  dinner  up  the  Nile,  a  chance  meeting  at  an 
Indian  junction,  five  days  on  a  Mediterranean 
steamer,  two  in  a  Continental  express,  and 
a  long  Sunday  at  his  house  near  Merton — it 
was  a  scanty  acquaintance,  but  sufficient  to  be 
quite  certain  that  in  all  the  varied  circum- 
stances and  conditions  to  which  men  are 
subjected  Steevens  rang  true.  Modest  yet 
proud,  wise  as  well  as  witty,  cynical  but  above 
all  things  sincere,  he  combined  the  characters 
of  a  charming  companion  and  a  good  com- 
rade. 

His  conversation  and  his  private  letters 
sparkled  like  his  books  and  articles.  Original 
expressions,  just  similitudes,  striking  phrases, 
quaint  or  droll  ideas  welled  in  his  mind  with- 
out the  slightest  effort.  He  was  always  at 
his  best.     I  have  never  met  a  man  who  talked 
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SO  well,  SO  easily.     His  wit  was  the  genuine  . 
article — absolutely  natural  and  spontaneous. 

I  once  heard  him  describe  an  incident 
in  the  Nile  campaign,  and  the  description 
amused  me  so  much  that  I  was  impatient  to 
hear  it  again,  and  when  a  suitable  occasion 
offered  I  asked  him  to  tell  his  tale  to  the 
others.  But  he  told  it  quite  differently,  and 
left  me  wondering  which  version  was  the 
better.  He  could  not  repeat  himself  if  he 
tried,  whereas  most  of  the  renowned  talkers 
I  have  met  will  go  over  the  old  impression 
with  the  certainty  of  a  phonograph. 

But  enough  of  his  words.  He  was  not 
a  soldier,  but  he  walked  into  the  Atbara 
zareba  with  the  leading  company  of  the 
Seaforth  Highlanders.  He  wrote  a  vivid 
account  of  the  attack,  but  there  was  nothing 
in  it  about  himself. 

When  the  investment  of  Ladysmith  shut 
the  door  on  soldiers,  townspeople,  and  War 
Correspondents  alike,  Steevens  set  to  work  to 
do  his  share  of  keeping  up  the  good  spirits 
of  the  garrison  and  of  relieving  the  mono- 
tony of  the  long  days.     Through  the  first 
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three  months  of  the  siege  no  local  event  was 
awaited  with  more  interest  than  the  publica- 
tion of  a  *  Ladysmith  Lyre/  and  the  weary 
defenders  had  many  a  good  laugh  at  its 
witticisms. 

Sun,  stink,  and  sickness  harassed  the 
beleaguered.  The  bombardment  was  per- 
petual, the  relief  always  delayed ;  hope  again 
and  again  deferred.  But  nothing  daunted 
Steevens,  depressed  his  courage,  or  curbed 
his  wit.  What  such  a  man  is  worth  in 
gloomy  days  those  may  appreciate  who  have 
seen  the  effect  of  public  misfortunes  on  a 
modern  community. 

At  last  he  was  himself  stricken  down 
by  enteric  fever.  When  it  seemed  that  the 
worst  was  over  there  came  a  fatal  relapse, 
and  the  brightest  intellect  yet  sacrificed  by 
this  war  perished ;  nor  among  all  the  stub- 
bom  garrison  of  Ladysmith  was  there  a 
stouter  heart  or  a  more  enduring  spirit. 

Dismal  scenes  were  to  be  found  at  the 
hospital  camp  by  Intombi  Spruit.  Here,  in 
a  town  of  white  tents,  under  the  shadow 
of  Bulwana,  were  collected  upwards  of  two 
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thousand  sick  and  wounded — a  fifth  of  the 
entire  garrison.  They  were  spared  the 
shells,  but  exposed  to  all  the  privations  of 
the  siege. 

Officers  and  men,  doctors  and  patients, 
presented  alike  a  most  melancholy  and  even 
ghastly  appearance.  Men  had  been  wounded, 
had  been  cured  of  their  wounds,  and  had 
died  simply  because  there  was  no  nourishing 
food  to  restore  their  strength.  Others  had 
become  convalescent  from  fever,  but  had 
succumbed  from  depression  and  lack  of 
medical  comforts.  Hundreds  required  milk 
and  brandy,  but  there  was  only  water  to  give 
them.  The  weak  died:  at  one  time  the 
death  rate  averaged  fifteen  a  day.  Nearly  a 
tenth  of  the  whole  garrison  died  of  disease. 
A  forest  of  crosses,  marking  the  graves  of  six 
hundred  men,  sprang  up  behind  the  camp. 

It  was  a  painful  thing  to  watch  the 
hungry  patients,  so  haggard  and  worn  that 
their  friends  could  scarcely  recognise  them ; 
and  after  a  visit  to  Intombi  I  sat  and  gloated 
for  an  hour  at  the  long  train  of  waggons  filled 
with  all  kinds  of  necessary  comforts  which 
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crawled  along  the  roads,  and  the  relief  of 
Ladysmith  seemed  more  than  ever  worth 
the  heavy  price  we  had  paid. 

On  the  evening  after  BuUer's  victorious 
army  had  entered  the  town  I  went  to  see 
Sir  George  White,  and  was  so  fortunate  as 
to  find  him  alone  and  disengaged.  The 
General  received  me  in  a  room  the  windows 
of  which  gave  a  wide  view  of  the  defences. 
Bulwana,  Caesar's  Camp,  Waggon  Hill  lay 
before  us,  and  beneath — for  the  house  stood 
on  high  ground — spread  the  blue  roofs  of 
Ladysmith.  From  the  conversation  that 
followed,  and  from  my  own  knowledge  of 
events,  I  shall  endeavour  to  explain  so  far  as 
is  at  present  possible  the  course  of  the  cam- 
paign in  Natal ;  and  I  will  ask  the  reader  to 
observe  that  only  the  remarks  actually 
quoted  should  be  attributed  to  the  various 
officers. 

Sir  George  White  told  me  how  he  had 
reached  Natal  less  than  a  week  before  the 
declaration  of  war.  He  found  certain 
arrangements  in  progress  to  meet  a  swiftly 
approaching    emergency,    and    he    had    to 
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choose  between  upsetting  all  these  plans  and 
entirely  reconstructing  the  scheme  of  defence, 
or  of  accepting  what  was  already  done  as  the 
groundwork  of  his  operations. 

Sir  Penn  Symons,   who  had  been  com- 
manding in  the  Colony,  and   who  was  pre- 
sumably best  qualified  to  form  an  opinion  on 
the  military  necessities,  extravagantly  under- 
rated  the   Boer  fighting  power.     Some  of 
his  calculations  of  the  force  necessary  to  hold 
various  places  seem  incredible  in  the  light  of 
recent  events.      But  everyone  was  wrong 
about  the  Boers,  and  the  more  they  knew 
the  worse  they  erred.     Symons  laughed  at 
the  Boer  military  strength,  and  laboured  to 
impress  his  opinions  on  Sir  George  White, 
who  having  Hamilton's  South  African  ex- 
perience to  fall  back  on,  however,  took  a  much 
more  serious  view  of  the  situation,  and  was 
particularly  disturbed  at  the  advanced  posi- 
tion of  the  troops  at  Dundee.     He  wanted 
to  withdraw  them.     Symons  urged  the  op- 
posite considerations  vehemently.     He  was 
a    man    of  great   personal   force,    and    his 
manner  carried  people  with  him.     *  Besides/ 
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said  the  General,  with  a  kindling  eye  and 
extraordinary  emphasis,  'he  was  a  good, 
brave  fighting  man,  and  you  know  how  much 
that  is  worth  in  war/ 

In  spite  of  Symons's  confidence  and 
enthusiasm  White  hated  to  leave  troops  at 
Dundee,  and  Sir  Archibald  Hunter,  his  chief 
of  staff,  agreed  with  him.  But  not  to  occupy 
a  place  is  one  thing :  to  abandon  it  after  it 
has  been  occupied  another. 

They  decided  to  ask  Sir  Walter  Hely- 
Hutchinson  what  consequences  would  in  his 
opinion  follow  a  withdrawal.  They  visited 
him  at  ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  put  the  ques- 
tion straightly.  Thus  appealed  to,  the  Go- 
vernor declared  that  in  that  event  'loyalists' 
would  be  disgusted  and  discouraged ;  the 
results  as  regards  the  Dutch  would  be  grave, 
many,  if  not  most,  would  very  likely  rise,  be- 
lieving us  to  be  afraid  .  .  .  and  the  effect  on 
the  natives,  of  whom  there  are  some  750,000 
in  Natal  and  Zululand,  might  be  disastrous.' 

On  hearing  this  opinion  expressed  by  a 
man  of  the  Governor's  ability  and  local  know- 
ledge. Sir  Archibald  Hunter  said  that  it  was 
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a  question  *of  balancing  drawbacks/  and 
advised  that  the  troops  be  retained  at  Glencoe. 
So  the  matter  was  clinched,  *  and/  said  Sir 
George,  *  when  I  made  up  my  mind  to  let 
Symons  stay  I  shared  and  shared  alike  with 
him  in  the  matter  of  troops,  giving  him  three 
batteries,  a  regiment,  and  an  infantry  brigade, 
and  keeping  the  same  myself/ 

For  his  share  in  this  discussion  the 
Governor  was  at  one  time  subjected  to  a 
considerable  volume  of  abuse  in  the  public 
Press,  it  being  charged  against  him  that  he  had 
'interfered'  with  the  military  arrangements. 

Sir  Walter  Hely- Hutchinson,  with  whom 
I  have  had  many  pleasant  talks,  makes  this 
invariable  reply :  '  I  never  said  a  word  to 
Sir  George  White  until  I  was  asked.  When 
my  opinion  was  called  for  I  gave  it  according 
to  the  best  of  my  judgment.' 

In  the  actual  event  Dundee  had  to  be 
abandoned,  nor  was  this  a  deliberate  evacua- 
tion arising  out  of  any  regular  military  policy, 
but  a  swift  retreat  without  stores  or  wounded, 
compelled  by  the  force  of  the  enemy. 

It  is,  therefore,  worth  while  considering 
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how  far  the  Governor  s  judgment  had  been 
vindicated  by  events.  Undoubtedly  loyalists 
throughout  the  Colony  were  disgusted,  and 
that  they  were  not  discouraged  was  mainly 
due  to  the  fact  that  with  the  Anglo-Saxon 
peoples  anger  at  the  injury  usually  overcomes 
dismay.  The  effect  on  the  Dutch  was  grave, 
but  was  considerably  modified  by  the  electri- 
cal influence  of  the  victory  of  Elandslaagte, 
and  the  spectacle  of  Boer  prisoners  marching 
southward. 

The  whole  of  the  Klip  River  country, 
however,  rose,  and  many  prominent  Natal 
Dutch  farmers  joined  the  enemy.  The 
loyalty  of  the  natives  alone  exceeded  the 
Governor's  anticipations,  and  their  belief  in 
the  British  power  and  preference  for  British 
rule  was  found  to  stand  more  knocking  about 
than  those  best  able  to  judge  expected.  We 
have  reaped  a  rich  reward  in  this  dark  season 
for  having  consistently  pursued  a  kindly  and 
humane  policy  towards  the  Bantu  races  ;  and 
the  Boers  have  paid  a  heavy  penalty  for  their 
cruelty  and  harshness. 

On  the  subject  of  holding  Ladysmith  Sir 
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George  White  was  quite  clear.  *  I  never 
wanted  to  abandon  Ladysmith  ;  I  considered 
it  a  place  of  primary  importance  to  hold.  It 
was  on  Ladysmith  that  both  Republics  con- 
centrated their  first  efforts.  Here,  where  the 
railways  join,  the  armies  of  the  Free  State 
and  the  Transvaal  were  to  unite,  and  the 
capture  of  the  town  was  to  seal  their  union.' 

It  is  now  certain  that  Ladysmith  was  an 
essential  to  the  carefully  thought  out  Boer 
plan  of  campaign.  To  make  quite  sure  of 
victory  they  directed  twenty-five  thousand 
of  their  best  men  on  it  under  the  Com- 
mandant-General himself  Flushed  with  the 
spirit  of  invasion,  they  scarcely  reckoned 
on  a  fortnight's  resistance;  nor  in  their 
wildest  nightmares  did  they  conceive  a  four 
months'  siege  terminating  in  the  furious  inroad 
of  a  relieving  army. 

Exasperated  at  unexpected  opposition — 
for  they  underrated  us  even  more  than  we 
underrated  them — they  sacrificed  around 
Ladysmith  their  chances  of  taking  Pieter- 
maritzburg  and  raiding  all  Natal ;  and  it  is 
moreover  incontestable  that  in  their  resolve  to 
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take  the  town,  on  which  they  had  set  their 
hearts,  they  were  provoked  into  dose  fighting 
with  Sir  Redvers  BuUer's  army,  and  even  to 
make  an  actual  assault  on  the  defences  of 
Ladysmith,  and  so  suffered  far  heavier  losses 
than  could  otherwise  have  been  inflicted  on 
so  elusive  an  enemy  in  such  broken  country. 

'  Besides,'  said  the  General,  *  I  had  no 
choice  in  the  matter.  I  did  not  want  to 
leave  Ladysmith,  but  even  if  I  had  wanted, 
it  would  have  been  impossible,' 

He  then  explained  how  not  only  the  moral 
value,  the  political  significance  of  Ladysmith, 
and  the  great  magazines  accumulated  there 
rendered  it  desirable  to  hold  the  town,  but 
that  the  shortness  of  time,  the  necessity  of 
evacuating  the  civil  population,  and  of  help- 
ing in  the  Dundee  garrison,  made  its  retention 
actually  obligatory. 

Passing  to  the  actual  siege  of  the  town, 
Sir  George  White  said  that  he  had  decided  to 
make  an  active  defence  in  order  to  keep  the 
enemy's  attention  fixed  on  his  force,  and  so 
prevent  them  from  invading  South  Natal 
before  the  reinforcements  could  arrive.    With 
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that  object  he  had  fought  the  action  of 
October  30,  which  had  turned  out  so  disas- 
trously. After  that  he  fell  back  on  his 
entrenchments,  and  the  blockade  began. 

'  The  experience  we  had  gained  of  the 
long-range  guns  possessed  by  the  enemy,' 
said  Sir  George,  '  made  it  necessary  for  me 
to  occupy  a  very  large  area  of  ground,  and  I 
had  to  extend  my  lines  accordingly.  My 
lines  are  now  nearly  fourteen  miles  in  circum- 
ference. If  I  had  taken  up  a  smaller  position 
we  should  have  been  pounded  to  death.' 

He  said  that  the  fact  that  they  had  plenty 
of  room  alone  enabled  them  to  live,  for  the 
shell  fire  was  thus  spread  over  a  large  area, 
and,  as  it  were,  diluted.  Besides  this  the 
cattle  were  enabled  to  find  grazing,  but  these 
extended  lines  were  also  a  source  of  weak- 
ness. At  one  time  on  several  sections  of 
the  defences  the  garrison  could  only  provide 
two  hundred  men  to  the  mile. 

'  That  is  scarcely  the  prescribed  propor- 
tion. I  would  like  to  have  occupied  Bulwana, 
in  which  case  we  should  have  been  quite 
comfortable,  but  I  did  not  dare  extend  my 
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lines  any  further.  It  was  better  to  endure 
the  bombardment  than  to  run  the  risk  of 
being  stormed.  Because  my  lines  were  so 
extended  I  was  compelled  to  keep  all  the 
cavalry  in  Ladysmith.' 

Until  they  began  to  eat  instead  of  feed 
the  horses  this  powerful  mounted  force,  up- 
wards of  three  thousand  strong,  had  been  his 
mobile,  almost  his  only  reserve.  Used  in 
conjunction  with  an  elaborate  system  of 
telephones  the  cavalry  from  their  central 
position  could  powerfully  reinforce  any 
threatened  section. 

The  value  of  this  was  proved  on  January  6. 
The  General  thought  that  the  fierce  assault 
delivered  by  the  enemy  on  that  day  vindicated 
his  policy  in  not  occupying  Bulwana  and  in 
keeping  his  cavalry  within  the  town,  on 
both  of  which  points  he  had  been  much 
criticised. 

He  spoke  with  some  bitterness  of  the 
attacks  which  had  been  made  on  him  in  the 
newspapers.  He  had  always  begged  that 
the  relieving  operations  should  not  be  com- 
promised by  any  hurr)'  on  his  account,  and 
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he  said,  with  earnestness,  *  It  is  not  fair  to 
charge  me  with  all  the  loss  of  life  they  have 
involved/  He  concluded  by  saying,  deliber- 
ately :  *  I  regret  Nicholson's  Nek  ;  perhaps  I 
was  rash  then,  but  it  was  my  only  chance 
of  striking  a  heavy  blow.  I  regret  nothing 
else.  It  may  be  that  I  am  an  obstinate  man 
to  say  so,  but  if  I  had  the  last  five  months 
to  live  over  again  I  would  not — with  that 
exception — do  otherwise  than  I  have  done.' 

And  then  I  came  away  and  thought  of 
the  cheers  of  the  relieving  troops.  Never 
before  had  I  heard  soldiers  cheer  like  that 
There  was  not  much  doubt  about  the  verdict 
of  the  army  on  Sir  George  White's  conduct 
of  the  defence,  and  it  is  one  which  the  nation 
may  gracefully  accept. 

But  I  am  anxious  also  to  discuss  the 
Ladysmith  episode  from  Sir  Redvers  BuUer's 
point  of  view.  This  ofSficer  reached  Cape 
Town  on  the  very  day  that  White  was  driven 
back  on  Ladysmith.  His  army,  which  would 
not  arrive  for  several  weeks,  was  calculated 
to  be  strong  enough  to  overcome  the  utmost 
resistance   the  Boer   Republics  could  ofier. 
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To  what  extent  he  was  responsible  for 
the  estimates  of  the  number  of  troops 
necessary  is  not  known.  It  is  certain,  how- 
ever, that  everyone — Ministers,  generals, 
colonists,  and  intelligence  officers — con- 
curred in  making  a  most  remarkable  miscal- 
culation. 

It  reminds  me  of  Jules  Verne's  story  of 
the  men  who  planned  to  shift  the  axis  of  the 
earth  by  the  discharge  of  a  great  cannon. 
Everything  was  arranged.  The  calculations 
were  exact  to  the  most  minute  fraction.  The 
world  stood  aghast  at  the  impending  explo- 
sion. But  the  men  of  science,  whose  figures 
were  otherwise  so  accurate,  had  left  out  a 
nought,  and  their  whole  plan  came  to  nothing. 
So  it  was  with  the  British.  Their  original 
design  of  a  containing  division  in  Natal, 
and  an  invading  army  of  three  divisions  in 
the  Free  State,  would  have  been  excellent  if 
only  they  had  written  army  corps  instead  of 
division. 

BuUer  found  himself  confronted  with  an 
alarming  and  critical  situation  in  Natal. 
Practically  the  whole  force  which  had  been 
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deemed  sufficient  to  protect  the  Colony  was 
locked  up  in  Ladysmith,  and  only  a  few  line 
of  communication  troops  stood  between  the 
enemy  and  the  capital  or  even  the  seaport 
Plainly,  therefore,  strong  reinforcements — ^at 
least  a  division — must  be  hurried  to  Natal 
without  an  hour's  unnecessary  delay. 

When  these  troops  were  subtracted  from 
the  forces  in  the  Cape  Colony  all  prospect  of 
pursuing  the  original  plan  of  invading  the 
Free  State  was  destroyed.  It  was  evident 
that  the  war  would  assume  dimensions  which 
no  one  had  ever  contemplated. 

The  first  thing  to  be  done  therefore  was 
to  grapple  with  the  immediate  emergencies, 
and  await  the  arrival  of  the  necessary  troops 
to  carry  on  the  war  on  an  altogether  larger 
scale.  Natal  was  the  most  acute  situation. 
But  there  were  others  scarcely  less  serious 
and  critical.  The  Cape  Colony  was  quiver- 
ing  with  rebellion.  The  Republican  forces 
were  everywhere  advancing.  Kimberley 
and  Mafeking  were  isolated.  A  small 
British  garrison  held  a  dangerous  position 
at  Orange   River  bridge.      Nearly   all   the 
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Other  bridges  had  been  seized  or  destroyed 
by  rebels  or  invaders. 

From  every  quarter  came  clamourings 
for  troops.  Soldiers  were  wanted  with  vital 
need  at  Stormberg,  at  Rosmead  Junction,  at 
Colesberg,  at  De  Aar,  but  most  of  all  they 
were  wanted  in  Natal — Natal,  which  had 
been  promised  protection  'with  the  whole 
force  of  the  Empire,'  and  which  was  already 
half  overrun  and  the  rest  almost  defenceless. 
So  the  army  corps,  which  was  to  have 
marched  irresistibly  to  Bloemfontein  and 
Pretoria,  had  to  be  hurled  into  the  country 
— each  unit  as  it  arrived — wherever  the  need 
was  greatest  where  all  were  great. 

Sir  Redvers  Buller,  thus  assailed  by  the 
unforeseen  and  pressed  on  every  side,  had 
to  make  up  his  mind  quickly.  He  looked  to 
Natal.  It  was  there  that  the  fiercest  fight- 
ing was  in  progress  and  that  the  strength 
and  vigour  of  the  enemy  was  apparently 
most  formidable.  He  had  always  regarded 
the  line  of  the  Tugela  as  the  only  defensive 
^ine  which  British  forces  would  be  strong 
enough  to  hold,  and  had  recorded  his  opinion 
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against  placing  any  troops  north  of  that 
river. 

In  spite  of  this  warning  Ladysmith  had 
been  made  a  great  military  dep6t,  and  had 
consequently  come  to  be  considered  a  place 
of  primary  importance.  It  was  again  a 
question  of  balancing  drawbacks.  BuUer 
therefore  telegraphed  to  White  asking  him 
whether  he  could  entrench  and  maintain 
himself  pending  the  arrival  of  reinforce- 
ments. White  replied  that  he  was  prepared 
to  make  a  prolonged  defence  of  Ladysmith. 
To  this  proposal  the  General-in-chief  assented, 
observing  only  '  but  the  line  of  the  Tugela  is 
very  tempting.* 

General  BuUer  s  plan  now  seems  to  have 
been  briefly  as  follows :  First,  to  establish  a 
modus  Vivendi  in  the  Cape  Colony,  with 
sufficient  troops  to  stand  strictly  on  the  de- 
fensive ;  secondly,  to  send  a  strong  force  to 
Natal,  and  either  restore  the  situation  there, 
or,  failing  that,  extricate  Sir  George  White 
so  that  his  troops  would  be  again  available 
for  the  defence  of  the  Southern  portion  of 
the  Colony ;  thirdly,  with  what  was  left  of 
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the  army  corps — no  longer  strong  enough 
to  invade  the  Free  State — to  relieve  Kim- 
berley;  fourthly,  after  settling  Natal  to 
return  with  such  troops  as  could  be  spared 
and  form  with  reinforcements  from  home  a 
fresh  army  to  carry  out  the  original  scheme 
of  invading  the  Free  State. 

The  defect  in  this  plan  was  that  there 
were  not  enough  troops  to  carry  it  out  As 
we  had  underestimated  the  offensive  vigour 
which  the  enemy  was  able  to  develop  before 
the  army  could  reach  South  Africa,  so  now 
we  altogether  miscalculated  his  extraordinary 
strength  on  the  defensive.  But  it  is  impos- 
sible to  see  what  else  could  have  been  done, 
and  at  any  rate  no  one  appreciated  the 
magnitude  of  the  difficulties  more  correctly 
than  Sir  Redvers  BuUer.  He  knew 
Northern  Natal  and  understood  the  advan- 
tages that  the  Boers  enjoyed  among  its 
mountains  and  kopjes. 

On  one  occasion  he  even  went  so  far  as 
to  describe  the  operation  he  had  proposed 
as  a  '  forlorn  hope,'  so  dark  and  gloomy  was 
the  situation  in  South  Africa  during  the  fir$t 
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fortnight  in  November.  It  was  stated  that 
the  General  was  ordered  by  the  War  Office 
to  go  to  Natal,  and  went  there  against  his 
own  will  and  judgment  This,  however, 
was  not  true;  and  when  I  asked  him  he 
replied  :  '  It  was  the  most  difficult  business 
of  all.  I  knew  what  it  meant,  and  that  it 
was  doubtful  whether  we  should  get  through 
to  Ladysmith.  I  had  not  the  nerve  to  order 
a  subordinate  to  do  it.  I  was  the  big  man. 
I  had  to  go  myself.* 

What  followed,  with  the  exception  of  the 
battle  of  Colenso,  our  first  experience  of  the 
Boer  behind  entrenchments,  has  been  to 
some  extent  described  in  these  letters. 
Viewed  in  the  light  of  after  knowledge  it 
does  not  appear  that  the  holding  of  Lady- 
smith  was  an  unfortunate  act. 

The  flower  of  the  Boer  army  was  occu- 
pied and  exhausted  in  futile  efforts  to  take 
the  town  and  stave  off  the  relieving  forces. 
Four  precious  months  were  wasted  by  the 
enemy  in  a  vain  enterprise.  Fierce  and 
bloody  fighting  raged  for  several  weeks  with 
heavy  loss  to  both  sides,  but  without  shame 
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to  either.  In  the  end  the  British  were  com- 
pletely victorious.  Not  only  did  their  gar- 
rison endure  famine,  disease,  and  bombard- 
ment with  constancy  and  composure  and 
repel  all  assaults,  but  the  soldiers  of  the 
relief  column  sustained  undismayed  repeated 
disappointments  and  reverses,  and  finally 
triumphed  because  through  thick  and  thin 
they  were  loyal  to  their  commander  and  more 
stubborn  even  than  the  stubborn  Dutch. 

In  spite  of,  perhaps  because  of,  some 
mistakes  and  many  misfortunes  the  defence 
and  relief  of  Ladysmith  will  not  make  a  bad 
page  in  British  history.  Indeed  it  seems  to 
me  very  likely  that  in  future  times  our 
countrymen  will  think  that  we  were  most 
fortunate  to  find  after  a  prolonged  peace 
leaders  of  quality  and  courage,  who  were 
moreover  honourable  gentlemen,  to  carry 
our  military  affairs  through  all  kinds  of  dif- 
ficulties to  a  prosperous  issue ;  and  whatever 
may  be  said  of  the  generals  it  is  certain  that 
all  will  praise  the  enduring  courage  of  the 
regimental  officer  and  the  private  soldier. 

S^ttiswoode  *•  Ctf.  Printert,  New-street  Sfwtrt,  Lomhi^. 
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Part  I.-— From  the  Earliest  Times  to  the 
Ionian  Revolt.     Crown  8vo.,  lor.  6J. 
Part  11.-500-445  B.C.    Cr.  8vo.,  ioj.  6d. 

Aoland  and  Ransome.- A  Hand- 
book IN  Outline  op  the  Political 
History  op  England  to  1896.  Chro- 
nologically Arranged.  By  the  Right 
Hon.  A.H.  Dyke  Acland,  and  Cyril 
Ransom E,  M.A.    Crown  Svo.,  dr. 

Amos.- Primer  op  the  English 
Constitution  and  Government 
For  the  Use  of  Colleges,  Schools,  and 
Private  Students.  By  Sheldon  Amos, 
M.A.     Cr.  8vo.,6^. 

ANNUAL  REGISTER  (THE).    A  Re- 

view  of  Public  Events  at   Home  and 

Abroad,  for  the  year  1898.    8vo.,  181. 

Volumes  of  the  Annual  Register  for 

the  years  1863-1897  can  still  be  had. 

x8i.  each. 

Arnold.  —  Introductory  Lectures 
ON  Modern  History.  By  Thomas 
Arnold,  D.D.,  formerly  Head  Master 
of  Rugby  School     8vo.,  71.  6d, 

Ashbourne.- Pitt  :  Some  Chapters 
ON  His  Lips  and  Times.  By  the 
Right  Hon  Edward  Gibson,  Lord 
Ashbourne,  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ire- 
land.   With  zi  Portraits.    8vo.,  au. 

Baden-PowelL— The  Indian 
Village  Community.  Examined 
with  Reference  to  the  Physical.  Ethno- 
graphic, and  Historical  Conditions  of 
the  Provinces ;  chiefly  on  the  Basis  of  the 
Revenue-Settlement  Recordsand  District 
Manuals.  By  B.  H.  Badkn-Powell, 
M.A..C.I.E.    With  Map.    8vo..  i6f. 

BafiTwelL— Ireland  under  the 
Tudors.  By  Richard  Bagwell, 
LL.D.  (3  vols.)  Vols.  I.  and  II.  From 
the  first  invasion  of  the  Northmen  to  the 
year  1578.  8vo.,  321.  VoL  III.  1578- 
1603.    S^-t  x8^- 

Besant.— The  History  of  London. 
Bt  Sir  Walter  Besant.  With  74 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  u,  gd.  Or 
bound  as  a  School  Prize  Book,  a/.  6d, 


Brassey  (Lord).— Papers  and  Ad- 
dresses. 
Naval   and   Maritime.    1873-1893. 

a  vols.     Crown  Svo. ,  lor. 
Mercantile  Marine  and  Naviga- 
tion, from  1871- 1894     Cr.  8vo..  $s. 
Imperial  Federation  and  Coloni- 
sation   PROM    1880-1894.       Crown 
8vo.,  $s. 
Political  AND  Miscellaneous.  1861- 
1894.     Crown  8vo..  ^r. 
Bright.— A  H  istor y  op  England.    By 
the  Rev.  J.  Franck  Bright,  D.D. 
Period  I.      Medi/Eval    Monarchy  : 

A.0.  449-1485.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 
Penod    II.      Personal   Monarchy: 

1485- 1688.     Crown  8vo.,  $s. 
Period  III.     Constitutional  Mon- 
archy: 1689- 1837.    Cr.  8vo.,  7i.  6</. 
Period  IV.    The  Growth  op  Demo- 
cracy- 1837-1880.    Crown  8vo.,  6j. 
Buokle.— History    op   Civilisation 
IN  England,  France,  Spain,   and 
Scotland.        By    Henry     Thomas 
Buckle,     q  vob.     Crown  8vo.,  34J. 
Burke.— A  history  op  Spain,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Death  of  Ferdi- 
nand the  Catholic.     By  Ulick  Ralph 
Burke,  M.A.     Edited,  with  additional 
Notes  and  an  Introduction.  By  Martin 
A.  S.  Hume.   9  vols.    Cr.  8vo..  i6j.  net. 
Chesney.— Indian  Polity:  a  View  of 
the  System  of  Administration  in  India. 
By   Geueral    Sir   George   Chesnky, 
K.C.B.     With  Map  showing  aU  the 
Administrative    Divisions     of     British 
India.    8vo.,aiJ. 
Churchill.—  The    River    War  :  an 
Historical  Account  of  tlie  Reconquest  of 
the  Soudan.     By  Winston  Spencer 
Churchilu      Edited    by  Colonel    F. 
Rhodes,  D.S.O.  With  34  Maps,  51  Illus- 
trations   from    Drawings    by    Angus 
McNeill. also  7  Photogravure  Portraits 
of  Generals  etc.   9  vols.   Medium  8vo., 

Corbett.— Drake  and  the  Tudor 
Navy,  with  a  History  of  the  Rise  of  Eng- 
land as  a  Maritime  Power.  By  Julian 
S.  Corbett.  With  Portraits,,  Illustra- 
tions and  Maps,  a  vols.  Crown  Svo.  i6j. 
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Creighton  (M.,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
London). 
A  History  of  the  Papacy  from  the 

Great   Schism  to  the  Sack  of 

Rome  (1378-1527).    6  vols.    Cr.  8va. 

dr.  each. 
QuEEK  Elizabeth.      With  Portrait. 

Crown  8vo.,  dr. 

Ourzon.--PERSiA  and  the  Persian 

Question.  By  the  Right  Hon.  Lord 
CURZON  OF  Kedleston.  With  9  Maps, 
96  Illustrations,  Appendices,  and  an  In- 
dex,    a  vols.     8vo. ,  42i. 

De  Tocqueville.— Democracy  in 
America.  By  Alexis  de  Tocque- 
ville. Translated  by  Henry  Reeve, 
C.B.,  D.CL.     2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  i6j. 

DickinsorL— The  Development  of 
Parliament  during  the  Nine- 
teenth Century.  By  G.  Lowes 
Dickinson.  M.A.    8vo.,  ^5.  6d, 

Froude  (James  A.). 
The  History  of  England,  from  the 

Fall  of  Wolsey  to  the  Defeat  of  the 

Spanish  Armada. 

Popular  Edition,      la  vols.     Crown 
8vo.,  3^.  (id,  each. 

*  Silver  Library*  Edition,     12  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d,  each. 
The  Divorce  of  Catherine  of  Ara- 

GON.     Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d, 
The  Spanish  Story  of  the  Armada, 

and  other  Essays.     Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
The  English   in   Ireland  in  the 

Eighteenth   Century.       3  vols. 

Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 
English  Seamen  in  the  Sixteenth 

Century.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Council  of  Trent.  Cr.  8vo.  ,ss.6d. 
Short  Studies  on  Great  Subject& 

4  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  y,  6d.  each. 
CiCSAR :  a  Sketch.    Cr.  8vo. ,  3s.  6d, 

Gardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 
LL.D.). 
History  of  England,  from  the  Ac- 

cession  of  James  I.  to  the  Outbreak  of 

the  Civil  War,  1603-1642.     10  vols. 

Crown  8vo.,  dr.  each. 
A  History  of  the  Grkat  Civil  War, 

x642-i649.    4  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s.  each. 


Oardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 
LL.  D. ) — continued. 
A  History  of  the  Commonwealth 

AND  the  Protectorate,  1649-1660. 

Vol   I.,  1649-1651.    With  14  Maps. 

8vo.,  aij.    Vol.  II.,  1651-1654.    With 

7  Maps.     8vo.,  2 1  J. 

What  Gunpowder  Plot  Was.   With 

8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  sx. 
Cromwell's    Place    in     History. 

Founded  on  Six  Lectures  delivered  in 
the  University  of  Oxford.  Crwi-n 
8vo.,  3i.  6d, 

The  Student's  History  of  England. 
With  378  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  i2j. 

Also  in  Three  Volumes^  price  4^.  each. 

Vol.  L  B.a  S5-A.D.  1509.  173  Illus- 
trations. 

Vol.  II.  1509-1689.    96  Illustrations. 

Vol.  III.  1689-1885.     109  Illustrations. 

Q-reville.— A  Journal  of  the  Rkigns 
of  King  George  IV.,  King  William 
IV.,  AND  Queen  Victoria.  By 
Charles  C.  F.  Grsville.  formeily 
Clerk  of  the  Council.  8  vols.  Crovn 
8vo.,  35.  6d.  each. 

HARVARD  HISTORICAL  STUDIES. 

The  Suppression  of  the  African 
Slave  Trade  to  the  United 
States  of  America,  1638-1870.  Pv 
W.  E.  B.  Du  Bois,  Ph.D.  8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 

The  Contest  over  the  Ratifica- 
tion OF  the  Federal  Constitu- 
tion in  Massachusetts.  By  S.  R 
H  ARDlNG,  A.  M.     8 vo. ,  6r. 

A  Critical  Study  of  Nullification 
IN  South  Carouna.  By  D.  F. 
Houston,  A- M.    8vo.,6x. 

Nominations  for  Elective  Office 
IN  THE  United  States.  By  Fred- 
erick W.  Dalunger,  A-M.  8vo., 
7J.  dd. 

A  Bibliography  of  British  Muni- 
cipal History,  including  Gilds  and 
Parliamentary  RepresentatioD.  By 
Charles  Gross.  Ph.D.    8vo,  xai. 

THE  Liberty  and  Free  Soil  Par- 
ties IN  THE  North-Wbst.  By 
Theodore  C.  Smith,  Ph.D.  8vo.. 
7J.  6d. 

The  PROviNaAL  Governor  in  the 
Engush  Colonies  op  North 
America.  By  Evarts  Boutkll 
Greene.    8vo.,  ^s,  6d. 

***  OtMer  Volumes  are  in  freparatiaai. 
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Hammond.— A  Woman's  Part  in  a 
RkvolutioW.  By  Mrs.  John  Havs 
Hammond.    Crown  8vo.,  ai.  6d, 

Historic  Towns.— Edited  by  E.  A. 
Freeman,  D.C.L..  and  Rev.  William 
Hunt,  M.A.  With  Maps  and  Plans. 
Crown  8vo.,  31.  6rf.  each. 


London.  By  Rev.  W. 
J.  Loftie. 

Oxford.  By  Rev.  C. 
W.  BoMe. 

Winchester.  By  G. 
W.  Kitchm,  D.D. 

York.  ByRev.Jfttnea 
Reine. 

New  York.  By  Theo- 
dore Roosevelt. 

Boston  (U.S.).  By 
Henry  Cabot  Lodge. 

History    of    British 
Sir   William   Wilson 


Bristol.  By  Rev.  W. 
Hunt. 

Carlisle.  By  Mandell 
Creighton«  D.D. 

Cinque  Ports.      By 
Montagu  Burrows. 

Colchester.  By  Rev. 
E.  L.  Cutts. 

Bzeter.     By  B.  A. 
Freenuui. 

Hunter.— A 

India.      By 

Hunter.  K.C.S.I.,  M.A..  LL.D. ;  a 
Vice-President   of  the    Royal   Asiatic 
Society.      In  5  vols.      Vol.  I.— Intro- 
ductory to  the  Overthrow  of  the  English 
in  the  Spice  Archipelago,  1623.     With 
4  Maps.     8vo.,  i8j. 
Joyoe{P.W.,LL.D.). 
A  Short  History  of  Ireland,  from 
the  Earliest  Times  to  1603.     Crown 
8vo.,  xor.  6d. 
A  Child's  History  of  Ireland,  from 
the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Death  of 
(yConnell.  With  specially  constructed 
Map  and  160  Illustrations,  including 
Facsimile  in  full  colours  of  an  illumin- 
ated page  of  the  Gospel   Book   of 
MacDuman,  A.D.  850.     Fcp.  8vo., 
y.  6d. 
Kaye  and  Malleson.— History  of 
the  Indian  Mutiny,  1857-1858.     Bv 
Sir  John  W.  Kaye  and  Colonel  G.  B. 
Malleson.      With  Analytical  Index 
and  Maps  and  Plans.    6  vols.    Crown 
8va,  y.  6cl.  each. 
Iiang.— The  Companions  of  Pickle  : 
Being  a  SM^uel  to  '  Pickle  the  Spy  *.   By 
ANDREW  Lang.  With4  Plates.  8vo.,i6j. 
Leoky  (The  Rt.  Hon.  William  E.  H.). 
History  of  England  in  the  Eigh- 
teenth Century. 
Library  Edition     8  vols.    8vo. 
Vols.  I.  and  II.,  1700-1760,  361.  Vols. 
III.  and  IV.,  1760-1784.  36if.    Vols. 
V.  and  VI. ,  i784-»793.  36r«     Vols. 
VII.  and  Via.,  1793-1800,  36*. 
Cabinet  Editiw.    ENGLAND.    7  vols. 
Cr.  8vu.,  6s.  each.     Ireland.     5 
vols.    Crown  8vo.,  dr.  each. 


Leoky  (The  Rt  Hon.  Wiluam  E.  H.) 
— continued. 

History  of  European  Morals  from 
Augustus  to  Charlemagne,  a 
vols.    Crown  8vo.,  lar. 

History  of  the  Rise  and  Influence 
OF  the  Spirit  of  Rationalism  in 
Europe,    a  vols.    Crown  8vo.,  125. 

Democracy  and  Liberty. 
library  Edition,     a  vols.    8vo.,  361. 
Cabinet Editiw.  a  vols.  Cr.8vo.,iaj. 

IiOwelL— Governments  and  Parties 
in  Continental  Europe.  By  A. 
Lawrence  Loweli-  a  vols.  8vo.,  au. 

Iiytton.— The  History  of  Lord  Lyt- 
ton's  Indian  Administration,  from 
1876-1880.  Compiled  from  Letters  and 
OflBcial  Papers.  Bj  Ladv  Betty  Bal- 
four. With  Portrait  and  Map.  8vo.,  z8i. 

Maoaulay  (Lord). 
The    Life   and   Works  of   Lord 
Mac  aula  Y.     *  Edinburgh*  Edition. 
10  vols.     8va,  6r.  each. 

Complete  Works. 

*  Albany  *  Edition,  With  la  Portraits. 

la  vols.   Large  Crown  8vo..  y,  6d, 

each. 
Vols.  L-VL    History  of  England, 

FROM  THE  Accession  of  James 

the  Second. 
Vols.  VII. -X.     Essays    and    Bio- 
graphies. 
Vol  XI.-XIL    Speeches,  Lays  of 

Ancient  Rome,  etc,  and  Index. 
Library  Edition,  8  vols.  8vo.,;f5  5i. 
'  Edinburgh '  Edition,    8  vols.    8va , 

dr.  each. 
Cabinet  Edition.    16  vols.    PostSvo., 

£4  16s. 

History  of  England  from  the  Ac- 
cession OF  Tames  the  Second. 
Popular  Edition,  a  vols.   Cr.8vo.,5r. 
Student*!  Edit,  a  vols.   Cr.  8vo.,  lai. 
People's  Edition.  4  vols.  Cr.  8vo. .  i6j. 

*  A Ibany  *  Edition.     With  6  Portraits. 

6  vols.     Large  Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d. 
each. 
Cabinet  Edition.  8  vols.  Post8vo.,48j. 

*  Edinburgh '  Edition.     4  vols.     8vo. , 

dr.  each. 
Library  Edition,   5  vols.    8vo.,  £4* 
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Critical  and  Histokical  Essays, 
WITH  Lays  of  Amcibnt  Rome,  etc, 


in  I  volume. 
Popular  Editum.  Cruwn  8vo.,  2i.  6d, 
Authorised  Edition.      Crown   8va, 
2i.  6^.,  or  gilt  edges  35.  fd, 

*  Silver    Library'    EditWH.       With 

Portruit  and  4  Illustrations  to  the 
*  Lays '.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d, 

Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 
Students  Edition.  ivoL  Cr.8vo.,6(. 
People's  Edition,  a  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,8j. 

*  Trevelyan '  Edition,    a  vols.  Crown 

8vo.,  9f. 
Cabinet  Edition.  4  vols.  Post8vo.,34J. 

*  Edinburgh*  Edition,     3  vols.     8vo., 

6s.  each. 

Library  Edition.    3  vols.    8va,  361. 

Essays,  which  may  be  had  separately, 
sewed,  6d.  each  ;  cloth,  xj.  each 

Addison  and  Wal-  Ranke  and  Glad- 
pole,  stone. 

Croker's  Boswell's  Milton  and  Machia- 
Johnson.  velli. 

Hallam's    Constitu-    I/>rd  Byron. 


Lord  Clive. 

Lord  Byron,andThe 
Comic  Dramatists 
of  the  Restoration. 


tional  History. 
Warren  Hastings. 
The  Earl  of  Chat- 

hamjTwo  Essays). 
Frederick  the  Great. 

Miscellaneous  Writings. 
Peoples  Edition,    i  voL     Cr.  8vo., 

^.6d. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  azj. 

Miscellaneous  Writings,  Speeches 
AND  Poems. 

Popular  Edition.  Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d, 

Cabinet  Edition,    4  vols.    Post  8vo., 

241. 

Selections  from  the  Writings  of 
Lord  Macaulay.  Edited,  with 
Occasional  Notes,  by  the  Right  Hon. 
Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart.  Cr.  8vo. ,  6j. 

May.— The  Constitutional  History 
of  England  since  the  Accession  of 
George  I  XL  1760-1870.  By  Sir  Thomas 
Erskine  May.  K.C.B.  (Lord  Fam- 
borough).     3  vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  i8j. 


Merivale  (Charles.  D.D.). 

History  of  the  Romans  under  the 
Empire.  8  volsw  Cr.  8va,  3s.  6^. 
each. 

The  Fall  of  the  Roman  Repubi^ic: 
a  Short  History  of  the  Last  Century 
of  the  Commonwealth.     lamo. .  7^ .  €>d. 

General  History  of  Rome,  from  the 
Foundation  of  the  City  to  the  Fall  of 
Aug\xstulus,  ac.  753- A.  d.  476.  With 
5  Maps.    Crown  8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 

Montague.— The  Elements  op  Eng- 
lish constitutional  History.  By 
F.  C.  Montague,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.,  y.  td. 

Powell  and  Trevelyan.  —  The 
Peasants'  Rising  and  the  Lol- 
lards: a  Collection  of  Unpublished 
Documents,  forming  an  Appendix  to 
'England  in  the  Age  of  Wycliffb*. 
Edited  by  Edgar  Powell  and  G.  M. 
Trevelyan.    8vo.,  6;.  net. 

Bansome.— The  Rise  of  Constitu- 
tional Government  in  England. 
By  Cyril  Ransome,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo.,  ts. 

Roylance-Kent.  —  The  English 
Radicals:  an  Historical  Sketch.  By 
C  B.  Royuince-Kent.  Cr.  8vo. .  7^.  6</. 

Seebohm. — ^Ths  English  Village 
Community  Examined  in  its  Relations 
to  the  Manorial  and  Tribal  Systems, 
&C.  By  Frederic  Seebohm.  LL.D. 
F.S.A.  With  13  Maps  and  Plates. 
8vo.,  i6f. 

Bliarpe.— London  and  the  Kingdom  : 
a  History  derived  mainly  from  the 
Archives  at  Guildhall  in  the  custody  of 
the  Corporation  of  the  City  of  London. 
By  Reginald  R.  Sharpe,  D.CL.,  Re- 
cords Clerk  in  the  Office  of  the  Town 
Clerk  of  the  City  of  London.  3  \dis. 
8va,  10s.  6d.  each. 

Sha^w.— The  Church  under  the  Com- 
monwealth. By  W.  A.  Shaw,  a 
vols.    8va 

Smith.— Carthage  and  the  Cartha- 
ginians. By  R.  Bosworth  Smith, 
M.A..  With  Mapt,  Plans,  ftc  Cr. 
8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

Statham.  —  The  History  of  the 
Castle,  Town  and  Port  or  Dovkr. 
By  the  Rev.  S.  P.  H.  Statham.  With 
4  Plates  and  13  IlKts.    Cr.  S\'0. .  lo^  6d^ 
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Stephens.— A  History  OF  THE  Fkench 
RsvoLUTiON.  By  H.MoKSE  Stephens. 
8vo.    Vols.  I.  and  II.,  181.  each. 

StubbB.--HisTORy  of  the  University 
OP  Dublin,  from  its  Foundation  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century.  By  J. 
W.  Stubbs.    8vo.,  12s.  6d. 

Sutherland.— The   History    of 

AUSTRAUA  and  NBW  ZEALAND,  from 

1606-1890.  By  Alexander  Suther- 
land, M.A.,  and  George  Suther- 
land. M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  2f.  6d, 

Taylor.— A  Student's  Manual  of 
THE  History  of  India.  By  Colonel 
Meadows  Taylor,  C.S.I.,  Ac,  Cr. 
8vo.,  7i.  6d. 

Todd.— Parliamentary  Government 
in  the  British  Colonies.  By  Alpheus 
Todd.  LL.D.    8vo.,  30*.  net. 

Trevelyan.— The  American  Revolu- 
tion. Part  I.  1766. 1776.  By  the  RL 
Hon.  Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 
8va,  i6j. 


Trevelyan.— England  in  the  Age  of 
Wycliffb.  By  George  Macaulay 
Trevelyan.    8va,  i^s. 

Wakeman  and  HassalL— Essays 
Introductory  to  the  Study  of 
English  Constitutional  History. 
Edited  by  HenHy  Offley  Wakeman, 
M.A.,  and  Arthur  H  ass  all,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Walpole.— History  of  England 
FROM  the  Conclusion  of  the 
Great  War  in  18x5  to  1858.  By 
Sir  Spencer  Walpole,  K.C.  B.  6  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  6j.  each. 

Wood-Martin«— Pagan  Ireland:  an 
Archaeok»ical  Sketch.  A  Handbook  of 
Irish  Pre-Christian  Antiquities.  By  W. 
G.  Wood-Martin.  M.R.I.A.  With  512 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  15J. 

Wylle.— History  of  England  under 
Henry  IV.  By  James  Hamilton 
Wylib,  M.A..  one  of  H.M.  Inspectors 
of  Schools.  4  vols.  Crown  8vo.  Vol. 
I.,  1399-1404,  xor.  6iL  Vol  H.,  1405- 
1406,  icf.  Vol  III.,  1407-1411,  iss. 
Vol  iV.,  14XX-J413.  21/. 


Biography,  Personal  Memoirs,  &o. 


Armstrong.— The  Life  and  Letters 
of  Edmund  J.  Armstrong.  Edited 
by  G.  F.  Savage  Armstrong.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  7i.  bd. 

Bacon.— The  Letters  and  Life  of 
Francis  Bacon,  including  all  his 
Occasional  Works.  Edited  by  James 
Spedding.    7  vols.    8vo.,  £\  41. 

Bagehot.  —  Biographical  Studies. 
By  Walter  Bagehot.  Cr.  8vo. .  y,  dd. 

Boevey.— 'The  Perverse  Widow': 
being  passages  from  the  Lifeof  Catharina, 
wife  o!  William  Boevey,  Esq.,  of  Flaxley 
Abbey,  in  the  County  of  Gloucester. 
Compiled  by  Arthur  W.  Crawley- 
BOEVEY,  M.A  With  Portraits.  410., 
42J.  net. 

Carlyle.— Thomas  Carlylb:  a  History 
oihisLife.  By  James  Anthony  Froude. 
X 795- 1 835.     9  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  7J. 
1834-1881.     a  vols.     Crown  8vo..  71. 

CellinL— Chisel,  Pen  and  Poignard  ; 
or,  Benvenuto  Cellini,  his  Times  and 
his  Contemporaries.     By  the  Author  of 


Crozier.— My  Inner  Life:  being  a 
Chapter  in  Personal  Evolution  and  Auto- 
biography. By  John  Beattie  Crozier, 
Author  of  'Civilization  and  Progress,' 
etc.    8vo.,  14/. 

Dante.— The  Life  and  Works  of 
Dante  Allighieri  :  being  an  Intro- 
duction to  the  Study  of  the  '  Divina 
Commedia '.  By  the  Rev.  T.  F.  Hogan, 
D.D.,  Professor,  St.  Patrick's  College, 
Maynooth.     With  Portrait.    8vo. 

Danton.— Life  of  Danton.  By  A. 
H.  Beesly.  With  Portraits  of  Danton, 
his  Mother,  and  an  Illuiitration  of  the 
Home  of  his  Family  at  Arcis.  Crown 
8vo. ,  &r. 

Duncan.— Admiral  Duncan.  By  the 
Earl  of  Camperdown.  With  3  Por- 
traits.   8va,  lbs. 

SrasmuB.— Life  and  Letters  of 
Erasmus.  By  James  Anthony 
Froude.      Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Faraday.  —  Faraday  as  a  Dis- 
coverer. By  John  Tyndalu  Cr. 
8vo.,  y.  6rf. 


•The  LifeofSir  Kenelm  Digby,'  *  The,  FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN 
Life  of  a  Prig.'  etc.  With  19  lUustrar  HOMES.  By  A.  M.  F,  Crown  8vo., 
tions.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  \      6u 
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Biography,  Personal  Memoirs,  ti^— continued. 

Fox.— The  Early  History  of  Charles 
James  Fox.  By  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  G. 
O.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 

Library  Edition.     8vo.,  i&r. 

*  Silver  Library'   Edition,      Crown 

8vo..  3f.  6d, 
Halifax.— The  Life  and  Letters  op 

Sir  George  Savilb.  Baronet,  First 
•Marquis  of  Halifax.     By  H.  C. 

Foxcroft.    2  vols.    8vo.,  3dr. 
Hamilton.— Life  of  Sir  Wiluam 

Hamilton.    By  R.  P.  Graves.    8vo. 

3 vols,  isf.each.  Addendum.  8va.6^ 

sewed. 
Havelook.— Memoirs  op  Sir  Henry 

Havelock.  K.C.B.    By  John  Clark 

Marshman.    Crown  8vo..  y,  6d, 
HaweiB.— My  Musical  Life.    By  the 

Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.    With  Portrait  of 

Richard  Wagner  and  3  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo.,  71.  6d. 
Hiley.— Memories  of  Half  a  Cen- 
tury.     By  the  Rev.  W.  R.   Hiley, 

D.D.,    Vicar   of   Wighill,    Tadcastcr, 

With  Portrait     8vo.,  151. 
Jaokson.— Stonewall  Jackson  and 

the   American    Civil    War.      By 

Lieut -Col.    G.    F.    R,    Henderson. 

With  2  Portraits   and   33  Maps  and 

Plans.    2  vols.    8vo.,  42s, 
IiOBlie.- The  Life  and  Campaigns  of 

Alexander  Leslie.  First  Earl  op 

Leven.  By  Charles  Sanford  Terry, 

M.  A.  With  Maps  and  Plans.   8va ,  i6f. 
Ijuther.— Life    op    Luther.      By 

Julius  K6stlin.  With  62  Illustrations 

and  4  Facsimilies  of  MSS.    Crown  8vo., 

3s.6d, 
Maoaulay.— The  Life  and  Letters 

OF  Lord  Macaulay.    By  the  Right 

Hon.  Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart., 
Popular  Edit,  i  vol.  Cr.  8vo. ,  as.  6d. 
Studenfs  Edition.  1  vol.  Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 
Cabinet  Edition.  2  vols.  Post8vo.,i2J. 

*  Edinburgh  Edition.*    2  vols.     8vo., 

6s.  each. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo. ,  361. 
Marbot.— The  Memoirs  of  the  Baron 
de   Marbot.      Translated   from   the 
French.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  js. 
Max  Miiller.— AuLO  Lang  Syne.  By 
the    Right   Hon.    F.    Max    MiIller. 
First  Series.  With  Portrait  8vo.,i05.6^ 
Second  Series.     My  Indian  Friends. 
8vo. ,  zof.  6d. 


Morris.— The  Life  of  William 
Morris.  By  J.  W.  Mackail.  With 
6  Portraits  and  16  Illustrations  by  E.  H. 
New.    2  vols.    8vo.,  32;. 

Palgrave.— Francis  Turner  Pal- 
grave  :  his  Journals,  and  Memories  of 
his  Life.  By  Gwenllian  F.  Pal- 
grave. With  Portrait  and  Illustra- 
tion.   8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Place.— The  Life  of  Francis  Place, 
1771-18C4.  By  Graham  Wallas. 
M.A.    With  2  Portraits.    8vo..  12s. 

PowyB.— Passages  from  the  Diaries 
OF  Mrs.  Philip  Ltbbb  Powys,  of 
Hardwick  House.  Oxon.,  1756-1808. 
Edited  by  Emily  J.  Climenson.  With 
2  Pedigrees  (Lybbe  and  Powys)  and 
Photogravure  Portrait    8vo.,  i6f. 

RAMAJCKISHI^A :  His  Life  and 
Sayings.  By  the  Right  Hon.  F.  Max 
MUller.    Crown  8vo..  y. 

Beeve.— Memoirs  of  the  Life  and 
Correspondence  op  Henry  Reeve, 
C.B.,  late  Editor  of  the  'Edinburgh 
Review'.  By  John  Knox  Laughtok, 
M.A.  With 2  Portraits.  2  vols.  8vo.,a8f. 

Boniaiie8.r-THB  Life  and  Letters 
OP  George  John  Romanes,  M.A., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Written  and  Edited 
bnr  his  Wife.  With  Portrait  and  a 
lUustrations.    Cr.  8va.  6s. 

Seebohm.— The  Oxford  Reformers 
— JohnColet,  Erasmus  and  Thomas 
More  :  a  History  of  their  Fellow- Work. 
By  Frederic  Seebohm.    8va .  145. 

Shakespeare.— OiTTLiNES  op  thk 
Life  op  Shakespeare.  By  J.  O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps.  With  Illustrat- 
tions  and  Facsimiles.  2  vols.  Royal  Svo., 

2XJ. 

Shakespeare's  True  Life.    By  Jas. 

Walter.     With  500  Illustrations  by 

Gerald  E.  Moira.    Imp.  8vo.,  sxj. 
Stanley  (Lady). 

The  Girlhood  op  Maria  Josepha 
Holroyd  [Lady  Sunley  of  Alderly). 
Recorded  m  Letters  of  a  Hundred 
Years  Ago,  from  1776-17961  Edited 
by  J.  H.  Adeane.  with  6  Portraits. 
8vo..  its. 

The  Early  Married  Life  op  Maria 
Josepha,  Lady  Stanley,  from 
X796.  Edited  by  J.  H.  Adeake. 
With  10  Portraits  and  3  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  i&r. 
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Biography,  Personal  Memoirs,  ftc. — continued. 

Turgot.— The   Lifk  and  Writings  |  Verney.— Memoirs  op  thb  Verney 
OF   Turcot,    Comptroller-General   of      FKynui^continued, 


France,  1774-1776.  Edited  for  English 
Readers  by  W.  Walkjer  Stephens. 
With  Portrait    8yo.,  7s,  6d, 

Verney.— Memoirs  of  the  Verney 
Family.  Compiled  from  the  Letters 
and  Illustrated  l^  the  Portraits  at  Clay- 
den  House. 

Vols.  L  and  II.  During  the  Civil 
War.  By  Frances  Parthenops 
Verney.  With  38  Portraits.  Wood- 
cuts and  Facsimile.    Royal  Svo.,  421. 


Vol.  III.  During  the  Common- 
wealth. 1650-1660.  By  Margaret 
M.  Vernky.  With  10  Portraits,  &c. 
Royal  Svo. ,  ais. 

Vol.  IV.    From  the  Restoration  to 

the  Revolution.      1660  to  1696. 

By  Margaret  M.  Vernry.    With 

Portraits.     Royal  8vo.,  ais. 

Wellington.— Life  of  the  Duke  of 

Wellington.      By  the    Rev.  G.   R. 

Gleig.  M.A.    Crown  Svo.,  31.  6d. 


Travel  and  Adventure,  the  Colonies,  ftc. 


Arnold.— Seas  and  Lands.  By  Sir 
Edwin  Arnold.  With  71  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo. ,  31.  6d. 

Baker  (Sir  S.W.). 
Eight  Years  in  Ceylon.     With  6 

Illustrations.    Crown  Svo. ,  31.  6d. 
The  Rifle  and  the  Hound  in  Cey- 
IjON.    With  6  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo., 
ds.6d. 

Ball  (John). 
The  Alpine  Guide.     Reconstructed 
and  Revised  on  behalf  of  the  Alpine 
Club,  by  W.  A.  B.  Coolidge. 
Vol.  L    The  Western  Alps;   The 
Alpine  Region,  South  of  the  Rhone 
Valley,  from  the  Col  de  Tenda  to  the 
Simplon   Pass.     With   9   New   and 
Revised  Maps.    Crown  Svo..  lax.  net. 
Hints  and  Notes,  Practical  and 
Scientific,   for   Travellers   in 
the  Alps  :  being  a  Revision  of  the 
General  Introduction  to  the  'Alpine 
Guide*.    Crown  Svo.,  y.  net. 

Bent.— The  Ruined  Cities  of  Mash- 
on  aland  :  being  a  Record  of  Excava- 
tion and  Exploration  in  1S9X.  By  J* 
Theodore  Bent.  With  117  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  Sva,  31.  6d. 

Bicknell.— Travel  and  Adventure 
in  Northern  Queensland.  By 
Arthur  C.  Bicknell.  With  24  Plates 
and  9a  Illustrations  in  the  Text.     Svo., 

Brassey.— -Voyages  and  Travels  of 
Lord  brassey,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L..  1S62- 
1894.  Arranged  and  Edited  by  Captain 
S.  Eardley-Wilmot.  a  vols.  Cr. 
Sva,  iQf. 


Brassey  (The  late  Lady). 
A  Voyage  in  the  •  Sunbeam  ' ;  Our 
Home  on  the  Ocean  for  Eleven 
Months. 
Cabinet  Edition.    With  Map  and  66 

Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.,  ys.  6d. 
*  Silver  Library*  Edition.    With  66 

Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.,  v.  6d. 
Paftular  Edition,    With  60  lUustrap 

tions.    4to.,  (id.  sewed.  \s.  cloth. 
School  Edition.  With  37  Illustrations. 
Fcp.,  ar.doth,  or  31.  white  parchment. 
Sunshine  and  Storm  in  the  East. 
Cabinet  Edition,    With  a  Maps  and 
114  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo. ,  /j.  dd. 
Popular  Edition.    With  103  Illustra- 
tions.   4to. ,  (id.  sewed.  IS.  cloth. 
In  the  Trades,  the  Tropics,  and 
the  '  Roaring  Forties  '. 
Cabinet  Edition.    With  Map  and  290 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.,  ys.  6d. 

Browning.— A  Girl's  Wanderings 
in  Hungary.  By  H.  Ellen  Brown- 
ing. With  Map  and  ao  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 

ChurohUL— The  Story  of  the 
Malakand  Field  Force,  1S97.  By 
Winston  Spencer  Churchill.  With 
6  Maps  and  Plans.     Cr.  Svo.,  3^.  6d. 

Froude  (Jambs  A.). 

Oceana  :  or  England  and  her  Colonies. 
With  9  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo., 
y.6d. 

The  English  in  the  West  Indies: 
or,  the  Bow  of  Ulysses.  With  9  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  Svo.,  2s.  bds.,  as.  6d.  cL 
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Travel  and  Adventiire,  the  Colonies,  k^—amtinued, 

Howitt.— Visits  to  Remarkarlk 
Places.  Old  Halls.  Battle-Fields, 
Scenes,  illustrative  of  Striking  Passages 
in  English  History  and  Poetry.  By 
William  Howitt.  With  80  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo..  y.  6d. 


Knight  (E.  F.). 

The  Cruise  of  the  •  Alerts  ' :  the 
Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure  on 
the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad.  With 
a  Maps  and  23  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo. ,  y.  6d, 

Where  Three  Empires  Meet  :  a  Nar- 
rative of  Recent  Travel  in  Kashmir, 
Western  Tibet,  Baltistan,  Ladak, 
Gilgit,  and  the  adjoining  Countries. 
With  a  Map  and  54  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d, 

The  'Falcon'  on  the  Baltic:  a 
Voyage  from  London  to  Copenhagen 
in  a  Three-Tonner.  With  10  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  y,  6d, 

Ijees.  — Peaks  and  Pines:  another 
Norway  Book.  ByJ.  A.  Leks.  With  63 
Illustrations  and  Photographs  Cr,  8vo., 
dr. 

Lees  and  Clutterbuok.— B.  C.  1887 : 
A  Ramble  in  British  Columbia.  By 
J.  A.  Lees  and  W.  J.  Clutterbuck. 
With  Map  and  75  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo., 
31.61/. 

Macdonald.  —  The  Gold  Coast  : 
Past  and  Present.  By  George 
Macdonald.  With  3a  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  js,  6d. 


ITazLsen.— The  First  Crossing  of 
Greenland.  B]r  Fridtjop  Nanssn. 
With  Z43  lUustFadons  and  a  Map.  Cr. 
8vo. .  yt.  6d. 

FhillipB.  —  South  African  Recol- 
lections. By  Florence  Phillips 
(Mrs.  Lionel  Phillips).  With  37  Il- 
lustrations.   8va,  js,  6d. 

Smith.— Climbing  in  the  British 
Isles.    By  W.  P.  Haskett  Smith. 
With  Illustrations  by  Ellis  Cark,  and 
Numerous  Plans. 
Part  I.  England.    i6mo.,  3^.  6d. 
Part  II.    Wales    and    Ireland. 
i6ma,  ys,  6d. 
Stephen.  —  The     Playground     of 
Europe    (The    Alps).      By     Lkslik 
Stephen.  With  4  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d, 
THREE  IN  NORWAY.     By  Two  ot 
Them.     With  a  Map  and  59  Illustza- 
tions.    Cr.  8vo. ,  ai.  boards,  as.  6d.  doth. 

Tyndall  (John). 
The  Glaciers  of  the  Alps  :  being  a 
Narrative  of  Excursions  and  Ascents. 
An  Account  of  the  Origin  and  Pheno- 
mena of  Glaciers,  and  an  Expositioo 
of  the  Physical  Principles  to  which 
they  are  related.     With  6z  IQustta- 
tions.     Crown  8vo. .  6f.  6d,  neL 
Hours  of  Exercise  in  the  Alps^ 
With  7  Illustrations.   Cr.  8va,  6s.  6d. 
net. 
Vivian.— Ser VIA :     the    Poor    Man's 
Paradise.    By  Herbert  Vivian,  M.  A. . 
Officer  of  the  Royal  Order  of  Takovo. 
With  Map  and  Portrait  of  King  Alex- 
ander.   8vo.,  15;. 


Sport  and  Pastime. 
THE  BADMINTON  LIBRARY. 

Edited  by   HIS   GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF   BEAUFORT,    K.G..  and 

A.  K  T.  WATSON. 
Complete  in  a8  Volumes.     Crown  8vo.,  Price  xos.  6d.  each  Volume.  Cloth. 
The  Volumes  are  also  issued  half -bound  in  Leather,  with  gilt  top.     The  price  c^n 
be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 


ARCHERY.  By  C.  J.  LONGMAN  and 
Col.  H.  Walrond,  With  Contribu- 
tions by  Miss  Legh,  Viscount  Dillon, 
&c.  With  a  Maps.  23  Plates,  and  17a 
Illustrations  in  the  Text  Crown  8vo., 
lui.  td. 


ATHLETICS.  By  Montague  Shear- 
man. With  Chapters  on  Athletics  at 
School  by  W.  Beacher  Thomas  ;  Ath- 
letic Sports  in  America  by  C.  H.  SiiEJC- 
RILL ;  a  Contribution  on  Paper-chasing 
by  W.  Rye,  and  an  Introduction  by  Sir 
Richard  Webster,  Q.C,  M.  P,  \\nth 
12  Plates  and  37  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo.,  xos.  6d^ 
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Sport  and  ^taMjn%--€ontinu€d. 
THE  BADMINTON  LIBRARY— ^(7////«i/^//. 


BIG  GAME  SHOOTING.     By  Clivk 
Phillipps-Wollky. 
Vol.  I.    Africa  and  America.    With 
Contributions   by   Sir  Samuel  W. 
Baker.    W.    C.    Oswell.    F.    C. 
Sklous,  &C.      With  ao  Plates  and 
57  Illustrations  in  the  Text.     Crown 
8vo.,  xoj.  (xL 
Vol.  11.     Europe,  Asia,  and  the 
Arctic  Regions.  WithContnbutions 
by  Licut.-Colonel  R.  Heber  Percy, 
Major  Algernon  C  Heber  Percy, 
&&     With  17  Plates  and  56  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.      Crown  8vo., 
lor.  (id, 
BILLIARDS.  By  Major  W.  Broadkoot, 
R.R       With  Contributions  by  A.  H. 
Boyd,    Sydenham    Dixon,    W.    J. 
Ford,  &c.      With  11  Plates,  19  Illus- 
trations in  the   Text,    and    numerous 
Diagrams.     Crown  8vo.,  iw.  6d. 
COURSING   AND    FALCONRY.      By 
Harding  Cox,   Charles  Richard- 
son, and  the  Hon.  Gerald  Lascelles. 
With  20  Plates  and  55  Illustrations  in 
the  Text      Crown  8vo.,  xof.  6d, 
CRICKET.     By  A.  G.  Steel,  and  the 
Hon.  R.  H.  Lyttelton.    With  Con- 
tributions by  Andrew  Lang,  W.  G. 
Grace.  F.  Gale,  &c.    With  13  Plates 
and  52  Illustrations  in  the  Text.   Crown 
8vo.,  xor.  6d, 
CYCLING.      By  the  Earl  of  Albe- 
marle, and  G.  Lacy  Hillibr.     With 
19  Plates  and  44  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.    Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d, 
DANCING.     By  Mrs.   Lilly   Grove, 
F.R.G.^.     With  Contributions  by  Miss 
MiDDLETON,  The  Hon.   Mrs.   Army- 
tagb,  &&     With  Musical  Examples, 
and  38  Full-page  Plates  and  93  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.     Cr.  8vo..  10s.  6d. 
DRIVING.      By  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Beaufort,  k.G.    With  Contributions 
by  A.  E.  T.  Watson,  the  Earl  of 
Onslow,  &c.    With  la  Plates  and  54 
Illustrations  in  the  Text     Crown  8vo. , 
loj.  6d. 
FENCING,  BOXING,  AND  WREST- 
LING.    By  Walter  H.    Pollock, 
F.   C.   Grove,   C.   Prevost,    E.    B. 
Mitchell,  and  Walter  Armstrong. 
With  18  Plates  and  24  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.     Crown  8va,  lox.  6rf. 


FISHING.   By  H.  Cholmondeley-Pen- 

nell. 

Vol.  I.  Salmon  and  Trout.  Witn 
Contributions  by  H.  R.  Francis, 
Major  John  P.  Traherne.  &c 
With  9  Plates  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions of  Tackle,  &c.  Crown  Bvo,. 
los.  6d, 

Vol.  II.  Pike  and  other  Coarse 
Fish.  With  Contributions  by  the 
Marquis 'of  Exeter,  William 
Senior,  G.  Christopher  Davis, 
&c.  Vi^ith  7  Plates  and  numerous 
Illustrations  of  Tackle,  &c.  Crown 
8vo.,  lor.  6d. 

FOOTBALL.  By  Montague  Shear- 
man, W.  J.  Oakley.  G.  O.  Smith, 
Frank  Mitchell,  &c  With  19  Plates 
and  35  Illustrations  in  the  Texu  Cr. 
8vo.,  lor.  6^. 

GOLF.  By  Horace  G.  Hutchinson. 
With  Contributions  by  the  Rt  Hon.  A. 
J.  Balfour,  M.P..  Sir  Walter 
Simpson,  Bart.,  Andrew  Lang.  &c. 
With  32  Plates  and  57  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.    Cr.  8vo.,  loj.  6rf. 

HUNTING.  By  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Beaufort  K.G..  and  Mowbray 
Morris.  With  Contributions  by  the 
Earl  OF  Suffolk  and  Berkshire, 
Rev.  £.  W.  L.  Davies,  G.  H.  Long- 
man, &c  With  J  Plates  and  54  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8va, 
101.  61L 

MOUNTAINEERING.  ByC.  T.Dent. 
With  Contributions  by  Sir  W.  M.  Con- 
way, D.  W.  Freshfield,  C.  E.  Ma- 
thews, &c.  With  13  Plates  and  95 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
10s.  6d, 

POETRY  OF  SPORT  (THE).— Selected 
by  Hedley  Peek.  With  a  Chapter  on 
Classical  Allusions  td  Sport  by  Andrew 
Lang,  and  a  Special  Preface  to  the 
Badminton  Library  by  A.  E.  T.  Wat- 
son. With  32  Plates  and  74  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo.,  lo*.  6rf. 

RACING  AND  STEEPLE-CHASING. 
By  the  Earl  of  Suffolk  and  Berk- 
shire, W.  G.  Craven,  the  Hon.  F. 
Lawley,  Arthur  Coventry,  and 
A.  E.  T.  Watson.  With  Frontispiece 
and  56  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  lor.  6d, 
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Sport  and  tZMOmt—^ntinued. 
THE  BADMINTON  hlBRKRY'-confinued. 

SKATING.  CURLING.  TOBOGGAN- 
ING.    By  J.  M.  Hbathcotb.  C  G. 
Tkbbutt,   T.    Maxwell    Witham, 
Rev.    John   Kkrk.  Osmond   Hake, 
Henry  A.  Buck,  ftc.    With  la  Plates 
and  373  Illustrations  in  the  TesL    Cr. 
8va,  10s  (hL 
SWIMMING.  By  Archibald  Sinclair 
and  William  Henry,  Hon.  Sees  of 
the  life-Saving  Society.    With  13  Plates 
and  Z06  Illustrations  in  the  Text.    Cr. 
8vo.,  lor.  6d, 
TENNIS,    LAWN     TENNIS,     RAC- 
KETS, AND  FIVEa     By  J.  M.  and 
C.  G.  Heathcote.  E.  O  Plsydell* 
BouvERiB,  and  A.  C.  Ainger.    With 
Contributions  by  the  Hon.  A.  Lyttel^ 
TON,  W.  C.  Marshall,  Miss  L.  Dod, 
&c      With  12  Plates  and  67  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.    Crown  8va,  zos.  6tL 
YACHTING. 
Vol.  L    Cruising.  Construction  ob 
Yachts,   Yacht   Racing  Rules. 
FiTTiNG-oirr,  &C.    By  Sir  Edward 
Sullivan,    Bart.,   the  Earl  or 
Pembroke,  Lord  Brassey,  K.C.B., 
C.    E.    Seth-Smith,    C.B.,    G.    L. 
Watson,  R.  T.  Pritchett,  K  F. 
Knight,  &c.     Wiih  ai  Plates  and 
93  Illustrations  in  the  Text     Crown 
8vo.,  xof.  td. 
Vol.  II.    Yacht  Clubs.  Yachtiho  in 
America  and  the  Colonies,  Yacht 
Racing,  &c.    By  R.  T.  Pritchett, 
The  Marquis  op  Dufferin  and 
AvA.  K.P.,  The  Earl  of  Onslow, 
James  McFerran,  &c     With    35 
Plates  and   160  Illustrations  in   the 
Text      Crown  8vo.,  105.  6tL 


RIDING  AND  POLO.  By  Captain 
Robert  Weir,  J.  Moray  Brown, 
T.  F.  Dale,  the  Duke  of  Beaufort. 
the  Earl  of  Suffolk  and  Berk- 
shire, &C.  With  18  Plates  and  41 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo. , 

ROWING.  By  R.  P.  P.  RowE  and  C 
M.  Pitman.  With  Chapters  on  Steer- 
ing by  C.  P.  Serocold,  and  F.  C. 
Begg  ;  Metropolitan  Rowing  by  S.  Le 
Blanc  Smith  ;  and  on  PUNTING  by 
P.  W.  Squirf«  With  75  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  101.  6rf. 

SEA  FISHING.  By  John  Bickerdyke, 
Sir  H.  W.  Gore-Booth,  Alfred  C. 
Harmsworth,  and  W.  Senior.  With 
22  Full-pa}(^e  Plates  and  175  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

SHOOTING. 
Vol.  I.  Field  and  Covert.  By  Lord 
WALSiNGHAMandSir  Ralph  Payne- 
Gallwey,  BarL  With  Contribu- 
tions by  the  Hon.  Gerald  Las- 
celles  and  A.  J.  Stuart- Wortley. 
With  II  Plates  and  94  Illustrations 
in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

Vol.  II.  Moor  and  Marsh.  By  Lord 
Walsingh  AM  and  Sir  Ralph  Payne- 
Gallwey,  Biirt.  With  Contributions 
by  Lord  Lovat  and  Lord  Charles 
Lennox  Kerr.  With  8  Plates  and 
'  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
,  10s.  6d. 

Fur,  Feather  and  Fin  Series. 

Edited  by  A.  E.  T.  Watson. 
Crown  8vo..  price  5/.  each  Volume. 
•/  The  Volumes  are  also  issued  half-bound  in  Leather,  with  gilt  top.     The  price 

be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 
THE  PARTRIDGE.  Natural  History, 
by  the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson; 
Shooting,  by  A.  J.  Stuart- Wortley  ; 
Cookery,  by  George  Saintsbury. 
With  II  Illustrations  and  various  Dia- 
grams in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo. ,  55. 


8vo 


THE  GROUSE.  Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  Stuart- Wortley  ;  Cookery, 
by  George  Saintsbury.  With  13 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams 
in  the  Text     Crown  8vo. ,  5*. 


THE  PHEASANT.  Natural  HUtory,  hy 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson  ;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  Stuart- Wortley;  Cookety, 
bV  Alexander  InnesSh AND.  With  10 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y. 

THE  HARE.  Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson;  Shooting^ 
b^  the  Hon.  Gerald  Lascelles; 
Coursing,  by  CHARLES  Richardson  ; 
Huntings  by  J.  S.  Gibbons  and  G.  H. 
LoNGMAN ;  Cookery,  by  CoL  Kennf.v 
Herbert.    With  9  lUus.   Cr.  8vo.,  51:. 


LONGMANS  AND  CO.'S  STANDARD  AND  GENERAL  WORKS,    \\ 


Sport  and  Y^A^mt—continued. 
Fur,  Feather  and  Fin  SE^^RveA—Gon^nued, 

THE  SALMON.  By  the  Hon.  A.  E. 
Gathornb-Hardy.  With  Chapters  on 
the  Law  of  Salmon-Fishing  b>k  Claud 
Douglas  Pennant;  Cookery,  by 
Alexanosr  Innbs  Shand.  With  8 
lUustratioDS.    Crown  8va ,  5j; 


RED  DEER  Natural  History^  by 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macphbrson  ;  Deer 
Stalking  b^  CAMERON  OF  LOCHIEL. 
stag  Hunting,  by  Viscount  Ebring- 
TON ;  Cookery,  by  Alexander  Innss 
Shand.  With  lo  Illustrations.  Crown 
8va.  s*. 

THE  RABBIT.  By  JAMRS  Edmund 
Harting.  With  a  Chapter  on  Cookery 
by  Alexander  Innes  Shand.  With 
xo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo. ,  y. 

WILDFOWL.  By  the  Hon.  John 
Scott  Montagu.  With  Illustrations, 
&c.  \In  preparation. 


THE  TROUT.  By  the  MARQUEts  op 
Gran  BY.  With  Uhaptcrs  on  Breeding 
of  Trout  by  Col.  H.  Custance  ;  and 
Cookery,  bv  Alexander  Innes 
Shand.  With  la  Ulustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  51; 


Andr^.—CoLONBL  Bogey's  Sketch- 
book. Comprising  an  Eccentric  Col- 
lection of  Scribbles  and  Scratches  found 
in  disused  Lockers  and  swept  up  in  the 
Pavilion,  together  with  simdry  After- 
Dinner  Sayings  of  the  Colonel  By  R. 
ANDRi,  West  HerU  Golf  Clua 
Oblong  4to.,  or.  (id 

Blaokbume.  —  Mr.  Bi^ckburne's 
Games  at  Chess.  Selected,  Anno- 
UtedandArran^byHimselt  Edited, 
with  a  Biographical  Sketch  and  a  brief 
History  of  Blindfold  Chess,  by  P. 
Anderson  Graham    8va,  is.  6d,  net. 

DEAD  SHOT  (THE) :  or,  Sportsman's 
Complete  Guide.  Being  a  Treatise  on 
the  use  of  the  Gun,  with  Rudimentary 
and  Finishing  Lessons  in  the  Art  of 
Shooting  Game  of  all  kinds.  Also 
Game-driving,  Wildfowl  and  Pigeon- 
shooting.  Dog-breaking,  etc.  By  MARKS- 
MAN. With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  lor.  6d, 

miiB.— Chess  Sparks  ;  or,  Short  and 
Bright  Games  of  Chess.  Collected  and 
Arranged  by  J.  H.  Ellis,  M.A.  8vo., 
^.6d, 

Folkard.— The  Wild-Fowler:  A 
Treatise  on  Fowling,  Ancient  and 
Modem;  descriptive  also  of  Decoys 
and  Flight-ponds,  Wild-fowl  Shooting, 
Gunning-punts,  Shooting-yachts,  &c. 
Also  Fowling  in  the  Fens  and  in  Foreign 
Countries,  Rock-fowling,  &c,  &c.,  by 
H.  C.  FOLKARD.  With  13  Engravings 
on  Sted,  and  several  Woodcuts.  8va, 
laj.  6d. 

Ford.— The  Theory  and  Practice  of 
Archery.  By  Horace  Ford.  New 
Edition,  thoroughly  Revised  and  Re- 
written by  W.  Butt,  M.  A.  With  a  Pre- 
face by  C  J.  Longman,  M.A.  8vo.,  141. 


Franola.— A  Book  on  Angling:  or. 
Treatise  on  the  Art  of  Fishing  in  every 
Branch ;  including  full  Illustrated  List 
of  Salmon  Flies.  By  Francis  Francis. 
With  Portrait  and  Coloured  Plates. 
Crown  8vo.,  15;. 

Gibson*— Tobogganing  on  Crooked 
Runs.  By  the  Hon.  Harry  Gibson. 
With  Contributions  by  F.  de  B.  Strick- 
land and '  Lady-Tobogganer  '.  With 
40  lUustiiations.    Crown  8vo..  6s, 

G-raham.— CotmTRY  Pastimes  for 
Boys.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
With  959  Illustrations  from  Drawmgs 
and  Photographs.    Crown  8vo. ,  y,  dd. 

HutohinBon.— The  Book  of  Golf 
AND  Golfers.  Bv  Horace  G.  Hut-  . 
chinson.  With  Contributions  by  Miss 
Amy  Pasgoe.  H.  H.  Hilton.  J.  H. 
Taylor,  H.  J.  Whigham,  and  Messrs. 
StrrroN  &  Sons.  With  71  Portraits, 
&c.    Medium  8vo..  lar.  net 

Iiang.— Angling  Sketches.  By  An- 
drew Lang.  With  ao  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.6d, 

Llllie.— Croquet  :  its  History,  Rules, 
and  Secrets.  By  ARTHUR  Lillie, 
Champion  Grand  National  Croquet 
Club,  1879 ;  Winner  of  the '  All-Comers' 
Championship,'  Maidstone,  1896.  With 
4  Fuu-page  Illustrations  by  Lucie n 
Davis,  15  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and 
97  Diagrams.    Crown  8vo. .  6s. 

Iiongm an.— Chess  Openings.  By 
Frederick  W.  Longman.  Fcp.  8vo., 
ar.  6d, 

Madden.— The  Diary  of  Master 
Wiluam  Silence  :  A  Study  of  Shake- 
speare and  of  EUxabetban  Sport.  By 
the  Right  Hon.  D.  H.  Madden.  Vice- 
Chancellor  of  the  University  of  Dublin, 
8vo.,  i6s^ 
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Sport  and  Pastime — continued, 

Pole.— The  Theory  of  the  Modern 
Scientific  Game  of  Whist.  Bv 
WiLUAM  Pole,  F.  R.S.  Fqj.  8vo. ,  xf.  ed. 


MaBkelyne.~-SHARPS  and  Flats  :  a 
CorapJetc  Revelation  of  the  Secrets  of 
Cheating  at  Games  of  Chance  and  Skill. 
By  John  Nevil  Maskeltne,  of  the 
Egyption  HalL    With  6a  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  dr. 
Moffftt.— Crickett  Cricket  :  Rhymes 
and  Parodies.     B^  Douglas  Moffat, 
with  Frontispiece  by  Sir  Frank  Lock- 
wood,  Q.C.,  M.P..  and  53  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.    Crown  8vo.,  ai.  6d, 
Park.— The    Game    of   Gout.      By 
William     Park,    Junr.,    Champion 
Golfer,  1887-89.    With  17  Plates  and  a6 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Cr.  8vo. .  js,  6d. 
Payne-Oallwey  (Sir  Ralph,  Bart). 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (First 
Series).  On  theChoiceand  Useof  a  Gun. 
With  41  Illustrations.  Cr.  8m. ,  7s,  6d. 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (Second 
Series).   On  the  Production,  Preserva- 
tion, and  Killingof  Game.  With  Direc- 
tions in  Shooting  Wood-Pigeons  and 
Br«dcing-in  Retrievers.     With  Por- 
trait and   103  Illustrations.     Crown 
8vo.,  I3J.  6d. 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (Third 
Scries).     Comprising  a  Short  Natural 
History  of  the  Wildfowl  that  are  Rare 
or  Common  to  the  British  Islands, 
with  Complete  Directions  in  Shooting 
Wildfowl  on  the  Coast  and  Inland. 
With  aoo  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo. ,  z&r. 


Ppoctor.— How  to  Play  Whist: 
with  the  Laws  and  Etiquette  op 
Whist.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor. 
Crown  8vo.,  y,  td, 

Bibblesdale.— The  Queen's  Hounds 
AND  Stag-Hunting  Recollections. 
By  Lord  Ribblesdalk,  Master  of  tlte 
Buckhounds,  1893-95.  With  Introduc- 
tory Chapter  on  the  Hereditary  Master- 
ship by  £.  Burrows.  With  24  Plates  and 
35  Illustrations  in  the  Text.     8va ,  2  v. 

BonaldB.— The  Fly-Fisher*s  Ento- 
mology. By  Alfred  Ronalds.  With 
90  Coloured  Plates.    8vo.,  14^. 

WatBOXL— Racing  and  'Chasing:  a 
Collection  of  Sporting  Stories.  By 
Alfred  E.  T.  Watson,  Editor  of  the 
'Badmington  Magazine*.  With  16 
Plates  and' 36  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo.,7J.  6d. 

WilcockB.  The  Ska  Fisherman  :  Com- 
prising the  Chief  Methods  of  Hook  and 
Line  Fishing  in  the  British  and  other 
Seas,  and  Remarks  on  Nets,  Boats,  and 
Boating.  By  J.  CWilcocks.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.,  6r. 


Yeterinary  Hedioine,  fto. 


steel     (John     Henry.     F.R.C.V.S., 

F.Z.S.,    A.V.D.),    late    Professor    of 

Veterinary   Science   and    Principal    of 

Bombay  Veterinary  College. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of  the 
Dog  :  being  a  Manual  of  Canine  Pa- 
thology. Especially  adapted  for  the 
use  of  Veterinary  Practitioners  and 
Students.  With  88  Illus.  8vo.,  101.  6d. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of 
THE  Ox  :  being  a  Manual  of  Bovine 
Pathology.  Especially  adapted  for 
the  use  of  Veterinary  Practitioners 
and  Students.  With  a  Plates  and  1x7 
Woodcuts.     8vo.,  iv. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of  the 
Sheep:  being  a  Manual  of  Ovine 
Pathology  for  the  use  of  Veterinarv 
Practitioners  and  Students.  With 
Coloured  Plate  and  99  Woodcuts. 
8vo.,  lar. 

Outlines  of  Equine  Anatomy:  a 
Manual  for  the  use  of  Veterinary 
Students  in  the  Dissecting  Room. 
Crown  8vo.,  7j.6rf.  I 


Fits  wygram.-HoRSKs  and  Starlp.s. 
By  Major-General  Sir  F.  Fitzwygram, 
Bart  With  56  pages  of  Illustrations. 
8va,  2f.  6d,  net. 

Sohreiner.  —  The  Angora  Goat 
(published  under  the  auspices  of  the 
South  African  Angora  Goat  Breeders' 
Association),  and  a  Paper  on  the  Ostrich 
preprinted  from  the  Zoolcgisi  for 
March,  1897).  With  a6  Illustrations. 
By  S.  C  Cronwright  Schreiker. 
8va,  lor.  6eL 

'  Stonehenffs.'— The  Dog  in  Hkai-th 
AND  Disease.  By  '  Stone hengs '. 
With  78  Wood  Engravings.  8vo. ,  js,  e>d. 

TOUatt  (WiLUAM). 
The  Horse.  Revised  and  enlarged.    By 
W.  Watson.  M.R.CV.S.    Witb  sa 
Wood  Engravings.    8vo.,  7s,  6d. 
The  Dog.  Revised  and  enlarged.  ^Vith 
93  Wood  Engravings.    8vo.,  ^» 
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Mental,  Moral,  and  Politioal  Philosophy. 

LOGIC,  RHETORIC,  PSYCHOLOGY,  b'c 
A.bbott.—THR  Elements  OF  Logic.  By 
T.  K.  Abbott,  B.D.    i2ma,  31. 

Aristotle. 

The  Ethics:  Greek  Text.  Illustrated 
with  Essay  and  Notes.  By  Sir  Alex- 
ander Grant.  Bart,  a  vols.  8vo.f32j. 

An  Introduction  to  Aristotle's 
Ethics.  Books  I. -IV.  (Book  X.  c. 
vi.-ix.  in  an  Appendix.)  With  a  con- 
tinuous Analysis  and  Notes.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  Moore,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo., 
lof.  6d. 


Baoon  (Francis). 
Complete  Works.    Edited  by  R.  L. 

Ellis,  James  Spbdding,  and  D.  D. 

Heath.    7  vols.    8vo.,  £2  13*.  6d. 
Letters  and  Life,  including  all  his  | 

occasional  Works.    Edited  by  James  i 

Speddino.    7  vols     8vo.,  ;f4  4J.         I 
The  Essays  :  vrith  Annotations.     By , 

Richard  Whatelt,  D.D.      8va.   Hodgson  (Shadworth  H.). 


CroBier  (John  Beattie)— ^o«/»ii««/. 
Civilisation  and  Progress;   being 
the  Outlines  of  a    New  System  of 
Political,  Religious  and  Social  Philo- 
sophy.   8vo.,  14J. 

Davidson.— The  Logic  of  Defini- 
tion, Explained  and  Applied.  By 
W1U.1AM  L.  Davidson,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo.,6j. 

Green  (Thomas  Hill).    The  Works  of. 
Edited  by  R.  L.  Nettleship. 
Vols.   I.  and  II.  Philosophical  Works. 

8vo.,  16s.  each. 
Vol.  HI.  Miscellanies.    With  Index  to 

the  three  Volumes,  and  Memoir.   8vo., 

3IJ. 

Lectures  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Obligation.  With  Pre- 
face by  Bern AR D  Bosa nqu  et.  8vo.  , 
5^. 


iQS.  6d, 
The  Essays:  Edited,  with  Notes.    By 

F.  Storr  and  C.  H.  Gibson.     Cr. 

8vo,,  y,  td. 
The  Essays.  With  Introduction, Notes, 

and  Index.     By  E,  A.  Abbott,  D.D. 

a  vols.    Fcp  8vo..  6*.    The  Text  and 

Index  only,  without  Introduction  and 

Notes,  in  One  Volume.     Fcp.  8vo., 

aj.  6d. 

Bain  (Alexander). 

Mental  Scibncb.    Crown  8vo. ,  61. 6d. 

Moral  Science.    Crown  8vo.,  41.  6rf. 

The  two  works  as  above  can  be  Mad  in  one 

volume,  price  los,  6d, 

Senses  and  the  Intf.i.lect.  8vo.yi5J. 

Emotions  and  the  Will,    8vo.,  151. 

Logic,  Deductive  and  Inductive. 
Part  L,  4r.     Part  II..  61.  6d. 

Practical  Essays.    Crovm  8vo.,  as. 

Bray.— The  Philosophy  of  Neces- 
sity; or  Law  in  Mind  as  in  Matter. 
By  Charles  Bray.    Crown  8vo.,  5*. 

Crozler  (John  Beattie). 
History  of  Intellectual  Develop- 
ment :  on  the  Lines  of  Modern  Evolu- 
tion. 

Vol.  I.  Greek  and  Hindoo  Thought ; 
Graeco- Roman  Paganism;  Judaism ; 
and  Christianity  down  to  the  Closing 
of  the  Schools  of  Athens  by  Justi- 
nian, 529  A.D.    8vo.,  14J. 


Time  and  Space:  a  Metaphysical 
Essay.     Bvo.,  i6j. 

The  1  hrory  of  Practice  •  an  Ethical 
Inquiry,     a  vols.     8vo.,  241. 

The  Philosophy  of  Reflection,  a 
vols.    Bvo.,  a  I  J. 

The  Meta physic  of  Experience. 
Book  I.  General  Analysis  of  Experi- 
ence. Book  II.  Positive  Science.  Book 
III.  Analysis  of  Conscious  Action. 
Book  IV.  The  Real  Universe.  4  vols. 
8vo. ,  36^.  net. 

Hume.— The  Philosophical  Works 
of  David  Hume.  Edited  by  T.  H. 
Grekn  and  T.  H.  Grose.  4  vols.  8vo. , 
28J.  Or  separately,  Essays.  2  vols. 
14J.  Treatise  of  Human  Nature,  a 
vols.     X4J. 

James.— The  Will  to  Bblirvr,  and 
other  E^ssays  in  Popular  Philosophy. 
By  William  James,  M.D.,  LL.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo.,  ys.  6d. 

Justinian.— The  Institutes  of  Jus- 
tinian: Latin  Text,  chiefly  that  of 
Huschke,  wkh  English  Introduction, 
Translation.  Notes,  and  Summary.  By 
Thomas  C.  Sandars,  M.A.  Bvo.,  i%s. 

Kant(lMMANUEL). 

Critique  of  Practical  Reason,  and 
Other  Works  on  the  Theory  op 
Ethics.  Translated  byT.  K.  Abbott, 
aD.     With  Memoir.     8vo.,  lar.  td. 
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Kant  (lUUKV\3KL)'^onHnued, 
Fundamental  Principles  of  tme 
Metaphysic  of  Ethics.  Trans- 
lated by  T.  K.  Abbott,  B.D.  Crown 
8vo.,  3*. 
Introduction  to  Logic,  and  his 
Essay  on  the  Mistaken  Subtiltt 
OF  the  Four  Figures.  Translated 
by  T.  K  Abbott.    8vo.  ,  6x. 

Killiok.~HANDBOOK  to  Mill's  Sys- 
tem OF  Logic.  By  Rev.  A.  H.  Kil- 
LiCK,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Ladd  (George  Trumbull). 
A  Theory  of  Reality  :  an  Essay  in 
Metaphysical  System  upon  the  Basis 
of    Human    Cognitive    Experience. 
8vo.,  i8j. 

EI.BMENTS  OF  PHYSIOLOGICAL  PSY- 
CHOLOGY.    8vo.,  2Ii. 

Outlines  of  Descriptive  Psycho- 
logy :  a  Text-Book  of  Mental  Science 
for   Colleges   and   Normal   Schools. 

8V0.,   I2J. 

Outlines  of  Physiological  Psy- 
chology.    8V0.,  12S. 

Primer  of  Psychology.  Crown  8vo., 
Ss.6d. 

Lecky.— The  Map  of  Life  :  Conduct 
AND  Character.  By  William 
Edward  Hartpole  Lecky.  8vo., 
lor.  6d. 

Iiutoslawski.— The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  Plato's  Logic  With  an 
Account  of  Plato's  Style  and  of  the 
Chronology  of  his  Writmgs.  By  WlN- 
centy  Lutoslawski.    8va,  au. 

Max  Mtiller  (F.). 
The  Science  of  Thought.    8vo.  ,  qlt. 
The  Six  Systems  of  Indian  Phil- 
osophy.   8vo.,  i&r. 

Mill.— Analysis  of  the  Phenomena 
OF  THE  Human  Mind.  By  James 
Mill.    2  vols.    8vo..  a8j. 

Mill  (John  Stuart). 
A  System  of  Logic.    Cr.  8vo. ,  3*.  6d. 
On  Liberty.    Cr.  8vo. ,  is.  4//. 
Considerations  on  Representative 

Government.    Crown  8vo.,  ar. 
Utilitarianism.    8vo.,  2s.  6d, 


Mill  QoHN  Stuart)— ca«/f«i/<4iL 

Examination     of     Sir     William 

Hamilton's  Philosophy.   8vo.  ,  16s. 

Nature,  the  Utility  of  Religion, 

and  Theism.  Three  Essays.  8V0..51. 

Monok.— An  Introduction  to  Logic. 
By  William  Henry  S.  Monck.,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo.,  51. 

BomaaeB.~MiND  and  Motion  and 
Monism.  By  George  John  Romanes, 
LL.D.,    F.R,S.      Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6J. 

Stock.— Lectures  in  the  Ltcxum  ;  or. 
Aristotle's  Ethics  for  English  Readers. 
Edited  by  St.  George  Stock.  Grown 
8vo.,  7s.  6rf. 

Sully  (James). 

The  Hitman  Mind:  a  Text-book  of 
Psychology.    3  vols.    8vo.,  au. 

OtTTLiNss  of  Psychology.  Crown 
8vo. ,  gs. 

The  Teacher's  Handbook  of  Psy- 
chology.   Crown  8va,  6s.  6d, 

Studies  of  Childhood.  8vo.  lof.  6d. 

Children's  Ways:  being  Selections 
from  the  Author's  '  Studies  of  Child* 
hood '.  With  25  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  4J.  6d. 

Sutherland.  —  The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  the  Moral  Instinct. 
By  Alexander  Sutherland,  M.A. 
a  vols.    8va,  aSj. 

Swinburne.— Picture  Logic:  an 
Attempt  to  Popularise  the  Science  cl 
Reasoning.  By  Alfred  James  Swin- 
burne. M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  2X.  6d. 

Webb.— The  Veil  of  Isis  :  a  Series  of 
Essays  on  Idealism.  By  Thomas  EL 
Webb,  LL.D..  Q.C    8vo.,  10s.  6tf. 

Weber.— History  of  Philosophy. 
By  Alfred  Weber,  Professor  in  the 
University  of  Strasburg.  Translated  bv 
Frank  Thilly,  Ph.D.    8vo.,  idr. 

Whately  (Archbishop). 
Bacon's  Essays.    With  Annotations. 

8vo.,  xor.  6d. 
EiJCMENi-s  OF  Logic.    Cr.  8vo.,  ^.  6J. 
Elements  of  Rhetoric    Cr.    8vo.. 
4J.  6^. 
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Zeller  (Dr.  Edward). 


The  Stoics,  Epicureans,  and  Scep- 
tics. Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J. 
ReiCHEL,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  151. 

Outlines  of  the  History  of  Greek 
Philosophy.  Translated  by  Sarah 
F.  Alleynr  and  Evelyn  Abbott, 
M.A..  LUO.     Crown  8vo..  lof.  6d, 


Zeller  (Dr.  'EjmMLi})--continued, 
Plato  and  the  Older   Academy. 
Translated  by  Sarah  F.  Alleyne 
and  Alfred  Goodwin.  B.  A.    Crown 
8vo.,  1^. 
Socrates  and  the  Socr  aticSchooi.s. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J.  Rrichel, 
M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  ioj.  6d. 
Aristotle  and  the  Earlier  Peri- 
patetics.    Translated  by  B.  F.  C- 
CosTBLLOK,  M.A.,  and  J.  H.  MuiR* 
HEAD,  M.A.    2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  241. 


MANUALS  OF  CATHOLIC  PHILOSOPHY. 
(Stonyhurst  Series.) 


A  Manual  of  Political  Economy. 
By  C.  S.  Devas,  M.A.     Cr.  8vo. ,  dr.  6d. 

First  Principles  of  Knowledge.     By 
John  Rickaby.  S.J.    Crown  8vo.,  51. 

General  Metaphysics.  ByJoHN  Rick- 
aby, S.J.    Crown  8vo.,  51. 

Logic.     By  Richard  F.  Clarke,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  51. 


Moral  Philosophy  (Ethics  and  Natu- 
ral Law).  By  Joseph  Rickaby,  S.  J. 
Crown  8va,  sr. 


Natural   Theology.      By   Bernard 
Boeddbr,  S.J.    Crown  8vo.,  6j.  6d, 

PsYrfToioGY.     By  Michael  Maher, 
S.j.    Crown  8va.  6f.  6</. 


History  and  Science  of  Lnn^nage,  fto. 


Davidson.— Leading  and  I  mportant 
English  Words:  Explained  and  Ex- 
emplified. By  William  U  David- 
son, M.A.     Fcp.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 


Farrar.—LANGUAGE  and  Languages. 
By  F.  W.  Farrar,  D.D.,  Dean  of 
Canterbury.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 


Oraliam.— English  Synonyus,  Qassi- 
fied  and  Explained:  with  Practical 
Exercises.  By  G.  F.  Graham.  Fcap. 
8vo.,  6s. 


Max  MuUer  (F.). 
The  Science  of  Language,  Founded 
on  Lectures  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution  in  i86z  and  1863.     a  vols. 
Crown  8vo.f  Jos, 

Biographies  of  Words,  and  the 
Home  ofths  Aryas.    Crown  8vo., 

Roffet.  —  Thesaurus  of  English 
WORDS  AND  Phrases.  Classified  and 
Arranged  so  as  to  FaciliUte  the  Ex- 
pression of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary 
Composition.  By  Peter  Mark  Roget, 
M,D.,F.R.S.  With  fulUndex.  Crown 
8vo.,  10s,  6d. 

Whately.— English  Synonyms.  By 
E.  Jane  Whately.    Fcap.  8vo.,  y. 


Aebley. 

AND  Theory.   By  W.  J.  Ashley,  M.A. 
Cr.  8vo.,  Part  I.,  51.     Part  II.,  101.  6d. 

Bacehot.— Economic  Stitdibs.  By 
Walter  Bagehot.    Cr.  8vo.,  y,  td. 

Brassey.— Papers  and  Addresses  on 
Work  AND  Wages.  By  Lord  Brassey. 
Edited  by  J  Potter,  and  with  Intro- 
duction by  George  Howell,  M.P. 
Crown  8vo.,  51. 

Channlng.— The  Truth  aboitt  Agri- 
cuLTtJRAL  Depression  :  An  Economic 
Study  of  the  Evidence  of  the  Royal 
Commission.  By  Francis  Allston 
Channing.  M.P.,  one  of  the  Commis- 
sion.   Crown  Bvo.,  6s, 


Devas.— A  Manual  of  Political 
Economy.  By  C  S.  Devas,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo.,  6r.  6d,  [Manuals  cfCaiho- 
Hc  Fkilosophy,) 

Jordan.— The  Standard  of  Value. 
By  William  Leighton  Jordan. 
Crown  8vo.,  6f. 

Leslie.— Essays  on  Political  Eco- 
nomy. By  T.  E.  Cliffs  Lesue,  Hoil 
LL.D.,  DubL     8vo.,  ioj.  6rf. 

Maoleod  (Henry  Dunning). 
Economics  for  Beginners.    Crown 

SvC,  2J. 

The  Elements  of  Economics,  s 
vols.    Crown  8vo. ,  y,  6d,  each. 

Bimetalism.    8vo..  ju.  net 

The  Elements  of  Banking.  Crown 
Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

The  Theory  and  Practice  of  Bank- 
ing.   Vol.1.   8vo.,  xaj.   Vol  II.   14^. 
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Politioal  Economy  and  Economics. 

English  Economic  History  Macleod  (Henry  Dunning)— r^/. 

The  Theory  of  Credit.    8vo.    In 

X  VoL,  30s.  net ;  or  separately,  Vo.. 

I.    10s.  net   VoL  II.,  Part  I.,  loj.  net. 

VoL  11.  Part  II.,  los.  net 

Mill.— PouTiCAL  Economy.    By  John 

Stuart  Mill. 

Pofular  Edition,    Crown  8vo, ,  y  6J 
Library  Edition.    2  vols.     8vo..  n: 
MallialL— Industries  and  Wealth 
of  Nations.    Bv  Michael  G.  N^ul- 
HAU..  F.S.S.    W'ith  32  Diagrams.    Cr. 
8vo.,  8f.  6d. 
Stephens.— Higher  Life  for  Work 
ing  People  :  its  Hindrances  Discu-^^'il 
An  attempt  to  solve  some  pressing  See  <! 
Problems,  without  injustice  to  Capi» -J 
or  Labour.  By  W.  Walker  Stephens. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d, 
Byrnes.— Political  Economy.    \Vitb 


a  Supplementary  Chapter  on  Social  .^m. 
By  J.  E.  Symes,  M.  a.  Crown  8vo. ,  sj.  6r 
Toynbee.— Lectures    on    the    In- 
dustrial REvoLirrioN  of  the  iSJ; 
Century  in  England.     By  Arno;/j 
Toynbee.      With  a  Memoir    of   ih^ 
Author  by  Benjamin  Jowett,  D.D 
8vo.,  lof.  6^. 
Webb  (Sidney  and  Beatricr). 
The  History  of  Trade  Unionism. 

With  Map  and  full  Bibliograpby  o; 

the  Subject.    Svo.,  z8x. 
Industrial  Democracy*,  a  Study  i:i 

Trade  Unionism,  ayols.  8vo.,a5s.'D'it 
Problems   of   Modern    Industry  : 

Essays.  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
Wright.  —  Oxttline  of  Practical 
Sociology.  With  Special  Reference  tr 
American  Conditions.  By  Carroll  P 
Wright,  LL.D  With  la  Maps  ai>. 
Diagrams.     Crown  8vo.,  91 


STUDIES  IN  ECONOMICS  AND  POLITICAL  SCIENCE. 

Issued  under  the  auspices  of  the  London  School  of  Economics  and  Political  Science 


German  Social  Democracy.  By 
Bektrand  Russell,  B.A.  With  an 
Appendix  on  Social  Democracy  and 
the  Woman  Question  in  Germany  by 
Alys  Russell.  B.A.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

The  Referendum  in  Switzerland.  By 
Simon  Deploige,  Advocate.  Trans- 
lated by  C.  P.  Trevelyan,  M.P. 
Edited  with  Notes,  Introduction  and 
Appendices,  by  Lilian  Tomn.  Crown 
Bvo.,  7i.  6d. 

The  History  of  Local  Rates  in  Eng- 
land: Five  Lectures.  By  Edwin 
Cannan,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  ax.  6d. 


Local  Variations  in  Wages.  Bv  f 
W.  La^^KENCE,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Xri'niiv 
College,    Cambridge.      Medium     410 . 

The  Economic  Poucy  of  Coi.befi. 
By  A./.  Sargent.  B.A.,  Senior  Huhr- 
Exhibitioner  of.Brasenose  Colleg:e,  0> 
ford.     Crown  Svo. .  2i.  6</. 
Select  Documents  Illustrating  x«- 
History  of  Trade  Unionism. 
1.  The  Tailoring  Trade.     Editc-d   I. 
W.  F.  Galton.     With  a   Prefa., 
by  Sidney  Webb,  LL.B.     CZrovk  3 
8vo.,  5*. 
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■volnttoiii  liithvepolelFi  te 


CJodd  (Edward). 
Thk  Story  op  Creation  :  a  Plain  Ac- 
count of  Evolution.  With  77  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo.,  31.  6d, 
A  Primer  of  Evolution:  being  a 
Popular  Abridged  Edition  of  'The 
Story  of  Creation*.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Fcp.  8to.,  u.  6d. 

Lang  (Andrew). 
Custom  and  Myth  :  Studies  of  Early 
Usage  and  Belief.     With  15  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8to.,  31.  6A 
Mtth»  Ritual,  and  Reugion.     a 
vols.    Crown  8vo.,  71. 

Lubbock,— The  Origin  of  Civilisa- 
tion and  the  Primitive  Condition  of 
Man.  By  Sir  J.  Lubbock,  Bart..  M.P. 
With  5  Plates  and  90  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  x8i. 


Romanes  (George  John). 
Darwin,  and  After  Darwin:  an  Ex- 
position of  the  Darwinian  Theory, 
and  a  Discussion  on  Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Part  I.  The  Darwinian  Theory. 
With  Portrait  of  Darwin  and  lac 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  los.  6a, 
Part  II.  Post-Darwinian  Ques- 
tions :  Heredity  and  Utility.  With 
Portrait  of  the  Author  and  5  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  8vo.,  lOi.  6d. 
Part  III.  Post-Darwinian  Ques- 
tions :  Isolation  and  Physiological 
Selection.     Crown  8vo. ,  y. 

An  Examination  of  Weismannism. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Essays.  Edited  by  C.  Lloyd 
Morgan,  Principal  of  University 
College,  Bristol     Crown  »vo. ,  6j. 


Classioal  Literature,  Trandations,  ftc. 


Abbott.— Hellenica.  A  Collection  of 
Essays  on  Greek  Poetiy,  Philosophy, 
History,  and  Religion.  Edited  by 
Evelyn  Abbott,  M.A.,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.,  7s.  6d, 

.SiSChylUB.— EUMENIDES    of    iGSCHY- 

LUS.  With  Metrical  English  Translation. 
By  J.  F.  DAVIB&     8vo.,  7s. 

Aristopbanes.— The  Aoiarnians  of 
Aristophanes,  translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.  Cr.  8vo.,ij. 

A.riatotle.— Youth  and  Old  Age, 
Life  and  Death,  and  Respiration. 
Translated,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  W.  Ogle,  M.A.,  M.D. 
Bvc,  js.  6d, 

Booker  (W.  A.}.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  F.  Metcalfe,  B.D. 

G  ALLUS :  or,  Roman  Scenes  in  the  Time 
of  Augustus.  With  Notes  and  Ex- 
cursuses. With  a6  Illustrations.  Post 
Svo.,  3i.  6d. 

Chariclbs:  or,  Illustrations  of  the 
Private  Life  of  the  Ancient  Greeks. 
With  Notes  and  Excursuses.  With 
a6  Illustrations.     Post  8vo.,  37.  6d. 


Butler.  — The  Authoress  of  the 
Odyssey,  where  and  when  Sub 
wrote,  who  She  was,  the  Use  She 
mads  of  the  Iliad,  and  mow  the 
Poem  grew  under  her  hands.  By 
Samuel  Butler.  Author  of '  Erewhon,* 
&c.  With  Illustrations  and  4  Maps. 
8vo.,  los.  6d, 

Cioero.— Cicero's  Corrsspondbncs. 
By  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  III. 
8vo.,  each  laj.  Vol.  IV.,  iw.  Vol. 
v.,  14J.     VoL  VI.,  laj. 

Homer. 

The  Iliad  of  Homer.  Rendered 
into  English  Prose  for  the  use  ot 
those  that  cannot  read  the  original. 
By  Samuel  Butler,  Author  ot 
'  Erewhon,*  etc     Crown  8vo.,  7J.  6rf. 

The  Odyssey  of  Homer.  Done  into 
English  Verse.  By  WiLUAM  Morris. 
Crown  8vo.,  dr. 


Horace.— The  Works  of  Horace, 
rendered  into  English  Prose.  With 
Life,  Introduction,  and  Notes.  By 
William  Coutts,  M.A.  Crown  8va, 
$s,  net. 
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Lang.— Homer  and  the  Epic  By 
Andrkw  Lang.    Crown  8vo..  ^f.  net. 

liucan.— The  Pharsalia  op  Lucan. 
Translated  into  Blank  Verse.  By 
Sir  Edward  Ridi-ey.    8va,  14*. 

Maekail.— Select  Epigrams  prom 
THE  Greek  Anthology.  By  J.  W. 
Mackail.  Edited  with  a  Revised  Text. 
Introduction,  Translation,  and  Notes. 
8vo.,  z&r. 

Rich.— A  Dictionary  op  Roman  and 
Greek  Antiquities.  By  A.  Rich, 
B.A.  With  aooo  Woodcuts.  Crown 
8vo.,  71.  6</. 

Sophocles.— Translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  Robert  Whitelaw,  M.  A. , 
Assistant  Master  in  Rugby  School  Cr. 
8vo..  8j.  6d. 

TyrrelL- Dublin  Translations  into 
Greek  and  Latin  Verse.  Edited  by 
R.  Y.  Tyrrell.    8vo.,  6s. 


Virgil. 
The  iENEiD  op  Virgil.     Translaie«l 

into  English  Verse  by  John  Conisc^ 

TON.     Crown  8vo.  ,  6j. 
The  Poems  op  Virgil.     TranslatfJ 

into  English  Prose  by  John  Coning- 

TON.    Crown  Sva,  6s. 
The  iENEiDS  op  Virgiu     Done  intc 

English  Verse.  By  William  Morris 

Crown  8vo.  ,  6s. 

The  ^NBID  op  ViRGiL,freely  translate ' 
into  English  Blank  Verse.  By  W.  ]. 
Thornhilu    Crown  8va,  7s.  6d. 

The  iENEiD  op  Virgil.  Translate 
into  English  Verse  by  J  ami* 
Rhoades. 

Books  I.-  VI.     Crown  8yo.,  $»• 
Books  VII.-XH.    Crown  8to..  $«. 

The  Eclogues  and   Georgics  r 
Virgil.     Translated    into    Enj:', 
Prose  by  J.  W.  Mackail^  Fellow  . 
Balltol  College.  Oxford.     z6mo.,  x^ 

Wllkins.— The  Growth  of  it 
Homeric  Poems.  By  O.  Wilkin 
8V0.,  6s, 


Poetry  and  the  Drama. 

Armstrong  (G.  F.  Savage). 
Poems:  Lyrical  and  Dramatic.     Fcp. 

8vo. ,  6s. 
King  Saul.    (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 
Part  I.)    Fcp.  8vo.,y. 

King  David.    (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 

Part  II.)    Fcp.  8vo.,6f. 
King   Solomon.      (The   Tragedy  of 

Israel,  Part  III.)    Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 
Ugone:  a  Tragedy.    Fcp.  Svo.,  6j. 
A  Garland  from  Greece:  Poems 

Fcp.  Svo.,  7 J.  6d. 
Stories  of  Wicklow  :  Poems.    Fcp. 

Svo.,  7^-  6</. 
Mephistopheles  in  Broadcloth:  a 

Satire.     Fcp.  Svo.,  4^. 
One  in  the  Infinite:  a  Poem.    Cr. 

Svo.,  7J.  6c/. 


ArmBtrong.— The  Poetical  Wof  t  i 
of  Edmund  J.  Armstrong.  Fc: 
Svo.,  5*. 

Arnold.— The  Light  of  the  Woki 
or,  the  Great  Consimimation.     Bv  -t 
Edwin  Arnold.     With   14  l\\i> 
tions  after  Holman  Hunt.      Cro  ] 
Svo.,  6s. 

Barraud.— The  Lay  of  the  Knigiit  i 
By  the  Rev.  C.  W.  Barraud.  S. 
Author  of  *  St.  Thomas  of  Canterl  -.i 
and  other  Poems '.    Crown  Svo. ,  \s. 

Bell  (Mrs.  Hugh). 

Chamber  Comedies:  a  CoUectir-T  1 
Plays  and  Monologues  for  the  Dr  1 
ing  Room.     Crown  Svo.,  dr. 

Fairy  Tale  Plays,  and  How  to  -  i 
Them.  With  91  Diagraxns  an  i  | 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo. »  3^.  60: 
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Poetry  and  the  l^tdjnA— continued. 


Coleridge.— Selections  from.  With 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang.  With 
x8  Illustrations  bv  Patten  Wilson. 
Crown  8va »  y.  6eL 

GJoethe.— The  First  Part  op  the 
Tragedy  of  Faust  in  English,  By 
Thos.  E.  Webb,  LL.D.,  sometime 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College ;  Professor  of 
Moral  Philosophy  in  the  University  of 
Dublin,  etc.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
with  The  Death  of  Faust,  Irom  the 
Second  Part.     Crown  8vo. .  6s. 


Gore-Booth.— Poems.  By  Eva  Gore- 
Booth.    Fcp.  Svo.,  5*. 

Ingelow  (Jean). 

Poetical  Works.  Complete  in  One 
Volume.    Crown  Svo.,  71.  6d. 

Lyrical  and  Other  Poems.  Selected 
from  the  Writings  of  Jean  Ingelow. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  9J.  6d. ;  doth  plain,  y. 
cloth  gilt 

Iiang  (Andrew). 

Grass  op  Parnassus.  Fcp.  Svo., 
35.  6d.  net 

The  Blue  Poetry  Book.  Edited  by 
Andrew  Lang.  With  zoo  Illustta- 
tioQS.    Crown  Svo.,  6s. 


Xiayard  and  Corder.  —  Songs  in 
Ni  ANY  Moods.  By  Nina  F.  La  yard  ; 
The  Wandering  Albatross.  &a  By 
Annie  Corder.  In  one  volume. 
Crown  Svo.,  $s, 

Ijeoky.—PoEMS.  By  the  Rt.  Hon.  W.  E. 
H.  Lbcky.     Fcp.  Svo.,  51. 

Xjytton  (The  Earl  of)  (Owen 
Meredith). 

The  Wanderer.    Cr.  Svo..  loi.  6d. 

LuciLE.    Crown  Svo.,  10/.  6d. 

Sf-I.ixted  PoiiMS.     Cr.  Svo.,  loj.  6d. 


Maoaulay.— Lays  of  Ancient  Rome, 

WITH  *  IVRY,'  AND  '  THE  ARMADA  '.   By 

Lord  Macaulay. 

Illustrated  by  G.  Scharf.     Fcp.  4to.. 

10s.  6d, 
Bijou      Edition. 

iSma,  aj.  6</.,  gilt  top. 

Popular  Edition. 


Fcp.  4to..  6dL  sewed,  is.  cloth. 
Illustrated  by  J .  R.  Wegublin.    Crown 

Svo.,  31.  6rf. 
Annotated    Edition.      Fcp.    Svo.,    u. 

sewed,  is.  6d,  cloth. 

MaoDonald  (George,  LL.D.). 

A  Book  of  Strife,  in  the  Form  of 
THE  Diary  of  an  Old  Soul:  Poems. 
iSmo..  6s. 

Rampolu  :  Growths  from  a  Long- 
Planted  Root  ;  being  Translations, 
new  and  old  (mainly  in  verse),  chiefly 
from  the  German ;  along  with  '  A 
Year's  Diary  of  an  Old  Soul '.  Crown 
Svo.,  6s. 

Moffat.— Crickety  Cricket  :  Rhymes 
and  Parodies.  By  Douglas  Moffat. 
With  Frontispiece  by  Sir  Frank  Lock- 
wood,  Q.C..  M.P.,  and  53  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.    Crown  Svo.,  2J.  6d. 

Moon.— Poems  op  Love  and  Home. 
etc.  By  George  Washington  Moon, 
Hon.  F.R.&L.,  Author  of  '  Elijah,'  etc. 
i6mo. .  sj.  6d, 

MorriB  (Wiluam). 

Poetical  Works— Library  Edition. 
Complete  in  Eleven  Volumes.    Crown 
Svo.,  price  ts.  each. 

The  Earthly  Paradise.  4  vols.  6s. 
each. 

1  HE  Life  and  Death  of  Jason.    6s. 

The  Defence  of  Guenevere.  and 
other  Poems.    6s. 

The  Story  of  Sigurd  the  Volsung, 
and  the  Fall  of  the  Niblungs.    6s. 

Love  is  Enough  ;  or.  The  Freeing  of 
Pharamond  :  a  Morality ;  and  PoEMS 
BY  the  Way     6s. 
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Morris  (  Willi  a  m  )  — f<»^  tin  ued^ 
Thk  Odyssey  or  Homkr,     Dotic  into 

English  Verse,     6f» 
Thk  j^ivEiDS  OF  Virgil,     Done  into 

English  Vt!rsc.  6j. 
The  Talk  of  Bkovvulf,  sovtetime 
KrNG  OP  THK  Folk  of-  thk  Wrder- 
ctATS.  TrarwlBted  by  William 
Morris  and  A-  J,  Wyatt.  Crown 
8vo.,  ts. 

Certain  of  the  Poelical  Works  may  mbo  be 

hiid  in  the  followmg  Bdition*  : — 
The    Earthly  Paradisk. 

Popular   Edition.      5  vols,      tamo., 
351. ;  or  y.  each,  sold  separately. 
TTie  same  in  Ten  Parts,  351, ;  or  ar.  6d. 

each,  sold  separntety. 
Qieap  Ediikjn ,  in  i  voL    Cr,  8vo. ,  71, 6rf. 
POBM^   i»Y  THK  Way.     Square  crown 

8vo. ,  6j. 
**•  Few  Mr.  William  Morris's  Prose 
Works t  set  ppv  M  and  3T. 
Wesbit.— Lavs  ano  I.Rr.F.Nns.     By  E. 
NRsniT  (Mrs.  Humert  ht^.vtJ),     First 
Series.      Ctowh  8vo.,  yt.  6-/,      Second 
Scries,  with  Portrait    Crown  8vo. ,  y, 
Rankin.—  Wagnrr's     Nihki  ungkw 
RrNG.      Dune   into    English    Verse    by 
REGINALD  Rankin.  h.A,,  of  the  Inner 
Temple,     BnrristCT-.it-I^w.        V^oL     1, 
khini-jijold  and  Vrtlkvrie, 
Riley  (James  WhitcombK 
Or  J)     Fashioned     Rosks  :     Pocma. 

Tamo,.  5/. 
RubXivXt  op  Doc  Sifkrs.    With  43 

Ulusi  rations    by    C.    M.     Relvra, 

Crown  8vo. 
The  Golden  Yrar,    From  the  Verse 

and    Prose    of    James    Whitcomb 

Riuiv,      Coin  pi  Ld    by    Clara    E. 

Laughlin,    Fcp,  8vov»5f. 


Crc 
AND 


RomanoB* — A   SaLEcnc 
Poems  of   George  Johi 
M. A. .  LU  D. .  F.  R,a     Wl 
ductior*    by    T.     HERRgg-i 
President  of  MAgdaten  Co1]«SS 
Cro^^-n  8vo,»  4J   6</. 

RuBselL— Sonnets  ok  the  ; 

an  Anthology,     Compiled  by 
Matthew*  RUS.SEUL,  S.J.   ''  — 

Samuels,  —  Sfiatiows. 
Poems.      By    EL    Samuk_ 
Illustrations  by  W.  Fitzg* 
CroMm  8vo. ,  3*.  6d. 

Shakespeare.— Bow  DLRR's 

Shaeespeare.      With 

1  vol,     Bva,  14J,     Or  in  1 

8vo..  3 1  J. 

Shakespeare's     SonnktsT 
side  led,  and  in  pari  Re 
In  trod ucl 017     Chapters 
prim  of  the  Ori^naJ 
By   Samuel     Butle«.^ 
'  Erewhon,*  etc. 

The  Shakespeare  Hirt 
By  Mahy  F.  Dukbar. 

Words  worth.  —  Srlk 
By  Andrew  I^ng  \VfL 
gravure  Frontispiece  of  Ryd,^! 
With  16  lUusimtions  and  ni 
Inilial  Letters  By  .^LrRtro  P^ 
A-KA.     Crown  8vo^.  ^U  e^gq 

Wordsworth  and  Colerid 
Dflscription  of    the    Worik 
andColerioge  Maki" 
P0SSF.SS10N  op  Mr   T 
MAN.    Edited,  with  Not  i  v 

White.    With  3  PacsiinU^ 
Uoni.    4ta,  rm,  S/. 


AriBtey.— Voces  Popull  Reprinted 
from  *  Punch '.  By  F.  Anstey,  Author 
of  '  Vice  Vcr^A  '.  "  First  Strnt^s.  With 
so  Tlliistrations  by  j.  Bernard  Part- 
ridge, Crown  8vo,.  31.  6</. 
Beaconafield  (Th«  Earl  of). 

NoVEr^s  AND  TALES.     Complete  in  II 
vols.     Crown  8vo.,  is,  6d,  each, 

Svl)iL 

Henrietta  Temple 

Venelia. 

Ccnm^sby. 

Lotttair, 

Endymion. 
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Bin.— Castle  Czvargas:  l 
Bt  ins  a  Pl»vin  .Siorv  of  the  R. 
Advpnliircs  of  IVo  Brothers.  1 
the  Votjnger  of  Them.  Edi 
Archibald  Hirt.     Crown  8vcx 

'Chola.*— A  Nkw  Divinity 
OTHER  Stories  of  Hindu  Lii 
'  Chola  *.     Crown  8vow ,  a^r.  6*/ 

Diderot.  —  Rameal'*s     n 
Translation  from  Diden 
Text     By  Sylvia   Mai  .  - 

Crown  8vo. ,  3,».  tht 

Dotl  ga)  1 .  —  BK»iG  A  K  s    At 
Doi/QALL.     Crown  8vo,. 
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Doyle  (A.  Conan). 

Mica  h  CXa  r  ke  :  a  Tale  of  Monmouth's 
Rebellion.  With  lo  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo.,  y.  &/. 

The  Captain  op  the  Polestar,  and 
other  Talcs.     Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6rf. 

The  Refugees  :  a  Tale  of  the  Hugue- 
nots. With  25  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  31.  6</. 

The  Stark-Munro  Letters.  Cr. 
Svo.,  y.  6d. 

Farrar  (F.  W.,  Dean  of  Canterbury). 
Darkness  ans  Dawn  :  or,  Scenes  in 
the  Days  of  Nero.    An  Historic  Tale. 
Cr.  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

Gathering  Clouds  :  a  Tale  of  the 
Days  of  St.  Chrysostom.  Crown 
Svo.,  7J.  6d. 

Fowler  (Edith  H.). 

The  Young  Pretenders.  A  Story  of 
Child  Life.  With  xa  Illustrations  by 
Sir  Phiup  BurnBpJones,  Ban.  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 

The  Professor's  Children.  With 
24  Illustrations  by  Ethel  Kate 
Burgess.    Crown  8va,  6^. 

Prancifl.— Yeoman  Fleetwood.  By 
M.  E.  Francis,  Author  of  Mn  a  North- 
country  Village,'  etc.    Cr.  8vo.,  6j. 

Proude.— The  Two  Chiefs  of  Duh- 
boy:  an  Irish  Romance  of  the  Last 
Century.  By  James  A.  Froude.  Cr. 
Svo. ,  y.  6d, 

Ourdon.— Memories  and  Fancies  : 
Suffolk  Tales  and  other  Stories ;  Fair^ 
I^egends;  Poems;  Miscellaneous  Arti- 
cles. By  the  late  Lady  Camilla 
GURDON,  Author  of  *  Suffolk  Folk- 
lore*.    Crown  8vo.,  5J. 

'  JIaggard  (H.  Rider). 

Swallow  :  a  Tale  of  the  Great  Trek. 

With  8  Illustrations.  .  Cr.  8vo..  6s, 
Dr.  Therne,    Crown  8va,  y,  6d, 
Heart  of  the  World.      With  15 

Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d, 
Joan  Haste.    With  20  Illustrations. 

Cr.  Svo.,  35.  6rf. 


Haggard  (H.  RiDBtty-^ontiHued. 
The  People  of  the  Mist.    With  16 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  31.  6d. 
Montezuma's  Daughter.    With  24 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d, 
She.    With  32  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo., 

y.  &/. 

Allan  Quatbrmain.  With  31  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d. 

Maiwa's  Revenge.  Crown  8vo.,  u.  6d. 

Colonel  Quaritch,  V.C.  With 
Frontispiece  aud  Vignette.  Cr.  8va, 
y.  6d. 

Cleopatra.  With  29  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d, 

Beatrice.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Vignette.     Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Eric  Brightetes.  With  51  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Nada  the  Lily.  With  23  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Allan's  Wife.  With  34  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,3r.  6d, 

The  Witch's  Head.  With  16  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo.,  3;.  6^. 

Mr.  Meeson's  Will.  With  16  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d, 

Dawn.  With  16  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo.  3r.  6d, 

Haggard  ajid  Iiang.— The  World's 
Desire.  By  H.  Rider  Haggard  and 
Andrew  La.ng.  With  27  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d. 

Harte.— In  the  Carquinez  Woods. 
By  Bret  Hartb.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Hope.— The  Heart  of  Princess 
OsRA.  By  Anthony  Hope.  With  9 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Jerome.— Sketches  in  Lavender  : 
Blue  and  Green.  By  Jerome  K. 
Jerome.    Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d, 

Joyce.  —  Old  Celtic  Romances. 
Twelve  of  the  most  heautiful  of  the 
Ancient  Irish  Romantic  Tales.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Gaelic.  By  P.  W.  JOYCB, 
LL.  D.    Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d, 
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MorrlB  (William)— ftfff/sffiiaC. 
Thb-  Roots  of  the  Mountains, 
wherein  is  told  somewhat  of  the  Lives 
of  the  Men  of  Burgdale,  their  Friends, 
their  Neighbours,  their  Foecnen,  an-. 
their  Feilows-in-Arms.  Written  la 
Prose  and  Verse.  Sqtiare  ctohs 
8va ,  &r. 


Crown 


Ijang.—A  Monk  of  Fife  :  a  Story  of 
the  Days  of  Joan  of  Arc.  By  Andrew 
Lang.  With  13  Illustrations  by  Selwyn 
Image.    Crown  8vo.,  ys.  6d, 

Iiovett-Yeata  (S.). 
The  Chevalier  d'Auriac 

8va.  y,  6d, 
A   Galahad  of  the   Creeks,  and 

other  Stories.    Crown  8vo.,  6j. 
The  Heart  of  Denise,  and  other 

Tales.     Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 

Ijyall  (Edna). 

The  AirroBioGRAPHY  of  a  Slander. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  IS,  sewed. 

Presentation  Edition.  With  oo  Illus- 
trations by  Lancelot  Speed.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  OS.  6d.  net. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Truih. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  IS.  sewed ;  u.  6d.  dolh. 

DoREEN.  The  Story  of  a  Singer.  Cr. 
8vo..  6s. 

Wayfaring  Men.    Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 

Hope  the  Hermit:  a  Romance  of 
Borrowdale.    Crown  8vo.,  ts. 

Max  Mtlller.  —  Deutsche  Liebe 
(German  Love)  :  Fragments  from  the 
Papers  of  an  Alien.  Collected  by  F. 
Max  MiiLLER,  Translated  from  the 
German  by  G.  A.  M.    Crown  Svo.,  51. 

MelviUe  (G.  J.  Whyte). 


The  Gladiators. 
The  Interpreter. 
Good  for  Nothing. 
The  Queen's  Maries. 


Holmby  House. 
Kate  Coventry. 
Digby  Grand. 
General  Bounce. 


Cr.  8vo.,  IS.  6d.  each. 

Merriman.— Flotsam  :  a  Story  of  the 
Indian  Mutiny.  By  Henry  Seton  Mer- 
riman.   Crown  Svo.,  y.  6d. 

Morris  (William). 
The  Sundering  Flood.    Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6ii. 
The  Water  of  the  Wondrous  Isles. 

Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
The  Well  at  the  World's  End.    a 

vols. ,  8vo. ,  28f. 
TheStory  of  the  Glittering  Plain, 

which  has  been  also  called  The  Land 

of  the  Living  Men,  or  The  Acre  of 

the  Undying.     Square  post  8vo.,  51. 

net. 


A  Tale  of  the  House  of  the  Wolf- 
INGS,  and  all  the  Kindreds  of  ibe 
Mark.  Written  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Square  crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  Dream  of  John  Ball,  and  a 
King's  Lesson.    x2mo.,  is.  6d, 

News  from  Nowhere  ;  or.  An  Epoch 
of  Rest  Being  some  Chapters  frou 
an  Utopian  Romance.  Post  Sva,  u. 
6d. 

♦»•  For  Mr.  William  Morrises  Poetical 
Works,  see  p.  19^ 

Newman  (Cardinal). 
Loss  and  Gain  :  The  Story  of  a  Co-r^ 

vert.    Crown  Svo.    Cabinet  Edition 

61. ;  Popular  Edition,  31-.  6d. 
Callista  :  A  Tale  of  the  Third  C«n 

tury.    Crown  Svo.    Cabinet  Ediiior. 

6s.  \  Popular  Edition*  v*  6tf- 

FhillippB-WoUey.— Snap:  al^ej^r.. 
of  the  Lone  Mountain.  By  C.  Ph:l. 
LIPPS-WOLLET.  With  13  lUtxstraiioni 
Crown  Svo.,  3;.  6d, 

Haymond  (Walter). 
Two  Men  o*  Mendip.    Cr.  8vo.,  di. 
No  Soul  Above  Money.    Cr.  Svo. .  eu 

Reader.— Priestess  and  Queen:  a 
Tale  of  the  White  Race  of  Mexic. 
being  the  Adventures  of  Ignigene  :.- 
her  Twenty-six  Fair  Maidens.  I 
Emily  £.  Reader.  Illustrated  l 
Emily  K.  Reader.    Crown  8vo.,  6.^ 

Sewell  (Elizabeth  M.). 
A  Glimpse  of  the  World.    Amy  Herbert. 
Laneton  Parsonage.  Cleve  Hall. 

Margaret  PercivaT.  Gertrude, 

Katharine  Ashton.  Home  Life. 

The  Earrs  Daughter.        After  Life. 
The  Experience  of  Life.     Ursula.     Ivc- 
Cr.  Svo.,  I  J.  6d.  each,  cloth  plain,    aj.  V- 
each,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 
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Somerville  and  Boss.— Some  Ex- 
periences OP  AN  Irish  R.M.  By 
E.  CE.  Somerville  and  Martin  Ross. 
With  31  Illustrations  by  E.  CE.  Somer- 
ville,    Crown  8vo.,  6jr. 

Stebbins.— Probable  Tales.  Edited 
by  WiLUAM  Stebbing     Ciown  8vo.; 

Stevenson  (Robert  Louis). 
THE  Strange  Cask  of  Dr.  Jektll 

AND  Mr.    Hyde.      Fcp.   8vo.,   u. 

sewed,  xi.  (id.  cloth. 
The  Strange  Case  of  Dr.  Jekyll 

AND  Mr.  Hyde  ;    with  Other  Fables. 

Crown  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 
More  New  Arabian  Nights— The 

Dynamiter.      By   Robert   Louis 

Stevenson   and   Fanny  Van   de 

Grift    Stevenson.      Crown  8vo., 

The  Wrong  Box.  By  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osboitrne. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Suttner.  — Lay  Down  Your  Arms 
(Die  Waffen  Nitder)',  The  Autobio- 
graphy ofMartha  Tilling.  By  Bertha 
von  Suttner.  Translated  by  T. 
Holmes.    Crown  8vo.,  u.  6d, 

Taylor,  —  Early  Italian  Love- 
Stories.  Taken  from  the  Originals  by 
Una  Taylor.  With  13  Illustrations  l^ 
Henry  J.  Ford.    Crown  410.,  ly.  net. 

Trollope  (Anthony). 

The  warden.    Cr.  8vo..  u.  6d, 
IUrchester Towers.  Cr.  8yo.,M.  6rf. 

-Walford  (L.  B.). 
The  Intruders.    Crown  Sva,  6r. 
Leddy  Marget.    Crown  8vo..  as.  6d. 
IvA  Kildare:  a  Matrimonial  Problem. 

Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Mr.  Smith  :  a  Part  of  his  Life.    Crown 

Bvo.,  ax.  6d, 
The  Baby's  Grandmother.    Crown 

Svo.,  as.  6d. 
Cousins.    Crown  8va ,  os.  6d. 
Troublesome   Daughters.     Crown 

8vo.,  Qs.6d. 


-continued. 

Walford(L.  B.).— continued. 
Pauline.    Crown  8vo.,  ax.  6d. 
Dick  Netherby.    Crown  8vo.,  ax.  6d. 
The  History  of  a  Week.     Crown 

8va .  as,  6d. 
A  Stiff-necked  Generation.  Crown 

8vp.  as.  6d. 
Nan,  and  other  Stories.  Cr.  Svo. ,  as.  6d, 
The  Mischief  of  Monica.    Crown 

Svo. ,  as.  6d. 
The  One  Good  Guest.  Cr.  Sva ,  as.  6d. 
*  Ploughed/  and  other  Stories.  Crown 

Svo. ,  as.  6d. 
The  Matchmaker.    Cr.  Svo.,  as.  6d. 

Ward.— One  Poor  Scruple.  By  Mrs. 
Wilfrid  Ward.    Crown  Svo.,  6s. 

Watson.— Racing  and  'Chasing  :  a 
Volume  of  Sporting  Stories.  By 
Alfred  E.  T.  Watson,  Editor  of 
the  '  Badminton  Magazine '.  With  16 
Plates  and  36  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

Weyxnan  (Stanley). 
The  House  of  the  Wolf.    With 

Frontispiece  and  Vignette.    Cr.  Svo., 

y.  6d. 
A  Gentleman  of   France.    With 

Frontispiece  and  Vignette.    Cr.  Svo., 

65. 
The  Red  Cockade.  With  Frontispiece 

and  Vignette.    Cr.  Svo.,  6s. 
Shrewsbury.  With  24  Illustrations  by 

Claude  Shepperson.    Cr.  Svo.,  dr. 

Whishaw  (Fred.). 
ABOYAR  OF  THE  Terrible:  a  Romance 
of  the  Court  of  Ivan  the  Cruel,  First 
Tzar  of  Russia.  With  la  Illustrations 
by  H.  G.  M asset,  A.R.E.  Cr.  Svo., 
6s. 

A  Tsar's  Gratitude:    a  Story  of 
Modem  Russia.    Cr.  Svo.,  6s. 

Woods.— Weeping  Ferry,  and  other 
Stories.  By  Margaret  L.  Woods, 
Author  of  •  A  Village  Tragedy  *.  Crown 
Svo.,  6s. 


Popular  Science  (Natupal  Hietory,  fto.). 

Butler.— Otni  Household 


Heddard.  —  The  Structure  and 
Classification  of  Birds.  By  Frank 
E.  Beddard,  M.A.,  F.R.S.,  Prosector 
And  Vice-Secretary  of  the  Zoological 
Society  of  London.  With  253  Illustra- 
tions.    Svo.,  21J.  net. 


Insects. 

An  Account  of  the  Insect*  Pests  found 
in  Dwelling-Housea.  By  Edward 
A.  Butler,  B.A..  B.Sc.  (Lond.). 
With  113  lllustrationt.  Crown  Svo., 
y,6d. 
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Popular  Soienoe  (Natural  History,  ftc). 

i*umeauz  (W.). 
The  Outdoor  World;  or.  The  Young 

Collector's     Handbook.       With    i8 

Plates  (i6   of  which   are   coloured) 

and   549   Illustrations   in  the  Text 

Crown  8vo. ,  ^i.  6d. 
BtriTERFUBS   AND   MoTHS  (Bridsh). 

With  la   coloured   Plates   and   241 

Illustrations  in  the  Text   Crown  8vo., 

7S,  6rf. 
Life  in  Ponds  and  Streams.    With 

8  coloured  Plates  and  331   Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.    Cr.  8vo.,  71.  6d, 
Hartwig  (Dr.  George). 
The  Sea  and  its  Living  Wonders. 

With  xa  Plates  and  303  Woodcuts. 

8vo.,  js.  net. 
The  Tropical  World.  With  8  Plates 

and  17a  Woodcuts.    8va ,  js.  net 
The  Polar  World.    With  3  Maps,  8 

Plates  and  85  Woodcuts.  8vo.,7J.  net. 
The  Subterranean  World.    With 

3  Maps  and  80  Woodcuts.  8vo. ,  7s.  net. 
The  Aerial  World.    With  Map.  8 

Plates  and  60  Woodcuts,  8  vo. ,  js.  net 
Heroes  of  the  Polar  World.  With 

19  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  ai. 
Wonders  op  the  Tropical  Forests. 

With  40  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. .  ai. 
Workers  under  the  Ground.  With 

ag  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  ai. 
Marvels  over  our  Heads.    With  ag 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  sj. 
Sea  Monsters  and  Sea  Birds.  With 

75  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo. ,  aj.  (td. 
Denizens  of  the  Deep.     With  117 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  ax.  6d. 
Volcanoes  and  Earthquakes,  ^^^th 

30  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  ai.  6d. 
Wiu)  Animals    of    the    Tropics. 

With  66  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.. 

y.ed, 
Helmholts.— Popular  Lectures  on 
Scientific  Subjects.    By  Hermann 
VON  Helmholtz.    With  68  Woodcuts, 
a  vols.    Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d,  each. 
Hudson  (W.  H.). 
British  Birds.     With  a  Chapter  on 

Structure  and  Classification  by  Fr  ank 

E.  Bedd ARD.  F.  R.  S.    With  x6  Plates 

(8  of  which  are  Coloured),  and  over 

xoo  Illustrations  in  the  Text     Crown 

Svo.,  7X.  6d, 
Birds  in  London.     With  17  Plates 

and  15  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  by 

Bryan  Hook,  A.  D.  McCormick. 

and  from  Photographs  from  Nature, 

by  R.  B.  Lodge.    8vo.y  la/. 


Proctor  (Richard  A.).  , 

Light  Science  for  Leisurk  Houri! 
Familiar  Essays  on  Scientific  Subjt:::.u. 
q  vols.  Crown  8vo,,  51.  each.  VoL  L,| 
Cheap  edition.  Crown  Bvo..  3s.  6i. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth.  Fans- 
liar  Essays  on  Scientific  SabjcxtL 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6eL  ! 

Pleasant  ways  in  Sciencli 
Crown  8vo..  3r.  6«f.  | 

Nature  Studies.  By  R.  A.  PROcrci. 
Grant  Allen,  A.  Wilson.  T.  F  -s- 
ter  and  E.  Clodd.     Cr.  Svo. .  y .  ni. 

Leisure  Readings.  ^  R.  A.  P^  ^  | 
tor,  E.  Clodd,  A.  Wilson,  r. 
Foster,  and  A.  C  Rantard.  Ql 
8vo..  3f.  6d,  I 

•»•  For  Mr,  Proctor's  ptktr  iooks  ar 
p.   38.   and  Messrs.   Longmans  6*  Os^ 
Catalogue  of  Scient^c  Works. 
Stanley.— A  Familiar    History   or 

Birds.    By  E.  Stanlxt.   D.D..  f*- 

merly  Bishop  of  Norwich.      With  loc 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vow ,  3*.  61/. 
Wood  (Rev.  J.  G.). 

Homes  wiTHoirr  Hands  :  a  I>s"> 
tion  of  the  Habitation  of  Aniru.^ 
classed  according  to  the  Princip  e  at 
Construction.  With  140  Illastratiorik 
8va ,  71.  net. 

Insects  at  Home  .  a  Popular  Acocu-. 
of   British    Insects,   their    Struct  - 
Habits  and  Transformations.    U.~ 
700  Illustrations.     8vo.,  js.  nel. 

Out  of  Doors  ;  a  Selection,  of  Or> 
nal  Articles  on  Practical  Nata*. 
History.  With  xi  Illustrations.  C- 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Strange  Dwellings:  a  Descripir 
of     the     Habitations      of     Animx 
abridged     6T>m      'Homes      with 
Han<^  *.    With  60  Illustrations.    (. . 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Petland  Revisited.  With  33  n.'> 
trations.     Cr.  8vo.,  ^.   6tf. 

Bird  Life  of  the  Biblk.  W^ith  t. 
Illustrations.     Crown   8vo. ,  y.  €J 

Wonderful  Nests.  With  30  IUust-.r 
tions.     Crown  8vo. ,  v.  6ei. 

Homes  under  the  Ground,     w 

28  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  y.  t 
Wild  Animals  of  the  Bibl.k.     Wzi 

29  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  v. 
Domestic  Animals  of   xmk   Bipi. 

With  23  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo..  ^-  - 
The   Branch    Builders.       \V:\h  * 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  at*.  6a. 
Social  Habitations  and  Pabamt 

Nests.    With  18  Illus.      Cr.  Svo .  « 
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Works  of  Beferenoe. 


G-wilt-'AN  Enctclopadia  op  Archi- 
TECTURK.  By  Joseph  Gwilt,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  with  more  than  iioo  Engrav- 
ings on  Wood.  Revised  (1888).  with 
Alterations  and  Considerable  Addi- 
tions by  Wyatt  Papworth.  Bvo., 
£^  lot.  (hL 

Maunder  (Samuel). 

BioGRAiHicAL  Treasury.  WttbStip- 
plement  brought  down  to  1889.  By 
Rev.  JAMKS  WOOD.    Fcp.  8vo..  6j. 

Treasury  op  Geography,  Physical, 
Historical,  Descriptive,  and  PoliticaL 
With  7  Maps  and  16  Plates.  Fcp. 
8va.  &r. 

The  Treasury  op  Bible  Know- 
ledge. By  the  Rev.  J.  Ayrb,  M.  A 
With  5  Maps,  15  Plites,  and  500 
Woodcuts.    Fcp.  8va,  6s. 

Treasury  op  Knowledge  and 
Library  op  Reperence.    Fcp.  8vo. , 

Historical  Treasury:  Fcp.  Bvo.,  6r. 


Maunder  {B9Jxxxi^\)^eontintud. 

SCIENTIPIC  AND  LITERARY  TREASURY. 
Fcp.  Bvo.,  6x. 

The  Treasury  op  Botany.  Edited 
by  J.  Lindlby,  F.R.S.,  and  T. 
Moore.  F.L.S.  With  374  Wood- 
cuts and  90  Steel  Plates,  a  vols. 
Fo.  8vo.,  lax. 

ROget.--THE5AURt7S  OP  ENGLISH WORDS 

AND  Phrases.  Classified  and  Ar- 
ranged so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Expression 
of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary  Composi- 
tion. By  Peter  Mark  Roget.  M.D., 
F.R.S.  Recom posed  throughout,  en- 
larged and  improved,  partly  from  the 
Author's  Notes  and  with  a  full  Index, 
by  the  Author's  Son.  John  Lewis 
Roget.  Crown  8va.  loj.  6d. 
Willich.— Popular  Tables  for  giving 
information  for  ascertaining  the  vsUue  of 
Lifehold.  Leasehold,  and  Church  Pro- 
perty, the  Public  Funds,  &c.  By 
Charles  M.  Willich.  Edited  by  H. 
Bencb  Jones.     Crown  8vo..  loi.  id. 


Children's  Books. 


Suckland.— Two  Little  Runaways. 
Adapted  from  the  French  of  Louis 
Dksnoyers.  By  James  Buckland. 
AVith  no  Illustrations  by  Cecil  Aldin. 
Crown  8va,  6s, 

Jrake  (Rev.  A.  D.). 

Edwy  the  Fair;  or.  the  First  Chro- 
nicleofi£scendune.  Crown 8vo.,af.6^. 

Alpgarthe  Dane:  or.tbe Second  Chro- 
nicle of  i£scendune.    Cr.  8vo.,  aj.  6d. 

The  Rival  Heirs:  being  the  Third 
and  Last  Chronicle  of  i£scendune. 
Crown  Bvo..  ai.  6d. 

The  House  op  Waldbrnb.  A  Tale 
of  the  Cloister  and  the  Forest  in  the 
Days  of  the  Barons'  Wars.  Crown 
Bvo..  af.  6d. 
Brian  Fitz-Count.  A  Story  of  Wal- 
li  ngford  Castle  and  Dorchester  Abbey. 
Crown  8vo.,  sj.  6d, 

enty  (G.  A.).— Edited  by. 

^vuE,  Logs:  A  Story-Book  for  Boys. 
With  61  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo., 
6f. 

/ULB  Tide  Yarns.  With  45  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8va»  61. 


Lajis  (Andrew)— Edited  by. 

The  Blub  Fairy  Book.      With  138 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. .  6s. 
The   Red   Fairy   Book.    With  loo 

Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Grebn  Fairy  Book.    With  99 

Illustrations.    Crown  8vo..  dr. 
The  Yellow  Fairy  Book.   With  104 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo..  61. 
The   Pink   Fairy  Book.     With  67 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 
The  Blihe  Poetry  Book.    With  100 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo..  6s. 
The   Blue   Poetry   Book.     School 

Edition,  without  Illustrations.    Fcp. 

Bva.  21.  6d. 
The  True  Story  Book.    With   66 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bva.  6s. 
The  Red  True  Story  Book.    With 

100  Illustrations.     Crown  8va,  6s. 
Thb   Animal   Story   Book.     With 

67  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Red  Book  op  Animal  Stories. 

With  65  Illustrations.    Cr.  Bvo.,  dr. 
The  Arabian  Nights  Entertain- 
ments. With  66  Illustrations.  Crown 

Bvo..  dr. 
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Heade  {U  T). 

Dadhy's  Boy.  With  8  riluslimtions. 
Crown  8vo»,  y,  6if, 

Deb  AND  THB  DuciiRss,  With  7  Idus- 
trations.     Crown  8 vo.^  3/.  6*/. 

Thk  Brresford  Prizil  With  7  tllus- 
tbns.     Crown  8vo, ,  3;.  M, 

TtiK  HouSK  OF  Surprises.  With  6 
lllustratio&s.    Cro^ivn  Svo.,  3;.  6*^. 

Praeger  (Rosauond). 

The  Adventures  op  the  Thsek 
Bold  Babes:  Hector,  Honoria  and 
Alisander.  A  Si  ory  in  Pictures,  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  and  24  Omline 
Pictures.     Obtong  4I0.,  3/*  6^. 

Thk  Furthkr  Doings  of  the  Threte 
Bold  Babes.  With  24  Coloured 
Plates  und  34  Chitline  Pictures.  Ob- 
long 4to. ,  y.  6</. 


SteTenson. — A  CMitn^ 
Veesies.  By  Robert  Loyij 
fcp.  8vo» »  5*. 

Upton  (FLORKiNCE  K^ 
THB    ADVKHTtTRKS 

Dolls  and  a  'Gol 
31    Coloured    Plati 
illustrations    ii 
4ia,  6j. 
Thk    GOLLiwoGG*?! 
With     31       Coloun_ 
numerous   lUustralld 
Oblong  410.^  di. 

TtlE    GOLLIWOGG     AT    TH 

With     31      Coloured 
numerous   Iltustrattocis 
Oblong  4to.,  6r, 

The  Colli  woco  in  Wai 
Cotoured  Plates.     Qblofl 

Thk  Vegk-Mrm*s  Rrvxnc 
Coloured  Plates  and  nm 
tratioos  in  the  Text.     Ob 


The  SilTdF 

Crown  8vo.    3/.  drf. 

Jlrnold*!  (Sir  Edirtn)  fleas  and  Laoda. 

With  71  Illustrations.    31.  6</. 

Balehot*!  (W.)  Blographlflal    BtadlsB* 

3^.  *^. 
Ba£ehori(W.)B04»oomloStudlei.  3;.  6«/, 

fiaiehot*B  (W.)  Literary  Studlat.   With 

Portrait.     3  vols,     31.  hd,  each. 

Baker*!  (Sir   S.    W.)   Bl^t  Yean  In 

GeyloD.    With  6  Ulustmiions.     jj.  M. 
Batter*!  (Sir  S.  W.)  ftlfle  and  tlound  In 

Ceylon^    With  6  Illustralions.    3^,  6*/. 
Barlng-QoDld'B(Re7.  8*)  Gurlone  Mytha 

of  the  Middle  Agei,    3^.  6^. 
Baring-Ooold'i  (Rev.    8.)  Origin    and 

De¥elopment  of  Rellglooa  Belief.    3 

vols,     3f.  td.  each* 
Beoker^B  (V*   JL.)  OailiiB;    or,   Roman 

Scenes  in  the  Time  of  Augustus.  With 

a6  Illustrations.     3J.  6c/. 
Becker's  (W,  A.)  CharldeB :  or,  tltustra- 

tionsof  the  Private  Life  of  the  Ancient 

Greeks.   With  26  Ilhistraiions.    31.  6^. 
Bent's  (i.  T.)  The  Ruined  Cities  of  Ifa- 

shonaland.    With    117  niustraiions, 

3^-6i. 


Libpai7.  H 

EACH  VOLtTMR.  ^^ 

Braesey^B  (Lady)  K  V^jragi 
lM«m'.   With  66  Illustrai 

Ghnrehlira  (Wp  ft.)  Tha  I 
Halakajid  Field  Foroe,  1! 

Maps  and  Plans,    3^,  6*^. 
01odd*s  (E.>  atory  of  Oi«ad 
Account  of  Evolution,     V 
trations.     3/.  6^. 

Conybeare  (Key,  W.  J.)  mm 
(Very  Bev.  J.  a.^  Life  aai 
fit.  Paul.  With  46  I  Sltisirat 

DoufairsCL,) Beware  All ;  a  I 

of  MoniDouth's  Rebd'^ 

lUiistrations,     31.  6*^  = 
Doyle's  (A.  Gonan)  The  QUI 

Polestar,  and  other  Tale! 
Doyle's  (A.  Cosan)    The   B 

Tale  of  the   Huguenota. 

Illustrations.     3/.  tid. 
Doyle's  (A.  Con  an  >  Thi^| 

Letters.    31.  dd.        ^^| 
Froude*s  (J.  A.)  The  Hlit«f» 

from  the  Fall  of  Wolscy  t< 

of  the  Spanish   Armada 

3^.  bd,  each. 
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Frou<la*a  (J.  A.)  The  Bn^sh  In  Ir«Und. 

3  vols.     lor.  6d, 
Fronda'i  (J.  A.)  The  DiYorea  of  CaOMrine 

of  Ara^oD.    y,  6d, 
Frovda*!  (J.  A.)  Tho  Spanloh  Btory  of 
tha  Arnuula,and  other  Essays,  y.  6d, 
Frottda*i(J.  A.)  Short  fitndioo  on  Groat 

BnfeiJoots.    4  vols.    35.  6d,  each. 
Frondo'i  (J.  A.)  Oooana,  or  England 
aod  Hor  Oolonleo.    With  9  lUustra- 
tioDS.    ^f.  6</. 
Frottda*!  (J.  A.)  Tho  Connoll  of  Tront 

y .  W. 
Froada*!  (J.  A.)  Tho  Ufo  and  Utton 

of  EraunoB.    y,  6d, 
Froodo*!  (J.  A.)  Thomas  Garlylo:  a 
Histoiy  of  his  Life. 
1795-1835.    a  vols.    7J. 
1834-1881.    2  vols.    7J. 
Froado*!  (J.  A.)  C»iar :  a  Sketch,   y.  6d. 
Frovdo'i  (J.  A.)  Tho  Two  Ohloffe  of  Don- 
boy:  an  Irish  Romance  of  the  Last 
Century,    y,  6d. 
Oloiri  (Bov.  e.  R.)  Ufo  of  tho  Dnko  of 
WoUlndton.    With  Portrait    y.  dd. 
GroYillo*!  (a  0.  F.)   Joornal  of  the 
Relgni  of  Untf  Qeor<o  IV^   Kind 
William  lY.,  and  Qnoon  Ylotorla. 
8  vols,  y*  dd,  each. 
HatfiUFd's  (H.  R.)  Bho:  A  History  of 
Adventure.      With   3a   Illustrations. 
y.6rf. 
Hadi^*i  (H.  R.)   Allan  Qnatomaln. 

With  ao  Illustrations,    y.  6d, 
Hadditfd'i  (H.   R.)   Colonel   Qnarltch, 
V.  C. :  a  Tale  of  Country  Life.    With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignette,     y.  6d, 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Oloopatra.     With  29 

Illustrations,    v.  6d, 
Haggard's   (H.    R.)   Rrlo    Brlghtoyos. 

With  51  Illustrations,    y,  6d. 
Haggard's    (H.    R.)    Roatrioo.      With 

Frontispiece  and  Vignette,     y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Allan's  Wife.    With 

34  Illustrations.    3^.  6d, 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Heart  of  tho  World. 

With  15  Illustrations,     y.  6ti. 
Haggard's  (H.  R«)  Montosnma's  Daugh- 
ter.   With  35  Illustrations.    3;.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  Witch's  Head. 

With  16  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Mr.  Meeion's  WIU. 

With  16  Illustrations,    y.  6d, 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Rada  tho  Uly.   With 

23  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 
Haggard's  CH.  R.)  Davn.    With  16  lUus- 

tratjons.     y.  6d, 
Hazard's  (H.  R.)  Tho  People  of  tho  Hist 
AVith  x6  Illastrations.     y.  6d. 


Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Joan  Haste.  With 
ao  Illustrations.    3;.  6d, 

Haggard  (H.  R.)  and  LanCs  (A.)  Tho 
World's  Desire.  WithaylUus.  y,  6d. 

Harto's  (Bret)  In  tho  Oarqainoa  Woods, 
and  other  Stories,    y.  6d, 

Holmholts'i  (Hermann  von)  Popular  Leo- 
tures  on  Sclontiflo  Bnkjeots.  With  68 
Illustrations,    a  vols.    y.  6c/.  each. 

HomnnCi  (B.  W.)  Tho  Unbidden  Oaost. 
3*.  6rf. 

Hewitt's  (W.)  Visits  to  Remarkable 
Places.   With  80  Illustrations.    y.6d. 

Joirorles'(R.)Tho  Btory  of  Hy  Heart :  My 
Autobiography.  With  Portrait  y,6d. 

Jolferies'  (R.)  Field  and  Hedgerow. 
With  PorlraiL    y.  6d, 

JofllBries*(R.)RedDeer.  17IIIUS.  y.6d, 

Jeffertes'  (R.)  Wood  Hagle:  a  Fable. 
With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by 
E.  V.  B.    y.  6d. 

Jsfferies'  (R.)  Tho  Tollers  of  tho  Field. 
With  Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salis- 
bury Cathedral,    y.  6d, 

Kayo  (Sir  J.)  and  HaUeson's  (Oolonel) 
History  of  the  Indian  Hntlny  of 
1M7-8.    6  vols.    3f.  (td.  each. 

Knlght's(B.F.)ThoOmlsooftho*Alerte': 
the  Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure 
on  the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad. 
With  a  Maps  and  33  Illustrations. 
y.  6d, 

Knight's  (B.  F.)  Where  Three  Empires 
Meet :  a  Narrative  of  Recent  Travel  in 
Kashmir,  Western  Tibet,  Baltistan, 
Gilgit.  With  a  Map  and  54  Illustra- 
tions,   y,  6d 

Knight's  (B.  F.)  Tho  'Falcon'  on  tho 
Raltlo :  a  Coasting  Voyage  from 
Hammersmith  to  Copenhagen  in  a 
Three-Ton  Yacht  with  Map  and 
II  Illustrations.    3^.  6d. 

Kostlin's  (J.)  Ufs  of  Lothor.  With  6a 
Illustrauons  and  4  Facsimiles  of  MSS. 
3r.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Angling  Sketches.  With 
20  Illustrations,    y,  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Oustom  and  Myth :  Studies 
of  Early  Usage  and  Belief,    y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Oook  Lane  and  Common- 
Sense,    y.  6d, 

Lang's  (A.)  The  Book  of  Dreams  and 
Ghosts,    y,  64, 

Lang's  (A.)  A  Honk  of  Fife:  a  Story  of 
the  Days  of  Joan  of  Arc.  With  13 
Illustrations,    y,  6d, 

Lang's  (A.)  Hyth,  Ritual,  and  RoUgloB. 
2  vols.    7J. 
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Lmi  (J.  A.)  and  Cltttt«rbiiok*B  (WJ.)B.O. 

1887,  A  RuBbU  in  Brttlsh  Columbia. 

With  Maps  and  75  Illustrations.  31. 6d, 
Uvett-TaaU'     (8.)      The      ChaTaUer 

D'Aurlao.    ^r.  6tl, 
Haeaolay'i   (Lord)   Oompleto   Worka. 

*  Albany '  Edition.   With  la  Portraits 

la  vols.    y.  6d.  each. 
Haeaulay*s  (Lord)  Bisays  and  Lays  of 

Anoiant  Rome,  etc.     With   Portrait 

and  4  Illustrations  to  the   'Lays'. 

y.6d. 
Hadeod*s  (H.  D.)  Blamaats  of  Bank- 
ing   35.  6ii. 
Harboi*!  (Baron  do)  Hamolrs.    Trans- 
lated.   2  vols.    71. 
Harthman*!  (J.  0.)  Hamoin  of  Sir  Htfury 

Havolook.    V-  ^• 
Hart  Yala's  (Daan)  History  of  tha  Romans 

under  the  Empire.   8  vols.    31. 6d.  ea. 
Herrlman*e  (H.  8.)  Flotsam :  a  Tale  of 

the  Indian  Mutiny,    y,  6d, 
MiU's  (J.  S.)  Politieal  Eeonomy.   y.  6d. 
lliU*s  (J.  S.)  System  of  Uflo.    y.  6d, 
llilner*s  (Geo.)  Country  Pleasoras:  the 

Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  Gai^ 

den.    y.  6d. 
Bansen*s  (F.)  The   First  OroSBin||  of 

Greenland.     With   143  Illustrations 

and  a  Map.     3^.  6d. 
Philllpps-Wolley*s(C.)  Snap:  a  Legend 

of  the  Lone  Mountain.      With    13 

Illustrations,    y.  6d. 
Procter's  (R.  A.)  The  Orbs  Aroa&d  Us. 

y,  6d, 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Expanse  of  Heaven. 

y.  6d. 
Procter's    (R.  A.)    Li^t   Seienoe  for 

Leisure  Hours.    First  Series.    3r.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Moon.    y.  6d, 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Other  Worlds  than 

Ours.    y.  (hL 


Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Oar  Place  among  Isfi- 

Ditles:  a  Series  of  Essajrs  contr^.^- 

onr  Little  Abode  in  Space  and  1  .> 

with  the  Infinities  around  us^     3i.  t. 
Proctor's   (R.   A.)     Other  Bvna  than 

Oars,    y,  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Bon^   Ways  made 

Smooth.    3r.  &d, 
Proetor*B    (R.   A.)    Pleaaanft  Ways  ia 

Science,    y.  6d, 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  llyttaa   and   Marvels 

of  Astronomy.    31. 6d. 
Proctor's  ( R.  A.)  Hatura  Studies.    35. '  - 
Pioetor's(R.  A.)  Leisure  Readings.   I.. 

R.  A.  Proctor,  Edward  Ch-  . 

Andrew  Wilson,  Thomas  Fostk. 

and  A.  C.  Rantard.    With  lUii:>:. 

tions.    y.  6d, 
Roesetti's  (Maria  F.)  A  Shadow  of  Dacu. 

3f  .  6^. 
Smith's  (R.  Sosverth)  Cartha<a  and  tk« 

Carthadiniana.    With  Maps,  F -> 

&&     y.  6d, 
Stanley's  (Rlshop)  Familiar  History  ^ 

Rirds.  With  160  lUusuations.    3.'.  t.. 
Stephen's    (L.)    The     Playground   cf 

Europe  (The  Alps).     With  4  Itlusu-. 

tions.    y,  td. 
Stevenson's  (R.  L.)  Tha  SIrsuide  Cas«  c' 

Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde;  with  ch  - 

Fables,     y,  6d. 
Stevenson  (R.  L.)  and  Gaboame's  (L. 

The  Wrong  Bom.    3;.  6d. 
Stevenson  (Robt.  Louis)  &Bd  Stavensra  1 

(Fanny  van  deGrlft)More  Haw  Arabii* 

Highta.— The  Dynamiter,     y.  f. 
Trevelyan«s  (SirG.O. )  Tha  Marty  HtusT; 

of  Charles  James  Fox.     3f .  6J^ 
Weyman's  (Stanley  J.)  Ttea   Room  c 

the  Wolf:  a  Romance,     y-  ^^ 
Wood's  (Rev.  J.  0.)  Petland  Ravifriu<i 

With  33  Illustrations.     3;.  6^ 
Wood's  (Rev.  J.  0.)  Strang  Dwallies* 

With  60  Illustrations.     35.  6k/. 
Wood's  (Rev.  J.  O.)  Oat  of  Ooen.    \V 

II  Illustrations,    y.  6d, 


Cookery,  Domestio 

Acton.— Modern  Cookery.  By  Eliza 
Acton.  With  150  Woodcuts.  Fcp. 
8vo. .  4J.  6(L 


Ashby.— Health  in  the  Nursery. 
By  Henry  Ashby,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P., 
Physician  to  the  Manchester  Children's 
Hospital,  and  Lecturer  on  the  Diseases 
of  Children  at  the  Owens  College. 
With  95  Illu:>Lratlons.     Cr.  8vo.,  y.  Zd, 


Management,  ftc 

Buckton.— Comport  and    Clfa- 
NESS:     The     Servant     and      M<- - 
Question.      By  Mrs.   Cathejiinc 
BUCKTON.       With     14     lUustrat:. 
Crown  8vo.,  a;. 

Bull  (Thomas.  M.D.). 
Hints  to  Mothers  on  the  Man  a 

MENT    OP    THEIR    HKALTU     UU. 

THE  Period  OF  Pregnancy.     . 
8vo.,  IS,  6</. 
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Cookery,  Domestio  Management,  Slo.— continued, 

De  Balis  {lArs.]^^oniinued. 
Sweets  and  Supper  Dishbs  X  la 

Mode.    Fcp.  8vo.,  xj.  6d. 
Tempting   Dishes  for  Small   In- 
comes.   Fcp.  8vo..  II.  6d, 
Wrinkles  and  Notions  for  Every 
Household.    Cr.  8va,  u,  6d, 
Lear.— Maigrs  Cookery.    By  H.  L. 

Sidney  Lear.    i6mo.,  sj. 
Mann.— Manual  op  the  Principles 
OP  Practical  Cookery.     By  E.  E. 
Mann.    Crown  8vo.,  is. 
Poole.— Cookery  for  the  Diabetic 
By  W.  H.  and  Mrs.   Poole.     With 
Preface  by  Dr.  Pavy.  Fcp.  8vo.»  2j.  6d 
Walker  (Jane  H.). 
A  Book  for  Every  Woman. 

Part  I .    The  Management  of  Children 
in  Health  and  out  of  Health.    Cr. 
8vo.,  aj.  6d. 
Part  II.    Wonum  in  Health  and  out 
of  Health.    Crown  8vo.  &x.  6J, 
A  Handbook  for  Mothers:  being 
Simple    Hints    to  Women    on    the 
Management  of  their  Health  during 
Pregnancy  and  Coniinement,  together 
vdth  Plain  Directions  as  to  the  Care 
of  Infants.    Cr.  8vo..  ar.  6d. 


Bull  (Thomas,  lA.D.\—€onHnu€d. 
The   Maternal   Management  of 

Children  in  Health  and  Disease. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  IS.  6d. 
Be  Balis  (Mrs.). 
Cakes  and  Confections  X  la  Mode. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  li.  6d. 
Dogs:  a  Manual  for  Amateurs.     Fcp. 

8vo..  IS.  6d, 
Dressed  Game  and  Poultry  X  la 

Mode.    Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 
Dressed  Vegetables  X  la  Mode. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  IS.  6d. 
Drinks  X  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 
Entries  X  i^  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 
Floral  Decorations.  Fcp.8vo.,ij.6rf. 
Gardening  X  la  Mode.     Fcp.  8vo. 

Part  I.    Vegetables,     is.  td. 

Part  II.     Fruits,     w.  Orf. 
National  Viands  X  la  Mode.    Fcp. 

8vo..  is.6d. 
New-laid  Eggs.    Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 
Oysters  X  la  Mode.    Fcp.  8vo. ,  i  j.  6d. 
Soups  and  Dressed  Fish  X  la  Mode. 

Fcp.  8vo..  XJ.  6d. 
S  A  VOUR  lES  A  LA  MoDE.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  Zi.  6d. 
Puddings  and  Pastry  X  la  Mode. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  IS,  6d, 


HiBoellaneons  and  Critical  Works. 


Arm  strong;.— Essays  and  Sketches. 

By  Edmund  J.  Armstrong.  Fcp.8vo.,  w. 
Baeehot.— Literary    Studies.      By 

WALTER  Bagehot.     With    Portrait. 

3  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d,  each. 
Baring-Gtould.— Curious  Myths  of 

THE    Middle    Ages.      By    Rev.    S. 

Baring-Gould.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Paynes.— Shakkspeare  Studies,  and 

Other  Essays.    By  the  late  Thomas 

Spencer     Baynes,    LL.B.,     LL.D. 

W'ith  a  Biographical  Preface  by  Prof. 

Lewis  Campbell.    Crown  8vo. ,  71.  dd. 
Joyd  (A.  K.  H.)    QAJLJSLB:). 

And  see  MISCELLANEOUS  THEOLO- 
GICAL WORKS,  p.  32. 

Autumn  Holidays  of  a  Country 
Parson.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Commonplace  Philosopher.  Crown 
8vo. .  31.  6d. 

Critical  Essays  of  a  Country 
Parson.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

East  Coast  Days  and  Memories. 
Crown  8va,  y.  6d. 

L»  an  use  apes.  Churches  and  Mora- 
lities.   Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Lkisuke  Hours  in  Town.  CroiRn 
8vo..  3*.  u/. 


Boyd   (A.    K.   H.)     (•A.K.H3.V 
coMtinued. 

Lessonsof  Middle  Age.  CT.Byo.,y.6d, 
Our  Little  Life.    Two  Series.    Cr. 

8vo. .  y.  dd.  each. 
Our  Homely  Comedy:  andTragbdy. 

Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Recreations  of  a  Country  Parson. 

Three  Series.    Cr.  8vo.,  y,  6d.  each. 

Butler  (Samuel). 
Erewhon.    Cr.  8vo.,  51. 
The  Fair  Haven.  A  Work  in  Defence 

of  the   Miraculous   Element   in  our 

Lord's  Ministry.    Cr.  8vo.,  71.  6d. 
Life  and  Habit.     An  Essay  after  a 

Completer  View  of  Evolution.     Cr. 

8vo.,  71.  6d, 
Evolution,  Old  and  New.   Cr.  8vo.. 

xoi.  6d. 
Alps  and  Sanctuaries  of  Piedmont 

AND  Canton  Ticino.     Illustrated. 

Pott  4ta,  tos.6d. 
Luck,  or  Cunning,  as  the  Main 

Means  of  Organic  Modification  ? 

Cr.  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
Ex  Voto.    An  Account  of  the  Sacro 

Monte  or  New  Jerusalem  at  Vaialto- 

S(^'a.     Crown  8vo.,  xo*.  6d, 
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Butler  [Sauuri.)- continued. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  WoRKS,  with  Re- 
marks On  Mr.  G.  J.  Romanes'  'Mental 
Evolution  in  Animals/  and  a  Psalm 
of  Montreal.     Crown  8vo.,  ys.  6d, 
The  Authoress  op  the  Odyssby, 
where  and  when  she  wrote,  who 
She  was,  the  Use  She  made  op 
THE  Iliad,  and  how  the  Poem 
GREW  under  Her  hands.   With  14 
Illustrations.    8vo.,  lox.  6d. 
The  Iuad  op  Homer.    Rendered  into 
Buglisb  Prose  for  the  use  of  those  who 
cannot  read  the  original.   Crown  8vo., 
71.  6d, 
Shakespeare's    Sonnbt&       Recon- 
sidered, and  in  part  Rearranged,  with 
Introductory  Chapters  and  a  Reprint 
of  the  Original  1609  Edition.     Svo. 
Calder.— Accident  in  Factories  :  its 
Distribution,  Causation,  Compensation, 
and  Prevention.    A  Practical  Guide  to 
the  Law  and  to  the  Safe-Guarding^,  Safe- 
Working,    and    Safe-Construction    of 
Factory  Machinery,  Plant,  and  Premises. 
With  20  Tables  and  124  Illustrations. 
By  John  Calder. 
CHARITIES  REGISTER,  THE  AN- 
NUAL,   AND     DIGEST:    being    a 
Classified  Register  of  Charities  in  or 
available  in  the  Metropolis.     With  an 
Introduction  by  C.  S.  Loch,  Secretary 
to  the  Council  of  the  Charity  Orgam- 
sation  Society,  London.     Svo.,  4/. 
Comparettl.  —-  The     Traditional 

FOETR  Y  op  TH  E  Fl  N  NS.    By  DOMENICO 

CoMPARETTi.  Translated  by  Isabella 
M.  Anderton.  With  Introduction  by 
Andrew  Lang.    8vo.,  i6j. 

Evans.— The  Ancient  Stone  Imple- 
ments, Weapons,  and  Ornaments 
OF  Great  Britain.  By  Sir  John 
Evans,  K.C.B..  D.C.L..  LL.D., 
F.R.S.,  eta  With  537  Illustrations. 
Medium  8va,  28s, 

Haggard.— A  Farmers'  Year  :  being 
his  Commonplace  Book  for  1898.  By 
H.  Rider  Haggard.  With  36  Illus- 
trations by  C.  Leon  Little.  Crown 
8vo.,  7s.  6d.  net, 

Hamlin.— A  Text-Book  of  the  His- 
tory OF  Architecture.  By  A.  D.  F. 
Hamlin,  A.M.  With  229  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d, 

Hawois.— Music  and  Morals.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Portrait  of 
the  Author,  and  numerous  Illustrations, 
Facsimiles  and  Diagrams.  Cr.  Svo.,  7^.6^.  I 


Hodgson.  —  OtJTCAST    Essays    and 

Verse   Translations.      By   Siiad- 

woRTH  H.  Hodgson.  LL-D.     Cro^a 

8vo.,  8x.  6^. 

Hoenlg.— Inquiries  concesning  the 

Tactics  op  the  FimxRE.     Four  h 

Edition,  2894,  of  the  *  Two  Brigr;dt5  . 

By  Fritz  Hoenig.      With  x  Sketcli  n 

the  Text  and  5  Maps.     Translated  ;  i 

Captain  H.  M.  Bower.    8va ,  1  v.  n^L 

Himah.— The  History  of  Molf^n 

Music  BvJohnHullah.  8vo.,  &^6J 

Jefferies  (Richard). 

Field  and  Hedgerow.     With  Per- 

traiL     Crown  8va,  y.  6d, 
The  Story  op  My  Heart :  my  A:t.> 

biography.    With  Portrait  and  N" 

Prelace  by  C.  J.  Longman.     Cro« 

8vo.,3J.  6d. 
Red    Dees.     Whh   17    Dhistratior  s 

Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
The  Toilers  op  the  Fieu>.     W- 

Portrait  from  the   Bust  in  Salisi>:2r; 

Cathedral.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Wood  Magic  :  a  Fable.    With  FrocL5 

piece  and  Vignette  by  Ew  V.  U     Cr. 

8vo.,35.6rf. 
Jekyll.— Wood  and  Garden:  Nota 
and  Thoughts,  Practical  and  Cm  =?_ 
of  a  Working  Amateur.    By  Ger t k  i . : 
Jekyll.    71  Illustrations  from  Ph.  :  - 
graphs  by  the  Author.  6vo.,  lor.  6d.  d-- 
Johnson.— The  Patentee's  Man  u  .\l 
a  Treatise  on  the  Law  and  Practicrr    : 
Letters  Patent     By  J.  &  J.  H.  Jcr- 
SON,  Patent  Agents,  «c     8vo.,  loi,  6. 
Joyce*— The  Origin  and  Histopy    r 
Irish  Names  op  Places.    By  P.  v. 
Joyce,   LL.D.     a  vols.      Crown  i,-: 
^Cf.  each. 

Klngsley.— A   History  op    Frf_h_ 
Art,  1100-1899.    By  Rose  C.  Kin- 
ley.    8vo.,  I2J.  6d.  neu 
Iians  (Andrew). 
Letters  to  Dead  AimiORS.     F>. 

8vo.,  SJ.  (>d.  net. 
Books    and    Bookmen.       With 

Coloured  Plates  and  17  lUustrat    r. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  as.  6d.  net. 
Old  Friends.    Fcp.  8vo.,  9s.  6^/.  n 
Letters  on  Literature.    Fcp.  c 

aj.  6^.  net 
Essays  in  Little.    With  PcM-tra.* 

the  Author.    Crown  Svo.,  ar.  6c; . 
Cock    Lane    and    Common-S^ls- 

Crown  8vo. ,  3J.  6d. 
The  Book  op  Dreams  and  Gh.^- 

Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Macfarren.— Lectures  on  H  ak  m  . 
By  Sir  G.  A.  Macparr&n.     8vo., 
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m  on  Langua^  and 


Marquajid  and  Frothingham.— A 
Text-Book  op  the  Historv  of 
Sculpture.  By  Allan  Marquand, 
Pb.D.,  and  Arthur  L.  Frothingham, 
Junr.,  Ph.D.,  Professors  of  Archaeology 
and  the  History  of  Art  in  Princetown 
University.  With  1x3  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 
Max  Muller  (The  Right  Hon.  F.). 
India  :  What  can  it  Teach  Us  ?  Cr. 

8vo.,  Si. 
Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 
Vol.  I.  Recent  Essays  and  Addresses. 

Cr.  8vo.,  y. 
Vol.  II.     Biographical  Essays.     Cr. 

8vo..  5*. 
Vol    IIL    Es 

Literature.    Cr.  8va.  51, 
Vol  IV.    Essays  on  Mythology  and 
Folk  Lore.   Crown  8vo. ,  51. 
Contributions  to  the  SaxNCS  of 
Mythology,    a  vols.    8vo.,  3a*. 
Milner.  —  Country  Pleasures:  the 
Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  Garden. 
By  George  Milnkr.    Cr.  Bra,  3r.  6d, 
MorrlB  (William). 
Signs  of  Change.      Seven  Lectures 
delivered  on  various  occasions.     Post 
8vo.,  4f.  6^. 
Hopes  and  Fears  for  Art.  Five  Lec- 
tures delivered  in  Birmingham ,  Lon- 
don, etc.,  1878-1881.    Cr.  8vo..  41.  6d. 
An  Address  Delivered  at  the  Dis- 
tribution of  Prizes  to  Students 
op  the   Birmingham   Municipal 
School  of  Art  on  aiST  February, 
1894.     8vo.,  us.  6d.  net. 
Art  and  the  Beauty  of  the  Earth  : 
a  Lecture  delivered  at  Burslem  Town 
Hall,  on  October  13,   x88z.      8vo., 
aj.  6d.  net 
Arts  and  Crafts  Essays.    By  Mem- 
bers of  the  Arts  and  Crafts  Elxhibition 
Society.   With  a  Preface  by  William 
Morris.    Crown  8vo..  a/.  6d.  net 
Some    Hints   on    Pattern-Design- 
ing :  a  Lecture  deli>'ered  by  Wiluam 
Morris  at  the  Working  Men's  Col- 
lege, Loudon,  on  December  10, 1881. 
Svo..  ax.  6d.  net. 
Pollock.— Jane    Austen  :    her   Con- 
temporaries and  Herself.    An  Essay  in 
Criticism.    By  Walter  Hekries  Pol- 
lock.   Crown  Svo. 
Poore(GEORGEViviAN,M.D.,F.R.C.P.). 
Essays  on  Rural  Hygiene.    With  13 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  dr.  6d. 

TiiK    Dwelling    House.     With   36 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3;.  6df. 

JRicUmond.  — Boyhood  :   a  Plea  for 

Continuity  in   Education.      By  Ennis 

Richmond.    Crown  8vo.,  aj.  6</, 


Hiohter.  —  Lectures  on  the  Na- 
tional Gallery.  By  J.  P.  Richtek. 
With  ao  Plates  and  7  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.     Crown  410. ,  9/. 

Rossetti.~A  Shadow  of  Dante  :  be- 
ing an  Essay  towards  studying  Hinisc-ir, 
his  World,  and  his  Pilgrimage.  By 
Maria  Francesca  Rossetti.  With 
Frontispiece  by  Dante  Gabriel  Ros- 
setti.   Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

Shadwell.  —  Tnk  London  Water 
Supply.  By  Arthur  Shadwell, 
M.A.,  M.aOxon.,  Member  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Physicians.     Crown  8vo. ,  y, 

Boulsby  (Lucy  H.  M.). 
Stray  Thoughts  on  Reading.  Small 

8vo.,  ar.  td.  neL 
Stray  Thoughts  for  Girls.    x6mo., 

ij.  6d.  net. 
Stray  Thoughts  for  Mothers  and 

TEACHERS.    Fcp.  8vo.,  a/.  6d.  net. 
Stray    Thoughts    for    Invalids. 
i6mo.,  ar.  net. 

86uthey.— The  Correspondence  of 
Robert  Southey  with  Caroline 
Bowles.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  Edward  Dowden,  LL.  D.  8vo.  ,  141. 

Stevens.— On  the  Stowage  of  Ships 
AND  their  Cargoes.  With  Informa- 
tion regarding  Freights,  Charter-Parties, 
&c.  By  Robert  White  Stevens, 
Associate-Member  of  the  Institute  of 
Naval  Architects.     8vo.,  aw. 

Turner  and  Sutherland.— The 
Development  OF  Australian  Liter- 
ature. By  Henry  Gyles  Turner 
and  Alexander  Sutherland.  With 
Portraits  and  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo. ,  $s. 

Van  Dyke.— A  Text-Book  on  the 
History  of  Painting.  By  John  C. 
Van  Dyke,  Professor  of  the  History  of 
Art  in  Rutgers  College,  U.S.  With 
no  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  dr. 

Warwick.— Progress  in  Women's 
Education  in  the  British  Empire  : 
being  the  Report  of  Conferences  and  a 
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ings.   Crown  8vo.,  y, 
Romanes^*— Thoughts  on  Reljgiok. 
By    George    J.    Romanes,     LL.D., 
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